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PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION. 


The excuse for reprinting this somewhat insignificant Book is, that certain 
parties, of tht pirate species, were preparing to reprint it for mo. There are 
hooks, as there are horses, which a judicious owner, on fair survey of them, 
might prefer to adjust by at once shooting through the head : but in the case 
of books, owing to the pirate species, that is not possible. Remains therefore 
that atilcast dirty paper and errors of the press be guarded against ; that a 
poor Book, which has still to walk this world, do walk in clean linen, so to 
speak, and pass its few and evil days with no blotches but its own adhering 
to it. 

There have been various new Lives of Schiller since this one first saw the 
light ; — great changes in our notions, informations, in our relations to the Life 
of Schiller, and to other things connected therewith, during that long time ! 
Into which I could not in the least enter on the present occasion. Such errors, 
ono or two, as lay corrigible on the surface, I have pointed out by here and 
there a Note as I read ; but of errors that lay deeper there could no charge be 
taken : to break the surface, to tear up the old substance, and model it anew, 
was a task tliat lay far from me, — that would have been frightful to me. What 
was written remains written ; and tho Reader, by way of constant commentary, 
when needed, has to say to himself, It was written Twenty years ago.” For 
newer instruction on Schiller’s Biography ho can consult the Schillers Lehen of 
]\Iadanie von Wollzogen, which Goethe once called a Schiller Redivivus ; tho 
JBriefwechsel zwischen Schiller und Goethe; — or, as a summary of the whole, and 
tho readiest inlet to tho general subject for an English reader, Sir Edward Bul- 
wer’s Sleich of Schiller's vigorous and lively piece of writing, prefixed 

to Ins Translations fi 0711 Schiller. 

Tho piosent little Book is very imperfect : — but it pretends also to bo very 
harmless ; it can innocently instruct those who are more ignorant than itself ! 
To which ingenuous class, according to their wants and tastes, let it, with all 
good wishes, and hopes to meet afterwards in fruitfiiller provinces, bo heartily 
commended. 


Eoiidon, 1th May 1845, 


T. Carlyle. 
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LIFJE OF FKIEDKICH SCHILLER. 

PART L 

HIS YOUTH (1759-1784). 

Among tlie writers of the concluding part of the last century, there 
is none more deserving of our notice than Friedrich Schiller. Dis- 
tinguished alike' fet* the splendour of his intellectual faculties, and 
the elevation of his tastes and feelings, he has left behind him in 
his worlis a noble emblem of these great qualities : and the repu- 
tation which he thus enjoys, and has merited, excites our attention 
the more, on considering the circumstances under which it was 
acquired. Schiller had peculiar diffieulties to strive with, and his 
success has llke^^ i^e been peculiar. Much of his life was deformed 
by inquietude and disease, and it terminated at middle age ; he 
composed in a language then scarcely settled into form, or admit- 
ted to a rank among the cultivated languages of Europe : yet his 
writings are remarkable for thgj,r^g;j):tent and vaiiety as well as their 
intiinsic excell<^icc ; and his own countiymen are not his only, or 
perhaps his principal admirers. It is difficult to collect or inter- 
pret the general voice ; but the World, no less than Germany, 
seems already to have dignified him with the reputation of a clas- 
^ ; to have enrolled hin]^ among that select number whose works 
belong not wholly to any ago or nation, but who, having instructed 
their own*contemporaries, are claimed as instructors by the great 
family of manldnd, and vet apart for many centuries from the com- 
mon oblivion which soon overtakes tlie mass of authors, as it»does 
the maa«sk>f other men. 

Such has been the high destiny of Schiller. His history and 
character deserve our stiWy for more than one reason. natural 
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and harmless feeling attraflrfcs us towards such a sl^bject ; we ai^e 
anxious to Imow how so great a man passed through the "^'orld, 
how he lived, and moved, and had his beiog; ahd the question* if 
properly investigated,' might yield advantage as welf as pleasure. 
It would be interesting to discover by what gifts and what employ- 
ment of them he reached the eminence on which we now see him ; 
to follow the steps of his intellectual and moral culture ; to gather 
from his life and works some picture of himself. It is' worth in- 
qumng, whether he, who could represent noble actions so well, 
did himself act nobly; how those powers of intellect, which in 
philosophy and art achieved so much, applied themselves to tho 
every-day emergencies of life ; how the generous ardour, which de- 
lights us in his poetry, displayed itself in the common intercourse 
between man and man. It would at once instruct and gratify us 
if we could understand him thoroughly, coul(| transport ourselves 
into his circumstances outward and inward, could sec as he saw, 
and feel as he felt. 

> But if the various utility of such a task is palpable enough, its 
difficulties are not less so. We should not lightly think of com- 
prehending the veiy simplest character, in all its bearings , and it 
might argue vanity to boast of even a common acquaintance with 

ione like Schiller’s. Such men as he are misunderstood by their 
daily companions, much more by the distant observer, who gleans 
his information from scanty records, and casual notices of charac- 
teristic events, which biographers are often too indolent or injudi- 
cious to collect, and which the, peaceful life of a man of letters 
usually supplies in little abundance. The published details of 
Schiller’s history are meagre and insufficient; and liis writings, 
like those of every author, can afford but a dim and dubious copy 
afJiia mind. Nor is it easy to decipher cCven this, with moderate 
accuracy. Tho haze of a foreign language, of foreign manners, 'md 
modes of thinking strange to us, confuses and obscures the t>ight, 
often magnifying what is trivial, softening what is rude, and some- 
times hiding or distorting what is beautiful. To take the dimen- 
sions of Schiller’s mind were a hard enterprise, in any case ; harder 
still with these impediments. 

Accordingly we do not, in this plaq^, pretend to attempt it : 
wc have nq finished portrait of his character to offer, no formal es- 
timate ofhis WQj'ks. It will be enough for us if, in glancing over 
his life,* we can satisfy a simple curiosity, about the fortunes and 
chief peculiarities of a man connected with us by a bond so kindly 
as that of the teacher to the taught, the giver to the ileceiver of 
mental delight ; if, in wandering through his intellectual creation, 
we can enjoy once more the magnificeLt and fragrant beauty of 



HIS BOYHOOD. 


j, "> 

that fairy land, and express our feelings, where we do not aim at 
judging and deciding. 

.JcJiaimXjjifnstoph Friedrich Schiller was a native of Mflihach, a 
small town of Wiirtemberg, situated on tlie banks of the Neckar. 
He was born on the 10th QiJia.Yep[iberJ[759, — a few months latei* 
than our own Robert Bums. Schiller’s early culture was favoured 
by the dispositions, but obstructed by the outward circumstances 
of his parents. Though removed above the pressure of poverty, 
their station was dependent and fluctuating ; it involved a frequent 
change of place and plan. Johann Caspar Schiller, tlie father, had 
been a surgeon in the Bavarian army ; he sei-ved in the Nether- 
lands during the Succession War. After his return home to 
Wiirtemberg, he laid aside the medical profession, having obtained 
a commission of ensign and adjutant under liis native Prince. 
This post he held sifccessively in two regiments ; he had changed 
into the second, and was absent on active duty when Friedrich 
was born. The Peace of Paris put an end to his military employ- 
ment ; but Caspar had shown himself an intelligent, unassuming 
and useful man, and the Duke of Wiirtemberg was willing to re- 
tain him in his service. The laying-out of various nurseries and 
plantations in the pleasure-grounds of Ludwigsburg and Solitude 
Was entrusted to the retired soldier, now advanced to the rank «of 
Cjiptflin: he removed from one establishment to another, from 
time to time ; and continued in the Duke’s pay till death. In his 
latter years he resided chiefly at Ludwigsburg. 

This mode of life was not the most propitious for educating 
such a boy as Friedrich ; but the native worth of his parents did 
more than compensate for the disadvantages of their worldly con- 
dition and their limited acquirements in knowledge. The bene- 
volence, the modest and Jirudent integrity, the true devoutness of 
these good people shone forth at an after period, expanded and 
beautified in the character of their son ; his heart was nourished 
by a constant exposure to such influences, and thus the better part 
of his education prospered well. The mother was a woman of 
many household virtues ; to a warm affection for her children and 
husband, she joined a degree of taste and intelligence which is of 
much rarer occuiTcnce. She is said to have been a lover of poetry ; 
in particular an admiring reader of Utz and Gellert, writers whom 
it is creditable for one in her situation to have relished.^ Her 
kindness and tendernes^’ of heart peculiarly endeared her to Fried- 
rich. Hp husband appears to have been a person of great pihbity 
and meekness of temper, sincerely desirous to approve himself a 

* She was of humble descant and little education, the daughter of a baker 
in Kodwels. ^ ^ , 
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•useful member of society, and to do his duty conscientiously to all 
men. The seeds of many valuable qualities had been sown in him 
by nature ; and though his early hfe had been unfe-vourable ‘for 
their cultivation, he at a late period laboured, not without success, 
to remedy this 'disadvantage. Such branches of science and philo- 
sophy as lay A^ithin his reach, he studied with diligence, whenever 
his professional employments left him leisure; on a subject con- 
nected with the latter he became an author ^ But what chiefly 
distinguished him was the practice of a sincere piety, which seems 
to have diffused itself over all his feelings, and given \p his clear 
and honest character that calm elevation which, in such a case, is 
its natural result. As his religion mingled itself with every mo- 
tive and action of his hfe, the wish which in all his wanderings lay 
nearest his heart, the wish for the education of his son, was^likely 
to be deeply tinctured with it. There is yet preserved, in his hand- 
•writing, a prayer composed in advanced age, wherein he mentions 
how, at the child’s birth, he had entreated the great Father of all, 
**to supply in strength of spirit what must needs be wanting in 
outward instruction.” The gmy-haired man, who had lived to see 
the maturity of his boy, could now express his solemn thankful- 
ness, that “ God had heard the prayer of a mor^tal.” 
y Friediich followed the movements of his parents for some time ; 
and had to gather the elements of learning from various masters. 
Perhaps it was in part owing to this circumstance, that his j^ro- 
gress, though respectable, or more, was so little commensurate 
with what he afterwards becamfe, or with the capacities of which 
even his earliest years gave symptoms. Thoughtless nnd gay, as 
a boy is wont to be, he would now and then dissipate his time in 
childish sports, forgetful that the stolen chamis of ball and leap- 
frog must be dearly bought by rep^’oacties : but occasionally he 
was overtaken with feelings of deeper import, and used to ex- 
press the agitations of his little mind in words and actions, which 
were first rightly intei^preted when they were called to mind long 
afterwards. His school-fellows can now recollect that even his 
j freaks had sometimes a poetic character ; that a certain earnest- 
ness of temper, a frank integidty, an appetite for things grand or 
moving, "was discernible across all the ^caprices of his boyhood, 
i Once, it is said, during a tremendous thunder-storm, Jus father 
missed him in the young group within doors ; none of the sistera 
could tell what was become of Fritz, and the old man grew at 
length so anxious that he was forced to go out in quesj of him. 
Fritz was scarcely past the age of infancy, and knew not the dan- 

* His book is entitled, Die Baummcht im Or<^en (the Cultivation of Trees 
on the Grand Scale) : it came to a second edition in 1806. 
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'gers of a scene so awful. His father found him at last, in a soli- 
tary place of the neighbourhood, perched on the branch of a tree, 
gaaing at thc^tempestuous face of the sky, and watching the flashes 
as in succession they spread their lurid gleam over it. To the 
reprimands of his parent, the whimpering truant pleaded in ex- 
tenuation, * that the lightning was very beautiful, and that he 
wished io^ see where it was coming from ! ’ — Such anecdotes, we 
have long known, are in themselves of small value : 
one has the additioi^ defect of being somewhat dubious in re- 
spect of authenticity. We have ventured to give it, as it came to 
us, notwithstanding. The picture of the boy Schiller, contem- 
plating the thunder, is not without a certain interest, for such as 
know the man. 

^ Schiller’s first teacher was Mose r, pastor and schoolmaster in 
the village of Lorch, where the parents resided from the sixth to 
the ninth year'of their son. This person deserves mention for the 
influence he excited on the early history of his pupil : he seems to 
have given his name to the Priest ‘ Moser’ in the Robbers; his spi- 
ritual calling, and the conversation of his son, himself afterguards 
a preacher, are supposed to have suggested to Schiller the idea of 
consecrating Jih^s^lf to the clerical profession. This idea, which 
laid hold of and cherished some predominant though vague pro- 
pensities of the boy’s disposition, suited well with the religious 
sentiments of his parents, and was soon formed into a settled pur- 
pose. In the public school at Ludwigsburg, whither the family 
had now removed, his studies were regulated with this view ; and 
he underwent, in foui:^UCCe^s^siye years, the annual examination 
before the Stuttgard Commission, to which young men d^ined 
for the Church are subjected in that CQuntiy. Schiller’s tejnper 
was naturally devout ; wfth a delicacy of feeling which tended to- 
wards bashfulness and timidity, there was mingled in him a fervid 
iippetuosity, which was ever struggling through its concealment, 
and indicating that he felt deeply and strongly, as well as deli- 
cately. Such a turn of mind easily took the form of religion, pre- 
scribed to it by early example and early affections, as well as 
nature. Schiller looked forward to the sacred profession with 
alacrity: it was the serJbus day-dream of all his boyhood, and 
much of his youth. As yet, however, the project hovered before 
him at a great distance, and the path to its fulfilment offered him 
but little enteriainmentl" His sti^ies did not seize his attentio^i 
ftCSaly; he followed them from a'^sehse of duty^„upt <)f j)le|Bure. 

^ Ykgil ma JBLorace he learned to construe accurately; but is said 
to have taken no deep interest in their poetry. The tenderness 
and meek beauty of the first, the humour and sagaciiy and capri- 
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cious pathos of the last, tlie matchless elegance of both, would of 
course escape his inexperienced perception ; ;vvhile the mattar of 
their writings must have appeared frigid and shallo\g to a mind sO' 
susceptible. He loved rather to meditate on the splendour of the 
Ludwigsburg theatre, which had inflajued his imagination wheu 
he %st saw it in his ni nth ye ar, and given shape and materials to 
many of his subsequent reveries.^ Under these circ^jimstances, 
his progress, with all his natural ability, could not bo veiy strik- 
ing ; the teachers did not fail now and then to visit him with their 
severities ; yet still there was a negligent success in hi^s attempts, 
which, joined to his honest and vivid temper, mjadfi-JUea migur 
. Mfill of him. The Stuttgard Examinators have marked him in their 
records with the customary formula of approval, or, at worst, of 
toleration. They usually designate him as ‘ a boy of good^hope,’ 
^uer honcB spei. 

This good hope was not, however, destined to be realised in 
the way they expected : accidents occurred which changed the di- 

* The first display of his poetic gifts occurred also in his ninth year, but 
took its rise in a much humbler and less common source than the inspiration 
of the stage. His biographers have recorded this small event with a conscien- 
tious accuracy, second only to that of Boswell and Hawkins in regard to the 
Lichfield *The little tale,’ says one of them, 'fe worth relating; the 

^ rather that, after an interval of more than twenty years, Schiller himself, on 

* meeting with his early comrade (the late Dr. Elwert of Kantstadt) for the 

* first time since their boyhood, reminded him of the adventure, recounting the 

* circumstances with OTeat minuteness and glee. It is as follows : Once in 
' 1768, Elwert and he had to repeat their catechism together on a certain day 
' publicly in the church. Their teacher, an ill-conditioned, narrow-minded 
' pietist, had previously threatened them with a thorough flogging if they 

* missed even a single word. To make the matter worse, this very teacher 

* chanced to bo the person whose turn it was to catechise on the appointed 
^ day. Both the boys began their answers with dismayed hearts and faltering 

* tongues ; yet they succeeded in accomplishing the task ; and were In con- 

* sequence rewarded by the mollified pedagogue with two kreutzers apiece. 

' Four kreutzers of ready cash was a sum of no common magnitude ; Low it 

* should be disposed-of formed a serious question for the parties interested. 

' Schiller moved that they should go to Harteneck, a hamlet in the neighbour- 
' hood, and have a dish of curds-and-cream : his partner assented ; but alas ! 

' in Harteneck no particle of curds or cream was to be had Schiller then 
‘ made offer for a quarter-cake of cheese ; but for this four entire kreutzers 
‘ were demanded, leaving nothing whatever in reserve for bread ! Twice 
' baffled, the little gastronomes, unsatisfied in stomach, wandered on to Neck- 
‘ arweihingen ; where, at length, though not tltl after much inquiry, they 

* obtain a coinfortable mess of curds-and-cream, served up in a gay platter, 

* and silver spoons to eat it with. For all this, moreover, the^ were charged 
' but three kreutzers ; so that there was still one left to provide them with a 

* bunch of St. John grapes. Exhilarated by such liberal cheer, Schiller rosa 

* into a glow of inspiration : having left the village, he mounted with his com- 
' rade*^ to the adjacent height, which overlooks both Harteneck and Neckar- 
‘ weihingen ; and there in a truly poetic effusion he pronounced his malediction 

* on the creamless region, bestowing with the same solemnity his blessing on. 

^ the one which had afforded him that savoury<|refreshmont.’ Friedrich voik 
SMUrs Lehen, (Heidelberg, 1817,) p. 11. 
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rection of Schiller’s exertions, and threafened for a time to prevent 

tlie success of them altogetlier. The Duke of Wiii^temherg had 
latelj" founde^ Senjins^ for certain branches of jmofes? 

sional education : it was first set up at Solitude, one of his country 
residences ; and had now been transf^ed To Stuttgard, where, 
under an improved form, and with the name of Karls-schule, we 
believe it still exists. The Duke proposed to give the sons of his 
military officers a preferable claim to the benefits of this insti- 
tution ; and having formed a good opinion both of Schiller and 
his father, he invited the former to profit by this opportunity. 
The offer occasioned great emban-assment : tJie young man and 
his parents were alike determined in favour of the Church, a pro- 
ject with which this new one was inconsistent. Their embarrass- 
ment was but increased, when the Duke, on learning the nature 
of their scruples, desired them to think well before they decided. 
It was out of fear, and with reluctance that his proposal was ac- 
cepted. Schiller enrolled himself in 1773 ; and turned, with a 
heavy heart, from freedom and cherished hopes, to Greek, and 
seclusion, and Law. 

* His anticipations proved to be but too just : the six years which 
he spent in this establishment were the most harassing and com- 
fortless of his life. The Stuttgard system of education seems to 
have been formed on the principle, not^ of cherishing and correct- 
ing nato’e,'but of rooting it out, and supplying its place with 
something )[>etter. The process of teaching and living w^as con- 
ducted witE The stiff formality ofi military drilling ; every thing 
went on by statute and ordinance, there was no scope for the ox- 
ei:cise of free-will, no nJlgwance for tlie v arietie s of original struc - 
ture. A scholar might possess what instincts or capacities he 
pleased ; the ‘ regulations* of the school’ took no account of this ; 
he must fit himself into the common mould, which, like the old 
Giant’s bed, stood there, appointed by superior authority, to be 
filled alike by the great and the little. The same strict and narrow 
course of reading and composition was marked out for each before- 
hand, and it was by stealth if he read or wrote any thing beside. 
Their 49mestic economy was regul ated in the s ame Spi rit jaaftheir 
preceptorial: it consistediof the same sjedulous exclusion of all 
that could border on jplc§,a.ure, or give any exercise to choice. The 
pupils wereltept apart from the conversation or sight of any per- 
son but their teachers ;• none over got beyond the precincts of 
despotism to snatch even a fearful joy ; their veiy amusements 
proceeded by the w’ord of command. 

> How grievous all tliis must have been, it is easy to conceive. 
To Schiller it was more ^evous than to any other. Of an ardent 



10 


FBIEDllICHipCHlLLEll. 


V • 

and impetuous, yet delic^e nature, whilst his discontentipent de- 
voured him internally, he was too modest an^ timid to give it the 
relief of utterance by deeds or words. Locked up -^ithin hiruself, 
he suffered deeply, but without complaining. Some of his letters 
written during this period have been preserved : they exhibit the 
ineffectual struggles of a fervid and busy mind veiling its many 
chagrins under a certain dreary patience, which only shows them 
more painfully. He pored over his lexicons, and grammars, and 
insipid tasks, with an ai'tificial composure ; but his spirit pined 
within him like a captive’s, when he looked forth into the cheerful 
world, or recollected the affection of parents, the hopes and frolic- 
some enjoyments of past years. The misery he endured in this 
severe and lonely mode of existence strengthened or produced in 
him a ]wbit of constraint and shyness, which clung to his character 
through life.^ 

^ The study of Law, for which he had never felt any predilection, 
naturally grew in his mind to be the representative of all these 
evils, and his distaste for it went on increasing. On this point he 
made no secret of his feelings. One of Qie exercises, yearly pre- 
scribed to every scholar, was a written delineation of his own cha- 
racter, according to his own views of it, to be delivered publicly 
at an appointed time : Schiller, on the first of these exhibitions, 
ventured to state his persuasion, that he was not ^lade to be a 
jiirist, but called rather by his inclinations and faculties to the 
qLerical profossion. This statement, of course, produced no effect ; 
he was forced to continue the accustomed course, and his dislike 
for Law kept fast approaching to absolute disgust. In 1115, he 
was fortunate enough to get it relinquished, though at the expense' 
of adopting another employment, for which, in different circum- 
stances, he would hardly have declared himself. The study of 
for wdiich a new institution was about this time added 
to the Stuttgard school, had no attractions for Schiller: he ac- 
cepted it only as a galling servitude in exchange for one more 
galling. His mind was bent on higher objects , and he still felt all 
his present vexations aggravated by the tliought, that lii& fairest 
expe<ftations%rom the future had been sacrificed to worldly con- 
venience, and the humblest necessities «sf life. 
jC* Meanwhile the youth was waxing into manhood, and the fet- 
ters of discipline lay heavier on him, as his powers grew stronger, 
and his eyes became open to the stimng* and variegated interests 
of the world, now unfolding itself to him under new and more 
glowing colours. As yet he contemplated the scene fcnly from 
afar, and it seemed but the more gorgeous on that account. He 
longed to mingle in its busy current, &d delighted to view the 
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image of its movements in his favourite poets and historians. 
Plutarch and Shak^eare the writings of Klopstock, Lessing, 
Garvp, Herdei^ Gerstenberg, Qpetho, and a multitude of others, 
which marked the dawning hlerature of Geimany, he had studied 
with a secret ayj^iity : they gave him vague ideas of men and life, 
or awakened in him splendid visions of literary glory. Klopstock’s 
Messias, combined with his own religious tendencies, had eai’ly 
turned him* to {^acred poetry : before the end of his fourteenth 
year, he had finished what he called an ‘ epic poem,’ entitled 
* Moses.’ The extraordinary popularity of Gerstenberg s Ugolino, 
and Goethe s Ootz von Berlichingen, next directed his attention to 
the draiim ; and as admiration in a mind like his, full of blind 
activity and nameless aspirings, naturall}’^ issues in imitation, he 
plunged with equal ardour into this new subject, and produced 
his first tragedy, Cosmo von Medids, some fragments of which he 
retained and inserted in his Robbers. A mass of minor perform- 
ances, preserved among his papers, or published in the Magazines 
of the time, serve sufficiently to show that his mind had already 
dimly discovered its destination, and was striving with a restless 
vehemence to reach it, in spite of eveiy obstacle. 

Such obstacles wjre in his case neither few nor small. Schiller 
felt the mortifying truth, that to arrive at the ideah world, he 
must first ga,iu^ footing in tho real ; that he might entertain high 
thoughts and longings, might reverence the beauties of nature 
and grandeur of mind, but was born to toil for his daily bread. 
Poetry he loved with the passionateness of a first affection ; but he 
could not live by it ; he honoured it too highly to wish to live by 
it. His prudence told him that he must yield to stern necessity, 

’ must ‘ forsake the balmy climate of Pindus for the Greenland or 
a barren and dreary science of terms.;’ and he did not hesitate to 
obey. His professional studies were followed with a rigid though 
reluctant fidelity ; it was only in leisure gained by superior dili- 

t gcrce that he could yield himself to more favourite pursuits. ^ 
Genius was to serve as the omament of his inferior qualities, not ^ 
as an excuse for tlie want of thein. # ^ 

* The feeling produced in him by Shakspeare he described long afterwards : 
it throws light on the general Slate of his temper and tastes. * When I first, 

* at a very early age,’ he says, * became acquainted with this poet, I felt in- 
‘ dignant at his coldness, his hardness of heart, which permitt^ him in the 
* most melting pathos to utter jests, — to mar, by the introduction of a fool, the 
* soul-seaxching scenes of Hamlet, Lear, and other pieces ; which now kept 
* him still where my sensihihties hastened forward, now drove him carelqpsly 
‘ onward wlmro I would so gladly have lingered. * * * He was the object of 
* my reverence and zealous study for j^ears before I could love himself. • I was 
‘ not yet camble of comprehending Nature at first-hand : I had but learned 
to admire her image, reflecteii in the understanding, and put in order by 
‘rules.’ Bd. viii. 2, p. 77. 
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But if, when such sacrifices were required, it was painful to 
comply with the dictates of his own reason, ^ was still more so to 
endure the harsh and superfluous restrictions of h^s teachers. He 
felt it hal'd enough to be driven from the enchantments of poetiy 
by the dull realities of duty ; but it was intolerable and degrading 
to be hemmeddn still farther by the caprices of severe and formal 
pedagogues. Schiller brooded gloomily over the constraints and 
hardships of his situation. Many plans he formed for deliverance. 
Sometimes he would escape in secret to catch a glimpse of the free 
and busy world to him forbidden : sometimes he laid schemes fol' 
utterly abandoning a place which he abhorred, and trusting to 
fortune for the rest. Often the sight of his class-books and school- 
appai’atus became irksome beyond endurance ; he would feign 
sickness that he might be left in his own chamber to write poetry 
and pursue his darling studies without hindrance. Such artifices 
did not long avail him ; the masters noticed the regularity of his 
sickness, and sent him tasks to be done while it lasted. Even 
Schiller’s patience could not brook this ; his natural timidity gave 
place to indignation ; he threw the paper of exercises at the feet 
of the messenger, and said sternly that “ here he would choose 
his own studies.’* ^ 

Under such corroding and continual vexations, an ordinary 
spirit would have sunk at length, would have gradually given up 
its loftier aspirations, and sought refuge in vicious indulgence, or'^ 
at best have sullenly harnessed itself into the yoke, and plodded' 
through existence, weaiy, discontented, and broken, ever casting 
back a hankering look upon the dreams of youtli, and ever without 
power to reahse them. But Schiller was no ordinary character, 
and did not act like one. Beneath a cold and simple exterior,* 
dignified with no artificial attractions® and marred in its native 
amiableness by the incessant obstruction, the isolation and painful 
destitutions under which he lived, there was concealed a burning 
energy of soul, which no obstruction could extinguish. The hard 
circumstances of his fortune had prevented the natural develop- 
ment of his mind; his faculties had been cramped and mis- 
directed ; but they had gathered strength by opposition and the 
habit of self-dependence which it enccmiraged. His thoughts, un- 
guided by a teacher, had sounded into the depths of his own na- 
ture and the mysteries of his own fate ; his feelings and passions, 
unshared by any other heart, had been driven back upon his own, 
where, like the volcanic fire that smoulders and fuses in secret, 
tliey accumulated till their force grew iiTesistibleV ^ 

Hitherto Schiller had passed for an unprofitable, a discon- 
tented and a disobedient Boy : but thl^ time was now come when 
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<iie gyvep of school-discipline could no lohger cripple and distort 
the giant might of his nature : he stood forth as a Man, and 
wrenched asunder his fetters with a force that was felt at the ex- 
tremities of Europe. Th e publication of the Bobbers forms an era 
not onl y in Schiller*s_hist^ .^.lmt^ t he Literature ^j^e W^rld ; 
and^^ere seems no doubt that, but for so mean a cause as the 
perverted discipline of the Stuttgard school, we had never seen 
tliis tragedy.’ Schiller commenced it in his nineteenth year ; and 
the cir cumstances unde r wjn^jt wds c omposed are to be trace d 
in nil its parts. It is the prn/lii/*fin Q of a s^ong untuto ^^^fj,^p^^^V 
consuin^ by an activity for which there is ho outlet, indignant at 
the barriers which restrain it, and gi'appling darkly with the phan- 
toms to which its own energy thus painfully imprisoned gives 
being. A rude simplicity, combined with a gloomy and ovei pow er- 
i ng force, ar e its chief characteristics ; the y remind u^ of the ^^- 
feSiveSoItryation. as woII’’as nTthVf^id ^id haraaRetfleeTings of 
ifSlIihlLor. Above all, the latter quality is visible ; the tra^icjjjj- 
of the Robbers is deep throughout, so deep that frequently 
it borders upon horror , a y nade^the rulinj^ 

principle : it envelops and overshadows the whole ; and under 
ifslqiiimg- influence, the fiercest efforts of human will appear but 
like flashes that illui^inate the wild scene with a brief and terrible 
splendour, and are lost forever in the darkness. The unsearch- 
able abysses of man’s destiny are laid open before us, black and 
profound, and appalling, as they seem to the young mind when 
it first attempts to explore them : the obstacles that thwart our 
faculties and wishes, the deceitfulness of hope, the nothingness 
of existence, are sketched in the sable colours so natural to the 
•enthusiast when he first ventures upon life, and comi^ares the world 
^at is wdthoutiaim to the anticipations that were within. 

I Karl von Moor is a character such as young poets always de- 
j light to contemplate or delineate ; to Schiller, the analogy of their 
^ situations must have peculiarly recommended him. Moor is ani- 
mated into action by feelings similar to those under w^hich liis 
author was then suffering and longing to act. Gifted with every 
^oble quality of manhood in o verflowing abu ndance . Moor’s first 
expectations of life, and of^he parTIie was to play in it, had been 
glorious as a poet’s dream. But the minor dexte rit ies of manage- 
bis endqw naenta ; inrns ^ge to reach 
the goal, he had forgotten that the course is a labyrinthic maxe, 
beset with difficulties, of which some may be surmounted, sojno 
can only Ws evi^ded, many can be neither. Hurried on by the 
headlong impetuosity of his temper, he entangles himself in these 
^perplexities ; and thinks penetrate them, not by skill and pa- 
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tience, but by open force* He is baffled, deceived, and still more 
deeply ii^volved ; but injury and disappointment exasperate rather 
than instruct him. He had expected heroefe, and he finds 'mean 
men ; friends, and he finds smiling traitors to tempt him aside, to 
profit by his. aberrations, and lead him onward to destruction : he 
had dreamed of magnanimity and every generous principle, he 
fin ds "that reward. Too 

fler5rB}^naimre",'IEeT^ of his suSenngslIffiS'li'oW fhaddened 

him still farther; he is himself incapable of calm reflection, and 
there is no counsellor at hand to assist him; none, whose sym- 
pathy might assuage his miseries, whose wisdom might teach him 
to remedy or to endure them. He is stung by fury into action, 
and his activity is at once blind and tremendous. Since the world 
is not the abode of unmixed integrity, he looks upon it as a den of 
thieves ; since its institutions may obstmet the advancement of 
worth, and screen delinquency from punishment, he regards thb 
social union as a pestilent nuisance, the miscliiefs of which it ia 
fitting that he in his degree should do his best to repair, by means 
however violent. Eevenge is the mainspring of his conduct ; but 
he ennobles it in his own eyes, by giving it the colour of a disinter- 
ested concern for the maintenance of justice, — the abasement of 
vice from its high places, and the exaltatioti of suffering virtue. 
Single against the universe, to appeal to the primaiy law of the 
stronge r, to ‘ gi’asp the scales of Providence in a morfal’iTiandV IsT 
frantic and wicked ; but Moor has a force of soul which makes it 
likewise awful. The interest lies in the conflict of this gigantic 
soul against the fearful odds which at length overwhelm it, and 
hurry it down to the darkest depths of niin. 

The original conception of such a work as this betrays the in-. 
experie nce no less than the yigojiiLQrjj^F : its executiM gIveT"a 
similar testimony. The characters of the piece, though traced in 
glowing colours, are outlines more than pictures : the few features 
we discover in them dire drawn with elaborate minuteness ; but the 
rest ai’e wanting. Every thing indicates the condition of a keen 
and powerful intellect, which had studied men in books only; 
had, by self-examination and the perusal of history, detected an"3 
strongly seized some of the leading pe^puliarities of human nature ; 
but was yet ignorant of all the minute and more complex prin- 
ciples which regulate men’s conduct in actual life, and which only 
a knowledge of living men can unfold. If the hero of the play 
fo^s something like an exception to this remark, he is the sole 
exception, and for reasons alluded to above : his cjjiaracter re- 
sembles the author’s own. Even with Karl, the success is incom- 
plete : with the' other personages it h far more so. Franz von_ 



iiri ^fl.Tnplfeed copy of |ago and gichg^ ; b ut tlie copy is 
distorted as well as a mplified , _ There is "n d^Irof reali ty in Fran^ : 
Ee is a villfin of the^iyr^mo studies to accomplish his object by 
the most diabt)lical expedients, and soothes his conscience by 
arguing with the priest in favour of atheism and materialism ; not 
the genuine villain of Shakspeare and Nature, who employs his 
reasoning powers in creating new schemes and devising new means, 
and conquers remorse by avoiding it, — ^by fixing his hopes and 
fears on the more pressing emergencies of worldly business. So 
i;efle(5Uye ^ miscreant as Franz could not 
-would~lead him to iopesty, if merely becam 
Amelia, the only female in the piece, 
but as imagin ary as h er persecutor Franz. Still and exalted in 
Ti^wami eiitliusiasm, devoted in her love to Moor, she moves be- 
fore us as the inhabitant of a higher and simpler world than ours. 
*^IIe sails on troubled seas,’* she exclaims, with a confusion of 
metaphors, which it is easy to pardon, “ he sails on troubled seas, 
“ Amelia’s love sails with him ; he wanders in pathless deserts, 
“ Amelia’s love maltes the burning sand grow green beneath him, 
“ and the stunted shrubs to blossom ; the south scorches his bare 
head, his feet are pinched by the northern snow, stoimy hail 
“ beats round his teAples — ^Amelia’s love rocks him to sleep in the 
“ stoim. Seas, and hills, and horizons, are between us ; but souls 


exist: his calcu lations 
se it wa s the best 
IS a IBeautiiiil creation ; 


“ escape from their clay prisons, and meet in the paradise of love !” 
She is a fair vision, t he beau ideal of a poet’s first mistress ; but h as 
£®w mortal Ijneam^ts . , 

Similar defects ai’e visible in almost all the other chai’acters. 


the father, is a weak and fond old man, "who could have 
•anived at gray hairs in such a state of ignorance nowhere but in 
a work of fiction. The infarior b^pditti avo painted with greater 
vigour, yet still in rugged and ilhshapen?orms ; their individuality^ 
is kept up by an extravagant exaggeration of their several peculi- ^ 
arities. Stiller hiinself pronounced -a. severe but not uofounded'"^ 
censure, ymen he said of this woiit, jn a maturer age, that his chief 
%pit was in * preauming.ta deliaetite men two yeai-s befol^hj^lla^ 
met one.’ 


His^dll in the art of C(^position surpassed his knowledge of 
the world ; but that too was far from perfection. Schiller’s s tyle 
is partly of a kind with the incidents and feelings 
whichitrepresenTs ; strong and astonishing, and sometimes uildly 
grand ; bet likewise inartificial, c om^se, an d grotesque. His stfjn- 
tences, in Micir rude emphasis, come dowurHEFlEe club of Her- 
.5™®' stroke is often jora*cmshingnEbfcc7T^^ 
hrFgular and awkward, "Vfhen lJr6bTls"rnvolved in the deepest 



'^flAricacies of the old qu’estion, necessity and wflf, and has 
* ^ onvm ced himself thiOiel^ut an engine in the hands of some 
"oto^and irresistil?le power, he cries out: “tVhy has my Perillus 
Imade.af me ahrazen bull to mast moTi in my glowdfg belly ?”* The 
stage -direction says, ‘shaken with horror:' no wonder tJiaLhe, 
shook! - Vi.'G/f, I 

Schiller has admitted these faults, and explained their'^n^n;^^ 
in strong and sincere language, in a passage of which we have^ 
already quoted the conclusion. ‘ A singular miscalculation of na- 
‘ ture,’ he says, ‘ had combined my poetical tendencies with the 

* place of my birth. Any disposition to poetry did violence to 

* the laws of the institution where I was educated, and contra- 
‘ dieted the plan of its founder. For eight years my enthusiasm 
‘ stniggled with militaiy discipline ; but the passion for poetiy is 

‘ vehement and fiery as a first love. What discipli^ Avas mean^ 

* to extinguish^ it blew into a flameu To escape from mrtm geme nts ' 
‘ f£at tortured me, my heart sought refuge. i n^tjbe, world of ideas, 

‘ when as yet I was unacquainted with the W^d oi re^Uies,' from ' 
‘ which iron bars excluded me. I was una^uaffl^ea with men ; 

“ ‘ for the four hundred that lived with me were but repetitions of 
the same creature, true casts of one single mould, and of that 
‘ veiy mould which plastic ua^re solemnly Asclaimed. * * • 

‘ Thus circumstanced, a stranger to human characters and human 
;a^rtunes, to l^it the me.diu.m^ angels ^^^d^mls was 

^ an enterprise In which I necessarily failed. In attempting it, 

‘ my pencil necessarily brought out a m^^l^er, for which by good 
‘ fortune the world had no original, and which 1 would not wish 
*to .be imniorialj except to peiqietuate an example of JJj,/ajoflfefudng 
wliich Genius in its unhatural union with Thraldom may give to. 

‘ ih ^ - w o rl ds. jillude to the Bobbers* * • 

Yet with all these excrescences and defects, the unbounded 
popularity of the Robbers is not difl&cult to account for. To every 
reader, the excitement of emotion must be a chief consideration ; 
to the mass of readers it is the sole one : and the grand secret of 
moving others is, that the poet be himself moved. We have seen 
how well Schiller’s temper and circumstances qualified him to 
fulfil this condition : treatment, not of^his choosing, had raised his 
own mind into something like a Pv tjiian frenzy ; and his genius, 
untrained as it was, sufficed to communicate abundance of the 
feeling to others. Perhaps more than abundance : to judge from 
ou^’ individual impression, the perusal of the Robbers produces an 
effect powerful even to pain ; we are absolutely wouijded by the 
catastrophe ; our minds are darkened and distressed, as if we had 
^ Deutsches Museum v, Jahr ITsSi cited by Doering. 
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witnessed the efecution of a criminal. * It is in vain that we rebel 
against the inconsistencies and crudities of the work : its faults 
are re^B^mi^ll fey tlfe iiidn^^ energy. may ex- 

claim against^e blind madness of the hero ; but there is a tower- 
ing grandeur about him, a whklwind.£cmpo of nnsRion nrid . 

which catches our he^ p. jgp4 nuts critic to 

^ii^nde . The most delirious of enterprises is that ofMoorTbut 
the vastness of his mind renders even that interesting. We see 
him leagued with desperadoes directing their savage strength to 
actions more and more audacious ; he is in arms against the con- 
ventions of men and the everlasting laws of Fate : yet we follow 
him 'with anxiety through the forests and desert places, where he 
wanders, encompassed with peril, inspired with lofty daring, and 
torn by unceasing remorse ; and we wait with awe for the doom 
i which he has merited and cannot avoid. Nor amid all his fright- 
^ful aberrations do wo ever cease to loveiiim : he is an ‘ archangel 
thoug h i n ruin^s j* and the strong agony with which he feels the 
presonVthe certainty of that stem future ■which awaits him, which 
■ his own eye never loses sight of, makes us lenient to his crimes. 
When he pours forth his wild recollections, or still wilder fore- 
» bodings, there is a tenible vehemence in his expressions, which 
‘ overpowers us,* in Sf)ite both of his and their extravagance. The 
> scene on the, Mils beside the Danube, where he looks at the setting 
sun, and thinks of old hopes, and times ‘ when he could not sleep 
if his evening prayer had been forgotten,' is one, with all its im- 
proprieties, that ever clings to tl^e memory. “ See,” he passion- 
ately continues, “ all things are gone forth to bask in the peaceful ! 

beam of the spring : why must I inhale alone the torments of^^ 
“ hell out of the joys of heaven? That all should be so happy, 

“ all so married together 4)y the spirit of peace ! The whole world 
^ its Father above; that Father not mine ! I alone the 

^ castaway, I alone struck out from the company of the just ; not 
for^e l^e ^w eet name of nhildj -noTr^v for me the l ajaguis hing 
“ looKwxureSvhom I love ; never, never, the embracing of a bosom 
friend ! Encircled with murderers ; sei^Dcnts hissing around 
me ; riveted to vice with iron bonds ; leaning on the bending 
** reed of -rice over the gi^Jf of perdition ; amid the flowers of the 
^ “ glad world, a howling that I might return into 

my mother's womb — that I might be born a beggar ! I would 
.^never more — O Heaven, that I could be as one of these day- 
labourers ! Oh ! I would toil till the blood ran do'wn from my 
templeai to buy myself the pleasure of one noontide sleep, the 
V blessing of a single tear. There was a time too, when I could 
“ weep— .0 ye days of pAce, thou castle of my father, ye green 
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“ lovely valleys ! — 0 all yfc Elysion scenes of childhood ! will 
** ye never come again, never with your balmy sighing cool my 
^‘burning bosom? Mourn with me, Natui^ ! They will never 
“ come again, never cool my burning bosom with tlftir balmy sigh- 
“ ing. They R,re gone ! gone ! and may not return !” 

No less strange is the soliloquy where Moor, with the instm- 
ment of self-destruction in his hands, the ‘ dread key that is to 
‘ shut behind him the prison of life, and to unbolt before him the 

* dwelling of eternal night,’ — meditates on the gloomy enigmas of 
his future destiny, ^obloquies on this siil^^^ are numerqnsrr- 

> ^rom t he time of HaSi^, ~oTb atoVah d'o'wn wards. Perhaps the 
I worst of them has more ingenuity, perhaj^s “the hest of them has 
kss awfulness than the present. St. Domini ck himself might 
fehuddcr at such a question, with such an answer as this ; ‘What if 
f thou shouldst send me companionless to some burnt and blasted 
J circle of the universe ; which thou hast banished from thy sight ; 

‘ where the lone darkness and the motionless desert were my pro- 

* spects — forever ? I would people the silent wilderness with my 
‘ fantasies ; I should have Eternity for leisure to examine the per- 
' plexed image of the universal woe.’ 

Strength, wild impassioned strength, is the distinguishing 
^ ^aUl^y of Moor. AU^^&lii^iy shows it; dnd his death is of a 
ikt h ihie feerf.e splendour ^o|^rTiTe.'^ Having finished the 
bloody work^of crime, and magnailifiiity, and horror, he thinks 
, tha^I^lor himself, suicide would be too easy an exit. He has no- 
ticed a poor man toiling by the way-side, for eleven children ; a 
V gye at re ward has been promised for the head of the Robber ; the 
, O'^old will nourish that poor drudge and his boys, and Moor goes 
fortli to give it them. We part with him in pity and sorrow ; look- 
ing less at his misdeeds than at their fi^ghtful expiation. 

The subordinate personages, though dimini shed in and 

varied in their forms, are of a similar quality with the hero ; a 
strange mixture of extravagance and true energy. In perusing the 
work which represents their characters and fates, we are alternately 
shocked and inspired; there is-A-perpetual cpnflict. between our. 
understanding nn d our feelings. Yet the iattor on the wbole-come 
off victorious. The Robbers is a tragedy that will long find readers 
to astonish, and, with all its faults, to move. It stands, in our 
ii^iigination, hke some oncifint xugged pile of a barbarous" ; 
irregular, fantastic, useless ; but grand in its height and nxassive- 
^ pes^ and black frowning strength. It will long remain a singular 
monument of the early genius and early fortune of its sgitidrl ~ " 

The publication of such a work as this 
! extraordinaiy feehng in the literary florid. Translations of the 
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Robbers r oon appeared in almost all the langii^ages of Europe, and 
were read in all of tlKjm witli a deep interest, compounded of ad- 
miration and avgrsion, accoraingto the relative proportions of sen- 
sibility and judgment in the various minds which contemplated 
the subject. In Germany, tlie enthusiasm which tlie Robbers ex- 
cited was extreme, Tlie young author Ijad burst upon the world 
meteor; and siu^irise, for a time, suspended the.,pjOLWer.Q.f 
cool and rational criticism. In the ferment produced by the uni- 
versal discussion of this single topic, the poet was magnified above 
his natural dimensions, great as they were : and tliough the gene- 
ral sentence was loudly in his favour, yet he found detractors as 
well as praisers, and both equally beyond the limits of moderation. 

■One ch ai^^brought against him must have damped the joy of 
literary gfory, and stung Schillcr^s pure and virtuous mind more 
deeply than any other. He was fleenKftd of hRyin g injured the 
Qf-inora litv by h^ work ; of having set up to the impetuous 
and fiery temperament of youth a model of imitation which the 
young were too likely to pursue with eagerness, and which could 
only lead them from the safe and beaten tracks of duty into error 
and destruction. It has even been stated, and often been repeated 
since, that a practical exemplification of this doctrine occurred, 
about this time, in Germany. A 3"oung nobleman, it was said, of 
the fairest gifts and prospects, had cast away all these advantages ; 
betaken himself to the forests, and, copying Moor, had begun a 
course of active operations, — which, also copying Moor, but less 
willingly, ho had ended by a shameful death. 

It can now bo hardly necessary to contradict these theories ; oi\ 
to show that ^lone hut a candi date for Bedlam as well as Tyburiy 
could be s e d uc^Tlrom^TTi e" substantiSnc^TorTs’ orexl^^ 
seek destruction and disgrace, for the sake of such imaginary granl 
deur. The German nobleman of the fairest gifts and prospects 
turns out, on investigation, to have been a Geiman blackguard, 
whom debauchery and riotous extravagance had reduced to want; 
who took to the highway, when he could take to nothing else,— > 
not allured by an ebullient enthusiasm, or any heroical and misdi- 
rected appetite for sublime actions, but driven by the more palpa- 
ble stimulus of importunate duns, an empty purse, and five craving 
senses. Perhaps in his later days, this philosopher may have re- 
ferred to Schiller’s tragedy, as the source from which he drew his 
theory of life : but if so, wo believe he was mistaken. For charac- 
ters like him, the great attraction was the charms of revelry, and 
the great r^traint, the gallows, — before the period of Kail von 
Moor, just as they have been since, and will be to the end of time. 

iofiuenfifi of jyen the most malig- 



20 


FRIEDRICH SCHILLER. 


nont book could scarcely be discernible, and would be little detri- 
mental, if it were. 

'TSTotbing, at any rate, could be farther fr?m Scjiiller s intention 
than such a consummation. In his preface, he speaks of the moral 
I tgffects of the Robbers in terms which do honour to his heart, while 
they show the inexperience of his head. Bidicule, he signifies, has 
jjgpg been^triied against the wickedness of the times, whole caigoes 
^^Jieiliebore have been expendedr-dn vain; anji now, he thinks, 

' i^ecourse must be had to more pungent medicines. We may smile 
' at the simplicity of this idea ; and safely conclude that, hke other 
i specifics, the present one would fail to produce a perceptible effect : 

* b ut S^o hiller’s yindicatipn rests on higher grounds than these. Ilis 
; 3 KOrkJias on the whole hjij:nislied ftourishment to themore exaUed' 
powers of our nature ; the sentiments and images which he has 
shaped and uttered, tend, in spite of their alloy, to elevate the soul 
to a nobler pitch : and this is a sufficient defence. As to the dan- 
ger of misapplying the inspiration he communicates, of forgetting 
the dictates of prudence in our zeal for the dictates of poetry, we 
have no great cause to fear it. Hitherto, at least, thei:« has always 
been enough of dull reality, on eveiy side of us, to abate such fer- 
vours in good time, and bring us back to the most sober level of 
prose, if not to sink us below it. We shoufd thank the poet who 
performs such a service ; and forbear to inquire too rigidly whether 
there is any ‘ moral’ in his piece or not. ^’he writer of a work, 
Khi(?b.,ii:itereats and excites- the-spkitual, feelingfpf jnep, has* 
yttle need to justify himself hy„§hqwiug how it exemplifies 'some 
wise saw or modem instance, as the doer of a generous action has 
tp^djeinonstrs|ji.§,i^^ it from the system of Shaftes- 

bury , or Smith*,pr JPftley^ or whichever happens to be the Wburite 

S "" tern for the age and place. TKb irij^fructiVeness of tlie one, and 
virtue of the other, exist independently of all 8.y stem J3 o^j^aws^ 

spifTdrm " 

But the tragedy of the Robbers produced some inconveniences 
of a kind much more sensible than these its theoretical mischiefs. 
We have called it the signal of Schiller’s deliverance from school 
tyranny and military constraint ; but its operation in this respect 
was not immediate ; at first it seemec^to involve him more deeply 
and dangerously than before. He had finished the original sketch 
of it in 1778 ; but for fear of offence, he kept it secret 'till his medi- 
cal studies were completed.^ These, in the mean time, he had 

•* On this subject Doering gives an anecdote, which may perhaps be worth 
translating. * One of Schiller’s teachers surprised him on one occasion, reciting 
* a soena imm the Robbers, before some of his intimate companions. At the 
* lvords> which Frians von Moor addressee ta Moser : Ha what / thou knowest 
* mm grsoUrt T,hi^ a^gainl Death, hea^, eternity ^ damnation, hovers in. 
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pursued sufficient assiduity to merit the usual honours in 
1780, he had, in consequence, obtaihed the post of surgeon to tlie 
regiment Auge^ i|pL the Wiirtemberg army. This advancement en- 
abled him to complete his project, to print tho Bobber& at his cmn 
expense, not being able to find any bookseller that would under- 
take it. The nature of the work, and the universal interest it 
awakened, drew attention to the private circumstances of the au- 
thor, whom the Robbers, as well as other pieces of his writing, that 
had found their way into the periodical publications of the time, 
sufficiently showed to be no common man. Many grave persons 
were offended at the vehement sentiments expressed in the Rob- 
bers ; and the unquestioned ability with which these extravaganccaL.„. 
were expressed,, but made the matter worae. To Schiller’s supe- 
riors, above all, such things were inconceivable : he might perhaps 
be a very great genius, but was certainly a dangerous servant for 
his Highness, the Grand Duke of Wiirtemberg. Officious people 
^mingled themselves in the affair: nay, the Alps 

,‘were brought to bear upon it. The Grison s magistrates, it ap- 
^peared, had seen the book : and were mortally huffed at being 
there spoken of, according to a Swabifltn adage, as common highway- 
men? They complaii^ed in the Hamburgh Correspondent; and a 
sort of Jackall, at Ludwigsburg, one Walter, whose name deserves 
to be thus kept in mind, volunteered to plead their cause before 
tlie Grand Duke. 

Informed of all these circumstances, the Grand Duke expressed 
his disapprobation of Schiller’s poetical labours in the most un- 
equivocal terms. Schiller was at length summoned to appear be- 
fore him ; and it then turned out, that his Highness was not only 

* the sound of thy voice! Rot on% greater J — the door opened, and the master 
‘ saw Schiller stamping in desperation up and down tho room. ** For shame,” 

* said he, “for shame to get into such a passion, and curse so !’* The other 
' scholars tittered covertly at tho worthy inspector ; and Schiller called after 

* him with a bitter smile, “ A noodle” {ein coTfiscirter Kerl) P , 

^ His Latin Essay on the Philosophy of Physiology was written in 1778, and 
never printed. His concluding (hens was pubhshed according to custom : the 
subject is arduous enough, “ tho connection between the animal and spiritual 
natm*o of man,” — which Dr. Cabanis has since treated in so offensive a fashion. 
Schiller's tract we have never seen. Doermg says it was long * out of print,' 
till Nasse reproduced it in his Medical Joumm (Leipzig, 1820) : he is silent re- 
specting its merits. 

^ The obnoxious passage has been carefully expunged from subsequent edi- 
tions. It was in the third scene of the second act ; Splegelberg discoursing 
with Razmann, observes, “ An honest man you may form of wmdle-straws ; 

“ but to make a rascal you must have grist ; besides, there is a national genius 
in it, a certain rascal-climate, so to speak.” In the first edition, there was 
added : “ Qo t9 the OHsons. for instance : (hat is what I call the this's AthensP 
The patriot who stood forth on this occasion for the honour of the Grisons, to 
deny this weighty charge, and deiroimoe the crime of making it, was not Dog- 
berry or Verges, but 'one of tho noble family of Salis,' 
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dissatisfied with the moral or political errors of the woik, but sc an- 
dalised _m Qreover at its want Cf literary meyit. In this latter re- 
spect, he was kind enough to proffer his own servicrs. But Schiller 
seems to have received the proposal with no sufficient gratitude ; 
and the interview passed without advantage to either party. It 
teiminated in the Duke’s commanding Schiller to jibide by m edi- 
cal subjects : or at least to beware of writing any more poetry, 
wifKout submitting it to his inspection. 

We need not comment on this poi’tion of the Grand Duke’s 
liistoiy: Ms treatment pf Schiller has already been sufficiently 
jivenged . By the great body of mankind, his name will be recol- 
lecfeoTchiefly, if at all, for the sake of the unfriended youth whom 
he now schooled so shai’ply, and afterwards, afflicted so cruelly : 
it will be recollected also with tlieangiy tmimph which we feel 
^ against a shallow and despotic * iioliteof conYentron,’ who strains 
^it^solf to oppress ‘ one of nature’s nobili^^;:,' submitted by blind 
^ ehanco to his dominioh^and — finds that he cannot ! All this is 
far more than the Prince of Wui-temhe^ desj^iwe||. Oi limited fa- 
,.pidties, and educated in the Frpneh theni com- 

mon to persons of his rank in Germany, he had perused the Bob' 
hers with unfeigned disgust; he could see Jin the author only a 
misguided enthusiast, with talents barely enough to make him 
dangerous. And though he never fully or formally retracted this 
injustice, he did not follow it up ; when Schiller became known to 
the world at large, the Dulie jspabcd to persecute hum. The father 
hj® still kept in his service, and nowise molested. 

In the mean time, however, various mortifications awaited 
Schiller. It was in vain that he discharged the humble duties of 
his station with the most strict fidelity, and even, it is said, with* 
supenorTsliill : he was a suspected pefson, and his most iimocent 
actions were misconstrued, his slightest faults were visited with the 
full measure of official severity. His busy imagination aggravated 
*the evil. He had seen poor ScMbarri wearing out his tedious 
eight years of durance in the fortress of Asperg, because he had 
been ‘ a rock of offence to the powers that were.’ The fate of this 
unfortunate author appeared to Schiller a t^^pe of his own. His 
free spirit shi-ank at the prospect of Wasting its strength in strife 
against the pitiful constraints, the minute and endjess persecu- 
tions of men, who knew him not, yet had his fortune in their 
hands ; the idea of dungeons and jailors haunted and tortured his 
mlhd ; and the means of escaping them, t he renun ciation of jme^^ 
pf all his joy^Jf likewise ofmany woes,^thTra3iaiir 
guiding star of his turbid and obscujje existence, seemed a sen- 
* See Appendix, No. 1. 
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tence cf death to all that was dignified, and delightful, and worth 
retaining, in his chaj^acter. Totally ignorant of what is called the 
world ; conscifus too of the might that slumbered in his soul, and 
proud of it, as kings are of their sceptres ; impetuous when roused, 
and spurning unjust restraint ; yet wavering and timid from the 
delicacy of his nature, and still more restricted in the freedom of 
his movements by the circumstances of his father, whose all de- 
pended on the pleasure of the court, Schiller felt himself embar- 
rassed, and agitated, and tormented in no common degree. Urged 
this way and that, by the most powerful and conflicting impulses ; 
driven to desj^air by the j^altry shackles that chained him, 3 ^et 
forbidden by the most sacred considerations to break them, he 
Imew not on what he should resolve ; he reckoned himself ‘ the 
most unfortunate of men/ 

Time at length gave him the solution ; circumstances occurred 
which forced him to decide. The popularity of the Hohhers had 
brought liirn into correspondence with several friends of literature, 
who wished to patronise the author, or engage him in new under- 
takings. Among this number was the FreiheiT von Dalberg, super- 
intendent of the theatre at Manheim, under whoso encouragement 
and countenance ScJ^iller remodelled tlie Bobbers, altered it in some 
parts, and had it brought upon the stage in 1781. The correspon- 
dence with Dalberg began in literaiy discussions, but gradually 
elevate'd itself into the expression of more interesting sentiments. 
Dalberg loved and sympathised with the generous enthusiast, in- 
volved in troubles and pcrjdexities which his inexperience was so 
little adequate to thread : he gave him advice and assistance ; and 
Schiller repaid this favour with tlie gratitude due to his kind, his 
first, and then almost his only benefactor. His letters to this 
gentleman have been pr^eiwed, and lately published; they ex- 
hibit a lively picture of Schiller’s jjainful situation at Stuttgard, 
and of his unskilful as well as eager anxiety to be delivered from 
it.^ His darling project was that Dalberg should bring him to 
Manheim, as theatrical poet, by permission of the Duke : at one 
time he even thought p/ ^raing.player. 

Neither of these projects could take immediate efiect, and 
Schiller’s emban'assmentsi»became more pressing than ever. With 
the natural feeling of a young author, he had ventured to go in 
secret, and witness the first representation of his tragedy, at Man- 
heim. His in(^ | mito did not conceal him ; he was put under ar- 
rest during aH^ekTIor this ofience : and as the punishment did not 
deter hinf from again transgressing in a similar manner, he learned 
that it was in contemplatyn to try more rigorous measures with 

• * See Appendix, No. 2. 
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him. Dark hints were given to him of some exemplary as A^ell as 
imminent severity : and Dalberg’s aid, the eple hope of averting 
it by quiet means, was distant and dubious. Schiller saw himself 
reduced to extremities. Beleaguered with present distresses, and 
the most horrible forebodings, on every side ; roused to the high- 
est pitch of indignation, yet forced to keep silence, and wear the 
face of patience, he could endure this maddening constraint no 
longer. He resolved to be free, at whatever risk ; to ahjindon ad- 
vantages which he could not buy at such a price ; to auitliis 

and go forth, though friendless and alone, to seek his ' 
fortune m the great market of life. Some foreign Duke or Prince 
was aniving at Stuttgard ; and all the people were in movement, 
occupied with seeing the specjtacle of his entrance : Schiller seized 
this opportunity of retiring from tlie city, careless whither he 
went, so he got beyond the reach of turnkeys, and Grand Dukes, 
and commanding officers. It was in the month of October 

forms the catastrophe of the publication of the 
Bobbers : itconTpT^edthe^ deliverance of Schiller from the grating 
-Ijiraldom under which his j^outh had been passed, and decided his 
destiny for life. Schiller was in his twenty-third year, when he left 
Stuttgard. He says ‘ he went empty away — empty in purse and 
hope.’ The future was indeed sufficiently dark before him. Without 
patrons, connexions, or countiy, he had ventured forth to the war- 
fare on his own charges ; without means, experience, or settled pur- 
pose, it was greatly to be feared that the fight would go against him. 
Yet his situation, though gloomy enough, was not entirely without 
its bx'ighter side. Hjc was now a free man, free, however poor; 
and his strong soul quickened as its fetters dropped off, and gloried 
within him in the dim anticipation of gi’eat and far-extending en- 
terprises. If, cast too rudely among the hardships and bitter dis- 
quietudes of the world, his past nursing had not been delicate, he 
was already taught to look upon privation and discomfoi-t as his 
daily companions. If he knew not how to bend his course among 
the perplexed vicissitudes of society, there was a force within him 
which would triumph over many difficulties ; and a * li ght fr pngi 
Heaven’ was about his path| w^gh^if it fiuled to conduct him to 
Veaith and prefermenCwouli keep him to from^ baseness an(f de- 

f ading idees. Literature, and eveiy great and noble tiring which 
e right pui'suit of it implies, he loved with all his heart and all 
his tfoul ; to this inspiring object he was henceforth exclusively 
devoted; advancing towards this, and possessed of comnrnn neces- 
saries on the humblest scale, there wasL little else to tempt him. 
His life might be unhappy, but would hardly be disgraceful. 
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} Schiller gradually ielt all this, and gathered comfort, while 
better days began to 4awn upon him. Fearful of trusting himself 
so neai’ StuttgaJd as at Manheim, he had passed into Franconi a, and 
was living painfully at Oggersheim, under the name of Schmidt : 
but Dalberg, who knew all his distresses, supplied him with money 
for immediate wants ; and a generous lady made him the ofier of 


n home. yoh on her estate of Bauerbach, 

in the neighbourhood of Meinungen ; she knew Schiller from his 
works, and his intimacy with her sons, who had been his fellow- 
students at Stuttgard. She invited him to her house ; and there 


treated him with an affection which helpe 
and look cheeifully forward to the future. 



forget the past, 


^ Ti nde r this hospitable roof, Scliiller had leisure to eEWiue 
^ calmly the perplexed and dubious aspect of his affairs. . Happily j 
his cl mmctev belonged rj^O t.hft whining nr sort ! hli ( 

was not of those, in whom the pressure of misfortune produces 
nothing bftt unprofitable pain ; who spend, in cherishing and in-F 
vestigating and deploring their miseries, the time which should bet 
spent in providing a relief for them. With him, strong feeling wasj 
constantly a call to vigorous action : he possessed in a hig h deg ree i 
the faculty of cong^u(^’ing his afiiiction§*J 2 y.,directing his thoughts, ! 
norfo*'mSxrms for enciuring them,’ or modes of expressmg'IEem | 
•with interest, but to plans for getting lid of them ; and to this dis- 1 
position or habit, — too rare among men of genius, men of a much 
higher class than mere sentimentalists, but whose sensibility is 


out of proportion with their inventiveness or activity, — we are to ^ 
attribute no small influence in the fortunate conduct of his subse- , 


quont life. With such a turn of mind, Schiller, now that he was 
at length master of his own movements, could not long be at a loss 
for plans or tasks. Once Settled at Bauerbach, he immediately 
resumed his poetical employments ; and forgot, in the regions of 
fancy, the vague uncertainties of his real condition, or saw pros- 
pects of amending it in a life of literature. By many safe and 
sagacious persons, the prudence of his late proceedings might be 
more than questioned ; it was natural for many to forebode that 
wiip lefi.lhfi_pflrt samBhlyr and Rfliled with such, preripitatioa-, 

but the lapsq of a few months put a stop to sucIT predictions. A 
year had not passed since his departure, when Schiller sent 
his Verschworung des Fiesco and Kabale und lAehe ; tragedies which 
testified that, dangerous and arduous as the life he had selected 
might be, h% possessed resources more than adequate to its emdb- 
gencies. Fiesco he had commenced during the period of his arrest 
at Stuttgard; it was published, with the other play, in 1783; and 
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soon after brought upon tlie Manheim theatre, with universal 
approbation. o 

It was now about three y ears since the composition of tho 
Robbers had been finished ; five since the first sketch of it had 
been formed! With what zeal and success Schiller had, in that 
interval, pursued the work of his mental culture, these two dramas 
are a striking proof. The first ardour of youth is still to be dis- 
cerned in them ; but it is now chastened by the dictates of a 
maturer reason, and made to animate the products of a much 
happier and more skilful invention. Schillers ideas of ai-t had 
expanded and grown cleai’er, his knowledge of life had enlarged. 
He exhibits more acquaintance mtli the fundamental principles 
6f human nature, as well as with the circumstances under which 
it usually displays itself ; and fai* higher and jus ter views of the 
manner in which its manifestations should be represented. 

In the Conspiracy of Fiesco, we have to admire not only the 
^ergetic animation which the author has infused iiito all his 
characters', but the distinctness , with which he has discriminated, 
without aggravating them ; and the vividness with which he has 
contrived to depict the scene where tHeyacTand move. The ixi- 
litical and personal relations of the Genoese ^nobility ; the luxurb 
ous splendour, the intrigues, the feuds, and jarring interests, which 
: occupy them, are made visible before us : we understand and may 
'"h-j^prcciate the£omplexities of the conspiracy; we mingle, as among 
realities, in the pompous and imposing movements which lead to 
the catastroph^. , ffhe jeatastrophe itself is displayed with peculiar 
efiect. The mlrade of the sleeping city, interrupted only 

b^jthe distant sounds of watchmen, by the low hoarse murm^ur of 
♦Ae sea, or the stealthy footsteps and disguised voice of Fles^^^ji^is ’ 
*^onveyed to our imagination by some * brief but gra ph ic touches ; 

' 'sye^seem to stand in the solitude and deep stillness^of Genoa, 
(awaiting the signal which is to burst so fearfully upon its slumber. 
At length the gun is fired ; and the wild uproar which ensues i& 
no less strikingly exhibited. The deeds and sounds of violence, 
astonishment, and terror; the volleying cannon, the heavy toll 
of the alai'm-bells, the acclamation of assembled thousands, ‘ the 
voice of Genoa speaking with Fiesco,’-^all is made present to us 
with a force and clearness, which of itself were enough to show no 
ordinary power of close and comprehensiv^e conception, no ordi- 
nary skill in arranging and expressing its results. 

*But it is not this felicitous delineation of circumstances and 
viffible scenes that constitutes our principal enjoyment. The 
pene trating through obscu4ty and confqL§.ionj jl^o 
the characteristic features of an object, abstract or. mater 
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£rodu-cing a livSy description in the latter case, an accurate and\ 
keen scriitiiiy Tii tile fdnnef, Is the essential property of intellect, 
and occupies ^n its best form a high rank in the scale of mental I 
gifts : but the c reative faculty of tlie poe t, and especially of tho ’’ 
dramatic poet, is sometliing superadief to this ; it is far rarer, 
and occupies a rank far higher. In this particular, Fiesco, without 
approaching the limits of perfection, yet stands in an elevated 
range of excellence. The characters, on the whole, are imagined 
and portrayed with great impressiveness and vigour. Traces of 
old faults are indeed still to be discovered : there still seems a 
want of iiliancy about the genius of the author; a stiffness and 
heaviness in his motions. His sublimity is not to be questioned ; 
but it does not always disdain the aid of rude conti'a^t^ and, incxe. 
theatneaX effect. He paints jn nnlniLrs itniL glowing, bqt 
sufficient^ skill to blend them d.^liQ^ely .* he amplifies 
iialqre more than purifies it; he omits, but does not well conceal 
omission. JSt^icnhas-nqt the complete charm of a true though 
embellished res emblanc e taxaSKy; its attractfon raW«^Tie^"^^^^ 
kind ^o f col ossal magnitude, which requires it, if seen to advantage 
to be viewed from a distance. Yet the prevaihng qualities of the 
piece do more than make us pardon such defects. If tlie dramatic 
imitation is not always entirely successful, it is never very distant 
from success ; and a constant flow of powerful thought and senti- 
ment counteracts, or prevents us from noticing, tho failure. We 
find evidence of great philosophic penetration, great resources 
of invention, directed by a sldlfubstudy of history and igen ; and 
everywhere a bold grandeur of feeling and imageiy givS* life to 
what study has combined. The chief incidents have a dazzling 
magnificence ; the chief characters, an aspect of majesty and force 
which corresponds to it. • Fervour of heart, capaciousness of intel- 
lect and imagination, present themselves on all sides : the general 
effeict is powerful and exalt^g. 

\ Fiesco" himself is a personage at once jprobable and tmgicallyfc 
ilj ^rest ing. The lu^qjidQiiS dissipation, m which he veils ffiTclar-l 
ingfrojects, softens the rudeness of that strength which it half 
conceals. itself nqbpnly into a 

i ^i sdain of sulnectiqu^ buA also into the "most lofty ^ts" *p£'inag- 
^anipal^rEis bEnd confidence in fortune seems almost warmnted 
' %y the resources which he finds in his own ffefo^^neVs^ mit 
perturhahla^Ma esence of mind. _^is ambition pamcipates in the 
^yJlobleness of his other qualities ; he is leS^anxious that his fivals 
^v^ould yield to him in power than in generosity and gi'eatness of 
D^^racter, attributes of is with bi|p hht the ^Eymbol 

^j^d the fit employment. j^bitjffl^iiL ^^ i o indee d- th e c o m^ 
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mon wish of every mind to diffuse its individual influence, to see 
its own activity reflected back from the united ^ninds of millions : 
but it is the common wish acting on no common mfin. He does 
not long to rule that he may sway other wills, as it were, by the 
physical exertion of his own : he would lead us captive by the 
superior grandeur of his qualities, once fairly manifested ; and he 
aims at dominion, chiefly as it will enable him to manifest them. 
> fat is n ot the fip:e»athat he. values, but what lies in that ai'ena:* 
the sovereignty is enviable, not for its adventi'ti^us'sptenSo^^^ 

I because it is the object of coarse and universal wonder ; but as it 
Roffers, in the collected force of a nation, something which the lofti- 
ijest mortal may find scope for all his powers in guiding. “ Spread 
f qjjtjhe thunder,” Fiesco exclaims, “ into its single tone^'luaTlt 
||‘ b ecome s a luflaby for children : j)Our jt %rth together i n one 
quick peal, and the royal soimd sh^ move the heavm^.^^ His 
lagections not less vehement than his other passions : his heart 
can be melted into poweiiessness and tenderness by the mild per- 
suasions of his Leonora ; the idea of exalting this amiable being 
mingles largely 'v^ith the other motives to his enterprise. He is, 



in fact, a great, and might have been a virtuous man ; and though 
the pursuit of grandeur he swerves from absolute rectitude, we 
g^l respect his splendid qualities, and admit the force o ftho nllnrft. 
’ ments which have led him astray. It is but faintly that we con- 
^ demn his sentiments, when, after a night spent in struggles 
between a rigid and a more accommodating patriotism, he looks 


out of his chamber, as the sun is rising in its calm beauty, and 


gilding the waves and mountains, and all the innumerable palaces 
^ijd domes and spires of Genoa, and exclaims with rapture : ** This 
majestic city — mine! To flame over it like the kingly Day; to 
"^**1 brood over it with a monarch’s power; ‘all these sleepless long- 
' ings, all these never satiated wishes to be drowned in that un- 
fathomable ocean I” We admire Fiesco, we disapprove of him, 
and sympathise with him : J^ e js crushed m the pondmnus.maj2fei- 


i^^neiy which himself put in motion and thought to control: we 
lament his fate, but confess that it was not undeserved, ge is 
individufid freewill to t}ie force o£ social Cpn-* 

_ ft P 

Fiesco is not the only striking character m the play which bears# 


Fiesco is not the only striking character m the play which bears#) 
his name. The narrow fanatical republican virtue of Vorrina, theJ 
fcmild and venerable wisdom of the old Doria, the unbridled profli-V( 
(Jf his Nephew, even the cold, contented, irreclaimable perver- 


sity of the cutthroat Moor, all dwell in our recollections : Ifiit whatjr 


next to Fiesco, chiefly attracts us, is the character of Leonora his . 
wife. Ljepppra is_ of kindred to Amelia in the Bobbers f bijt involved 
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in more compllbatcd relations, and brought nearer -■ 

She is such a heroine as Schiller most de- 
J^j^toaSwTjRfieKand retiring by the softness of her nature, 
yet glowing mth an ethereal ardour for all that is illustrious and 
lovely, she clings about her husband, as if her being were one 
with liis. She dreams of remote and peaceful scenes, where Fiesco 
should be all to her, she all to Fiesco : Jier idea (pflove is, that 
‘ her name should lie in secret behind ever^lSe ^ o^ his thoughts, 

‘ should speak to him from every object of Nature; that for him, 

* this bright msgestic universe itself were but as the shining jewel, 

‘ on which her image, only hers, stood engraved/ Her chamcter 
seems a reflection of Fiesco’s, but refined from his grosser strength, 
p,nd transfigured into a celestial form of purity, and tenderness, 
^^and touching grace. Jealousy cannot move her into anger ; she^ 
languishes in concealed sorrow, when she thinks herself forgotteni 
It is affection alone that can rouse her into passion ; but under^l 

i^i^pence of this, she forgets all weakness and fear. She can-^ 
^jK)t sta^ in her palace, on the night when Fiesco’s destiny is de- 
cidhig ; she rushes forth, as if inspired, to share in her husband’s 
dangers and sublime deeds, and polishes at last in the tumult. - 
The death of Leonora, so brought about, and at such a time, 
is reckoned among^the blemishes of the work : that of Ficsco, in' 
which Schiller has ventured to depart from history, is to be more 
favourably judged of. Fiesco is not here accidentally drowned ; 
but plunged into the waves by the ip(iiimant Verrjna, v^o forgets 
or stifles the feelings of friendship^ ihhis rafe^at po^^tical apefetasy! 
‘ The nature ofThe Hrama/ we are justly told, ‘ mil noiauff^ 

V ope ration of Chance, or of an immediate Kovidence. Higher 
‘ spirits " can discern the ihinute fibres of an event stretching 

* through the whole exjlgnse of the system of the world, and 
‘ hanging, it may be, on the remotest limits of the future and the 
‘ past, where man discerns nothing save the action itself, hovering 

I ^’Unconnected in space. But the artist has to paint for the short 

* view of man, whom he wishes to instruct ; not for the piercing 

* eye of superior powers, from whom he learns.’ 


/In the composition of fiesco ^ Scliiller derived the main part of 
hii original materials from history; he could increase the effect 
gorgeous' representations, and ideas pre-existing in the mind of 
his reader. Enormity of incident and strangeness of situation lent 
him a similar assistance in the Bobbers, KahaU und Liehf i sb des- 
titute of .these advantages; it il a tragedy oTdom life: its 
means of interesting are comprised within itself, and rest on very 
simple feelings, dignified by no very singular action. The name, 
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Court-intriguing and Love, correctly designates its ‘nature ; aims 
the -sdctorious conflict, of political ma- 
y with th^ pur^ impassioned 

mo^'SSSs of the young heart, as 3'^et unsullied by the tarnish of 
eveiy>day life, inexperienced in its calculations, sick of its empty 
formalities, and indignantly determined to cast-off the mean re- 
strictions it imposes, which bind so firmly by their number, though 
singly so contemptible. The idea is far from original : this is a 
conflict which most men have figured to themselves, which many 
men of ardent mind are in some degree constantly waging. To 
make it, in this simple form, the subject of a drama, seems to be 
a thought of Schiller’s own ; but the praise, though not the merit 
of his undertaking, considerable rather as perfoimed than pro- 
jected, has been lessened by a multitude of worthless or noxious 
imitations. The same primary conception has been toriured mtp 
c- g,' thous and shapes, and^n^(i4;)uL.a^ a thousand t awdry de- 
vice s and meirctriciaus ornaments^, by. the Kotzebues, and other 

* Jacobins^* whQ§o productions have broilgEl what W0 
falsely call the ‘ German Theatre’ into such deseiygd contempt in 
"Kg glflpd. Some portion of the gall, due only to these inflated, 
flimsy, and fantastic j)orsons, appears to have acted on certain 
critics in estimating this play of Schiller’s? August Wilhelm 
J^chlegel speaks slightingly of the work : he says, ‘ it will hardly 
' move us by its tone of overstrained sensibility, but may well 

* afilict us by the painful impressions which it leaves.’ Our own 
experience has been different h'om that of Sclilegel. In the cha- 
Ji’acters of Lojiisa and Ferdinand Walter we discovered little over- 
'' straining ; their sensibility we did not reckon very criminal ; seeing 

it united with a clearness of judgment, chastened by a purity of 
heart, and controlled by a force of virtuoSls resolution, in full pro- 
portion with itself. We rather admired the genius of the poet, 
which could elevate a poor ^^g i^-master’s dai^hter to the dignity 
of a heroine ; could represefltV ivithout wounding our sense of pro- 
priety, the affection of two noble beings, created for each other by 
nature, and divided by rank : wo sympathised in their sentiments 
enough to feel a proper interest in their fate, and see in them, 
what the author meant we should 6ee,j^wo pure and lofty minds 
involved in the meshes of vulgar cunning, and borne to destnic- 
( lion by the gxce^'t)f their own good qualities and thfe crimes of 
f others^X'^^'^ 

^^erdmand\s a noble]gjan;*bht 4 miu^^ that ‘his patent 
more ancient or of authority than ilie prim:,, 
s s cheme of the universe he speaks and acts like a young 

.^anan enfm^a^nTn'g "suc^^ : disposed to yield eveiything 


noeuvring, of cold woiidl 
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to reason and tru# honour, but scarcely anything to mere use and 
wont, flis passion for Louisa is the sign and the nourishment 
rather than the causpe of such a temper: he loves her without 
limit, as the oily creature he has ever met with of a like mind 
with himself; and this feeling exalts into inspiration what was 
already the dictate of his nature. We accompany him on his 
straight and plain path ; we rejoice to see him fling aside with a 
strong arm the jLrta.flco.5 and allurements with which a worthless ' 
father and more worthless associates assail him at first in vain:' 
there is something attractive in the spectacle of native integrity,' 
fearless though inexperienced, at war with selfishness and craft 
something mournful, because the victory will seldom go as wef 
wpuld have it. 

[W Louisa is a meet partner for the generous Ferdinand : the poet 
Has done justice to her character. She , is t iffljd- q-nd humble : a 
feeling and richly gifted „soul is lud in bj the unkindness of 
■licr eax ^thly lot : she is without counsellors except the innate holi- 
ness of her heart, and the dictates of her keen though untutored 
understanding ; yet viieii..the hour of trial cameB» she can obey 
the commands of both, and draw from herself a genuine nobleness 
of conduct, which ^, 0 .ondiiand^rudence, and wealth, and titles,- 
W'oiild but render lesn touching. Her filial affection, her angelic 
attachment to her lovci-, her sublime and artless piety, are beauti- 
fully contrasted with the bl^mess of her external cii'cumstances : 
she appears before us like the ‘ one rose of the wilderness left on 
its stalk,’ and we grieve to see it crushed and trodden down so 
rudely. 

The innocence, the enthusiasm, the exalted life and stern fato 
of 3 .ouisa and Ferdinand give a powerful charm to this tragedy : 
it is everywhere interspersed with pieces of fine eloquence, and 
scenes which move us by flicii* dignity or pathos. We recollect 
few passages of a more overpowering nature than the conclusion, 
vdiero Ferdinand, beguiled by the most diabolical machinations 
to disbelieve the vii-tue of his mistress, puts himself and her to 
death by poison. There is a gloomy and solemn might in his 
despair ; though overwhelmed, he seems invincible : his enemies 
have blinded and imprisoned him in their deceptions ; Jb ut only 
that, like Samson, he may*oyerturn his prisonhouse, anTTmiy 

The other characters of the play, though in general properly 
sustained, are not sufficiently remarkable to claim much of ojir 
attention. Wurm, the chief counsellor and agent of the unprin- 
cipled, calculating Father, is wicked enough ; but there is no great 
singularity in his wickedness. He is little more than the dry, cool, 
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and now somewhat vulgar miscreant, the villfenous Attorney of 
modem novels. Kalb also is but a worthless subject, and* what is 
worse, but indifferently handled. He is meant for the feather- 
brained thing of tags and laces, which frequently inhabits courts ; 
but he wants the grace and agility proper to the species ; he is less 
a ioo\ than a blockhead, less perverted than totally inane. Schjl - 
ler’s stren gth lay not in comedy, but in something far higher, 
tee'great merit of the present work consists in the characters of 
the hero and heroine ; and in this respect it ranks at the very 
head of its class. As a t ragedy of common life, we know of few 
rivals^ tq it, certainly of no superior. 

The production of three such pieces as the Bobbers, Fiesco, and 
Kabale und Liebe, already announced to the woifd that another 
great and original mind had appeared, from whose maturity, when 
such was the promise of its 3 'outh, the highest expectations might 
be formed, ^hese three plays stand related to each other in re- 
gard to their nature and form, as well as date : they exhibit the 
progressive state of Schiller’s education ; show us the fieiy enthu- 
siasm of youth, exasperated into wildiieSs, astonishing in its move- 
ments rather than sublime ; and the same enthusiasm gradually 
yielding to the sway of reason, gradually using itself to the con- 
straints prescribed by sound judgment and <moro extensive know- 
ledge. Of the three, the Robbers is doubtless the most singular, 
and likely perhaps to be the most widely popular : but the latter 
two are of more real worth in the eye of taste, and will better bear 
a careful and rigorous study. 

With the appearance oi Fiesco and its companion, the first 
period of Schiller’s literary history may conclude. The stormy 
confusions of his youth were now subsiding ; after all his aberra- 
tions, repulses, and perplexed wanderjugs, he was at IcTigth about' 
to'reach his true destination, and times of more serenity began to 
open for him. Two such tragedies as he had Jatelj" offered to the 
world made it easier for his friend Dalberg to second his preten- 
sions. Schiller was at last gratified by the fulfilment of Ids favour- 
ite scheme ; in September 1763, h e went to Manheim, as poet to 
the theatre, a post of respectability and reasonable profit, to the 
duties of which he forthwith addressed himself with all his heart. 
He was not long afterwards elected a member of the German So- 
ciety established for literary objects in Manheim ; and he valued 
the honour, not only as a testimony of respect from a highly esti- 
mable quarter, but also as a means of uniting him more closely 
with men of kindred pfirsuits and tempers ; and whgt was more* 
than all, of quieting forever his apprehensions from the govern* 
ment at Stuttgard. Since his arrival at Manheim, one or two sus* 
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piciouSfincid exits %ad alarmed him on this head ; but being 

now acknowledged as a fubject of the Elector Pala tine, naturalised 
by law in his n^w country, he had nothing more to fear from the 
Puke of Wurtemberg. 

Satisfied with his moderate income, safe, free, and surrounded 
by friends that loved and honoured him, Schiller now looked con- 
fidently forward to what all his efforts had been a search and hi- 
therto a fruitless search for, an u ndisturbed l ife of intellectual 
labour. What eflbct this happy aspect of liis circumstances must 
have produced upon him may be easily conjectured. Through 
many years ho had lieen inured t o agitation and distress ; now ^ 
peace and liberty and hope, sweet in themselves, were sweeter 
for their novelty. For the first time in his life, he saw himself 
allowed to obey without reluctance the ruling bias of his nature ; 
for the first time inclination and duty ivent hand in hand. His 
activity awoke with renovated force in this favourable scene; long- 
thwarted, half-lorgotten projects again kindled into brightness, as 
the possibility of tlicir accomplishment l)ecame apparent : Schiller 
glowed with a generous pride when he felt his faimlties at his own 
disjiosal, and thought of the use he meant to make of them. ‘ All | 

* my connexions,’ he said, ‘ are now dissolved. The public is now 

‘ all to me, iny study, •my sovereign, my confidant. ' 
‘ alone 1 henceforth biilong; before this and no ot|ier tiibunal will ' 
‘ I place myself ; this alone do I reverence and fear. Something 

* majestic hovers before me, as I deteimino now to w^ear no other 
‘ fetters but the sentence of the yoiid, to appeal to no other 

* throne but the soul of man.' 

These expressions are extracted from the preface to his Thaluiy 
ja periodical work which he undertook in 1784, devoted to subjects 
conntJeted with poetry, and^hiefly with the drama. In such sen- 
timents we leave him, commencing the arduous and perilous, but 
also glorious and sublime duties of a life ‘Consecrated to the dis- 
covery of truth, and the creation of intellectual beauty. He was 
now exclusively what is called a Man of LetterSy for the rest of his 
days. * 




PART 11. 


FROM HIS SETTLEMENT AT MANHEIM TO HIS SETTLE|a:^N5C 

1 . AT JENA. (1783-1790.) 

V 

“If t© know wisdom were to practise it; if fame brought time dignity 
And peace ofinind; or happiness consisted in nourishing the in- 
tellect with its apjn’opriate food, and surrounding the imagination 
with ideal beauty, a literary Jife would bo the most enviable which 
the lot of this world affords. JiyJt.1hfi.triith.is-.hu\at]^ The 

Man of Letters has no immutable, all-conquering volition, more 
than otlier men ; to understand and to perform are two very dif- 
ferent things with him*as ivith every one. TTis faino vaTplj 
a fay^oui'able influence on his djgiuty.cff J?bar£tQter, and n,eyer on 
Ins jocace ^of mind : its glitter is external, for the eyes of others; 
within, it is but the aliment of unrest, the oil cast upon the ever- 
gnawing fire of ambition, quickening into fresh vehemence the 
blaze which it stills for a moment. Moreover, this Man of 
is^ npt wholly,. nEiade„Qf,.spmL hut mf cJny. and -spirit -miased: his 
thinking faculties may be nobly trained and exercised, but he 


must have affections as wellrns thoughts to make him happy, and 
ff)od and raiment must be given him or he dies. Far from being 
the most enviable, his way of life is perhaps, among the many 
modes by which an ardent mind endeavours to express its acti- 
vity, the most thickly beset with suffering and degradation. Look 
aL tli^ Jbiggmphy. jQf Except th.o .Newgate C^dendar^'IESa 
1i[ig.mDSti}ii;kening chapter in the histpiy„o£jaajj. The calamities 
of these people are a fe^ile ttpic ; and too often their faults and 


vices have kept pace with their calamities. Nor is it difficult to 
see lj«Qw«.this has happene^. Tal en t of any sort is generally ac^ 
corqpanied sdih" a peculiar fiBejRP^e ; JiL^pBium-lhis 

ciadfegjD^o st ess ential constituent; and life in any shape has sot* 
axiwsmiQn so formggr The employments of literature 

sharpen this natural tendency; the veixations that accompany them 
frequently exasperate it into morbid soreness. The cores toils 
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9fJitfii:alau:g_£g^ 


of life ; itp ftr ^ ethexeal 

that pereni?ial floy .ai*wi*ft h i u atiQn, 


^^Jeoarse^ but pkiiteouTlEcl substantial, of which ^iappiness ili this 
jywld of c^B is made. The most finished efibrts jof -t£fi mind give 
litt le pieasure, frequently they give it pain ; for jpaen’s aim^^jij^ 
b^pnd t^^ And the outward recompense of 

these undertakings, the distinction they confer, is of still smaller 
value: the desire for it is insatiable even When successful; and 
when baffled, it issues in jealousy and envy, and eveiy pitdul 
painful feeling. So keen a temperament with so little to Wslr aih y 
or satisfy, so mu^^to d|Strejrs^or tempt it, pr^duces^ontradiclions/ 
ivhich few are aaequaie^^^to rc( 5 ortmfe!'^ 1 ^elrfe^'ftfe'\inhapi)iness of 
literary men, hence theii* faults and follies. 

Thus hteraturc is apt to form a dangerous and discontenting 
occupation even for the amateur. But f or h im whose rank and 
worldly comforts depend on it, wly^ does not live to write, bi^ 
write s to li ve, its difficulties apd^perils are fearfully. ,111 , 

I'cwspect a cl e s ai'c more afflicting than that of such a man, so 
gifted and so fated, so jostled and tossed to and fro in the rude 
bustle of life, the buffetings of which he is so little fitted to en- 
dure. Cherishing, it may be, the loftiest thoughts, and clogged 
witli the meanest wants ; of pure and holy purposes, yet e^’{‘r 
, driven from,;the„^ndiJhti?^thLby the pressure of necessity, or the 
I impulse of passioiT; thirsting for gloiy, and frequently in want of 
daily bread; hQvgrjug J)ctweop the empyrean of his fancy and the 
s qualid d e sert of reality; cramped and fq^cd in his mdstTfreViuons 
exertions ; dissatisfied with his best performances, disgusted with 
his fortune, this Man of Letters too often spends }ji«"vy^^ry days*' 
in conflicts with obscure misery: harassed, chagtSlft^cTemisecl, or 
maddened ; thejictim. at once of tntgedy a nd fihee ; the la st fiw 
l orn putpQst in^h^o w ;n’ a^i-nst-MMttpr Mimy arc tbo 

. t ha t Jha y m.pS,righcd bitterly,, with theji''taaks xuir- 
nished, unjdocJhgso corroding woes! Some in utter famine, liKo 
Qt wqy ; some in dark insanity, like Co^er 
like Chatt erton , have sought out a more stem qui^g, aTffl^ turnn^ 

* the^cJmiigpaDt steps ..a.way irom 9, wmld which jciused .tliQifl LAVj ^- 
come. .have taken^refi^e in . j^h at s tf opg I’prtress, where poverty 
negi ect^ aiid-tha thousand natural wliich JBe§^ L* ^ 

: co uld no t rgaph thfim anv -junre. 

Yet among these men ^re to be found the brightest specim en s 
itod the .chief bep^faetors of.Tnflpljr^hd Itf,i 4 iimvlE anveep_ w e 
the fine r parts o f our souls ; Jhat-give w^hetter a a mfe th a n powa r 
oy «nvArpigmty of Jda mpion in this 

are the vanguard in the march of mind : the intelita> ^ 



Z> • HARDSHIPS OF LITERATURE. 87 

fiT^I Ba oLwoodsn^en . r ecla iming from the idle. mldemess new ter- 

p5y that from 11ief!r (jonquests, so rich in benefit to others, 
tliemselves should reap so little ! But it is vain to murmur. They 
are volunteers in this cause ; they weighed the charms of it against 
the perils : and they must abide the results of their decision, as 
all must. The hardships of the course they follow are formidable, • 
but not all inevitable ; and to such as pursue it rightly, it is not 
without its great rewards. If an author’s life is more agitated and 
more painful than that of others, it may also be made more spirit- 
stirring and exalted: fortune may render him u; 


ai unhappy ; it is only 
MstQry.Q£^eMtts ^ 


in fa(; t, Upright. dark. A ^id if it is distressing 
to survey the misery, and what is worse, the d^asemei^ o f so m any 
giftodjnen, it is doubly cheering on the other hand to reflect^n 
the few, who, amid the temptations and sorrows to which life in 
all its provinces and most in theirs is liable, have travelled through 
it in calm and virtuous majesty, and are now hallowed in our me- 
mories, ] ^ot l ess for their conduct than their waitings. Such men 
a|:e theJdaweir. of this, lower world : to such alone can the 
of great be applied with its true emphasis. T herp is .a. cop [g ruity ^ 
i^ th eir proceedings ^^h ich on e ^oyAs in f»nnf.e]pp1fl.f,p ; ‘ h e 'vy^ io 
* wou hl^ wri te hcro^ poe ms, should make his w hole ^ 

I So thought our Miltqn ; and, what was more difficult, he acted J 
vAji To Milton, the moral king of authors, a heroic multitude, 
|j^/{.but of many ages and countries, might bo joined ; a * cloud o f wit- 
>^ 0 ^Ses,’ that encompass the true literary man throughout his pil- ^ 
‘-^^image, inspiring him to lofty emulation, cheering his solitLty 2 
r thoughts with hope, teaching him to struggle, to endure, to con- * 
. quer difficulties, or, in failure and heavy sufferings, to 


tff obdured breast [ 
s with triple steeL' t 


With stubborn’ patience as with triple steeL' 

To this august series, in his own degree, the name of Schiller may 
Waff' 


^ ''Schiller lived in more peaceful times than Milton ; his history 
is less distinguished by obstacles surmounted, or sacrifices made 
to principle ; yet he had his share of trials t q^ejicDunter ; and the 
admirers of his writings need not feel ashamed of the way in whiqji 
he bore it, ^ne virtp e, the parent of many others, and the most 
essential of any, in his circumstances, he possessed in a supreme 
degree; he was devoted with entire and unchanging ardour to the 
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c aufee he had embarked iy . The extent of his Natural endowments 
inight have served, with a less eager character, as an excuse for 
long perio^ijfindokace, broken only by fits of^ casual exertion : 

it was but a new incitement to improve and develop 
them. Thq Ideal Man that lay within him, t he image of himself 
I asJifi a strict and^ ^io us stondard ; 

a nd t o rea ch J^is constantly a^iproached ancLconstantly reeding 
^TfibVm waailifi unwearied effort of hisjife. This 

crowning pri nciple of conduct, imyer ceasing tp inspire his ejner- 
getic mind, introduced a consistency into liis actions, a firm coher-" 
ehce into his chi^racter.iaduch the changeful condition of his liistoiy 
rendered of peculiar importance. Hiajieaauxcas, his place of re- 
sidence, his a ssoc iates, his worldly p rospe cts, might vaiy as they 
pleased ; this pu rpo se djd not vary ; it was ever present with him 
to nerve every better faculty of his head and heoi’t, to invest the 
chequered yicifisitudes of lik fortune with a dignity derived from 
jfimself. The zeal of his nature overcame the temptations to that 
loitering and indecision, that fluctuation between sloth and con- 
suming toil, that infirmity of resolution, with all its tomienting 
and enfeebling consequences, to which a literary man, working as 
he does at a solitaiy task, uncalled for hy any pressing tangible 
‘^demand, and to be recompensed by distaAit and dubious advan- 
j^ge, is especially exposed. Unitv of aim, hy nv/lmnyy 
■>9] rP -Qf charact er, will^generally ensure perseverance ; a quality not 
ranked among the cardinal virtues, but as essential as any of 
them to the proper conduct of hfe. Nine-tenths of the misenes 
^d vices of mankind proceed from id len ess : with men of quick 
^ininds, to whom it is especially pern^ious, tliis habit is commonly 
the fruit of many disappointments and schemes oft baffled ; aafl 
men fail in their schemes not so mucji from the want of strength 
as from the ill-direction of it. The weakest living creature, by 
o ppeen trating his powers on a single olject, can accomphST^ome- 
thing: the strongest, by dispersing his over many, may fail to 
accomphsh apy thing. Tfee drop, by continual falling, 

. bass age through flieiiardest rock ; the hasty torrent rushes over 
itwiith tiSeous uproar, and leaves no trace behind. Few men have 


tiSeous uproar, and leaves no trace behind. Few men have 
applied more st.edfa.sily to the bysin^ss of th^^Hf ^nr been more 

The profession of^eatrical poet wa^in his present circum- 
stances, particularly fa^urable to the maintenance of this whole- 
some state of mind. In the fulfilment of its duties, while he 


gratified his own dearest predilections, he was likejvise warmly 
seconded by the prevailing taste of the public. The interest ex- 
cited by the stage, and the importance attached to eveiy thing 
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connected with ii,*are greater in Germany than in any other part 
of Europe, not excepting France, or even Paris. Nor, as in Par is, 
is the st^e in ^rm a^ towns considered merely asamentaTre^r 
ation,* an etegam anTpleasant mode of filling rip ’tlie"vacaSc^f 
tedious evenings : in Germany, it' has the advantage of being com- 
p aratively new ; and its exhibitions are directed to a cl^^s pfmmdia. 
attuned to a far hi|Tb9r pH^h^f feeling. Ihe Germans m^e accused 
of a pfon^^iT to amplify and systematise, to admire with excess, 
and to find in whatever calls forth their applause, an epitome of a 
thousand excellencies, which no one else can discover in it. Then* 
discussions on the theatre do certainly give colour to this charge. 
Nothing, at least to an English reader, can appear more jispropor* 
tionate than tlie influence they impute to th e stage , and the quan- 
tity^f anxious invelSgation they devote to its concerns. With us, 
the question about the mo ral ten dency of theatrical amusements is 
now very generally consi gn ed to The me^ talipn_oJ[ c^ebat ^g p lubs. 
and speculative societies of young men under age; with our n eigh - 
bjgars it is a weighty su bject of inquiiy for minds of alipost the 
highest orde r. W it hus. the stage is considered gy a barm lp^g p^a- 
wli ^lesom e because it occupies the man by oc cunvipg hi a 
*men. tal, ] ^t bis sensual facultie§ ; one of the many departments 
oF*fictitious represei5ationT*p^^ the most exciting, but also 
the most transitory; sometimes hurtful, generally beneficial, just 
as the rest are i entitled to no peculiar rega4'd, and far inferior 
in its effect to many others which have no special app^atus for 


their application. T he Germans., the contraiw . talk of it .as„of 
some ne w organ for rlfiakiklhehimria , of men : a sort 

t he w-orthy ally of the sac red one, and perhaps ev?S 
better fitted to exalt some of our nobler feelings ; because its^ob- 
.j e^ta^are and because Jt speaks to us through 

mauv avenues, a ddressing th e ey e by its^ pomp “and dedfiMTions*, 
Sie earthy its harmonies, and me heai:t and imagination by its 
poetical embellishments, and heroic acts and sentiments. Tnffn- 
eafifia.. £till_more m ysterio us are hin ted at. if not directly announce d. , 
An idea seems to lurk obscurely at the bottom of certain of thSiT' 
abstruse and elaborate speculations, as if the stage were destined 
to replace some of those sublime illusions which the progress of 
reason is fast driving from the earth ; as if its pageantry and alle- 
gories, and figurative shadowing forth of things, might supply men's 
nature with much of that 

^mng tW matter^^^iTli^t, ^ey proceed^n the m^^ge^ht 
of it with all due earnestness. Hence t heir minute and p nip fnl 
investigations of the origin of dramatic emo^onrof its varloiiS' IflgSr 
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and degrees ; their subdivisions of r omantic a n(f heroic and I’omm- 
tico-heroic, and the other endless jargo n that encumbers their cri- 
^mT'^^fings. The ze al of th e corresponds with that of 

their mstructors.*TPEe"”waiit of more important public interests 
“Inaturally contributes still farther to the prominence of this, the 
4<JiSiaission of which is not forbidden, or sure to be without efGsct. 
Literat ure attracts neafl^. jtir-i he po werful thought that circulates 
in*7j-en na^ ; ItnS tKe theat re isthiTgreaFmicTe^^ Oermanllte- 
^ raturCf ^ ‘ 

\ Tft'was to be expected that Schiller would participate in a feel- 
I ing so universal, and so accordant with his own wishes and pros- 
pects. The theatre of Manheim was, at that period, one of the best 
in Germany ; he felt proud of the share which he had in conduct- 
ing it, and exerted himself with his usual alacrity in promoting its 
various objects. Connected with the duties of his office, was tho 
more personal duty of improving his own faculties, and extend- 
ing his Imowledge of the art which he had engaged to cultivate. 
He reaicT much, and studied more. The penisal of Corneille, Racine, 
Voltaire, and the other French classics, could not be without ad- 
^ vantage to one whose exuberance of power, and defect of taste, 
, were the only faults he had ever been reproached with ; and the 
sounder ideas thus acquired, he was constantly busy iii exemplify- 
ing by attempts of his own. His projected translations fi’om Shak- 
speare, and the French, were postponed for tho present : indeed, 
except in tho instance of Macbeth, they were never finished : his 
Conradin von Sokivaben, and a second part of the Robbers^ were like- 
wise abandoned : but a number of minor undertakings sufficiently 
evinced his diligence : and Don Carlos^ which he had now seriously 
commenced, was occupying all his poetical faculties. 

Another matter he had much at.hccfirt was the setting forth of a 
periodical work, devoted to the concerns of the stage. Tn this en- 
terprise, Schiller had expected tho patronage and cooperation of 
the Geripan Society, of which he was a member. It did not strike 
him tliai any olEer motive than a genuine love of art, and zeal for 
its advancement, could have induced men to join such a body. 
But the zeal of the German Society was more according to know- 
ledge than that of their new associate f they listened mth approv- 
ing ear to his vivid representations, and wide-spreadi;ig projects, 
but declined taldng any part in the execution of them. DMberg 
alone seemed willing to support him. Mortified, but not disheart- 
en€?d by their coldness, Schiller reckoned up his means of succeed- 
ing without them. The plan of his work was contracted within 
narrower limits; he determined to commence it on his own re- 
sources. After much delay, the first number of th e, Rheinisohe 
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S TOTTSt en riched by three acts of Don Carlo s, appeared i n It 

*1Hi'?'<3onlinued, -with ^ono short interruption, till 1794. 
purpose of ti^e«\^Qrk be ing the fur therance of dramatic art, and the 
extension and improvem ent of tKe*pubiic^ta 3 Xe^^<^r entertain- 

ments, its chief contents are easy to be guessed at; theatrical 
criticisms, essays on the nature of the stage, its history in various 
countries, its moral and intellectual effects, and the best methods 
of producing them. A part of the publication was open to poetry 
and miscellaneous discussion. 

Meditating so many subjects so assiduously, Schiller knew not 
what it was to be unemployed. Yet tlie task of composing dramatic 
varieties, of training players, and deliberating in the theatrical 
senate, or even of expressing philosophically his opinions on these 
points, could not wholly occupy such a mind as his. There were 
times when, notwithstanding his own prior habits, and all the 
vaunting of di amaturgiftts, he yrero 

an^einpty show, a lying refuge, where there was no abiding rest for 
the soul. Ills eager spirit turned, awy from their paltr y world of 
pasteboavd, to (Iwell among tho deep and serious interests of the 
^dng_ world .of .men. The Thaliay besides its dramatic ‘’speiSula- 
tions and perfoi'inai^ces, contains several of his poems, which in- 
dicate that his attention, though officially directed elscwhe:p, was 
common concerns of humanity; that hp loo^ f ^d ^ 
Jme not more as a writer than as a man. The Laura, whom he 
"ccT^brate^, tvas hot a yTsioh*^ oT lEa lumS ; but a» living fair one,^ ’ 
'Nvhom he saw daily, and loved in the secrecy of his heart. His ^ 
^Gruppe aus dem Tartarus (Group from Tartarus), his Kindesmbr- 
Hyrinn (Infanticide), are products of a mind brooding over dark 
and mysterious things. While improving in the ai-t of poetry, in 
the capability of uttering His thoughts in the fomi best adapted to 
express them, he was likewise improving in the more valuable art 
of thought itself; and applying it not only to the business of the 
imagination, but also to those profound and solemDTihquiries, 
which every reasonable mortal is called to engage with. 

Ih pailicular, the Fhilosqphisgfie Br i^fe. w ritten about this p e- 


riod, e ^u bits Scliillgrjn^^agyj, and to^s more interesting point . 
^oTview. Julius andR^flEmare the ei ^ble ms of big^ovm Ji^s 
^ii^bis^owfk hopes ; thSr Philosophic Letters unfold to us many a, ^ 
ccuifLui£ij3jj4.Jia^ in. the secrot^chamherToTtfeii^^'' 
soTi^l. Scept^l ffiiubts on the most' impoHahf oFair'Stibl-Jt' 
^jJUSVrSre natural 'to' s^h an understanding as Schiller’s; buf hiff^jJ, 
of a temper to rest satisfied with doubts ; or to drawl t 
bojfi^^ompcnsation for them from the pride of superior acute] 
W^i^or the vulgar pleasure of producing an effect on otliers hj 
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assailing their dearest and holiest persuasions. W ith Ifiin the 

ques^on about the essence of our being was not a subject for shal- 
Jqw a^culation, charitably named scientific ; stiliTess for vain 
j^igling^d polemical victories : it was aT fearfur my sterXi 'w hl^ 
it con cerned all the deepest sympatiiies and most sublime antici- 
pations of his mind to have expaineST It is no idle curiosHy, but 
the shuddering voice of nature that asks : ‘ Tf ourTIappmess*Sepend 
‘ on the harmonious^lay of the senja^riura ; if our conviction may 
‘ waver with the blafing Offithb plifi^ey What Schiller s ultimate 
opinions on these points were, f5?^*e nowhere specially informed. 
Tha^^s heart was orthodox, that the whole universe was for him 
a in 'which he offered up the continual sacrifice of devout 

adoration, his works and life bear noble testimony ; yet, here and 
there, his fairest visions seem as if suddenly sic klied over wi th a 
pa l^ jeast of do ubt ; a withering shadow seems to iiit across his 
soul, and chill it in his loftiest moods. The dark condition of the 
man who longs to believe and longs in vain, he can represent with 
a verisimilitude and touching beauty, which shows it to have been 
femiliar to himself. Apart from their ingenuity, there is a certain 
severe pathos in some of these passages, which affects us with a 
pecuhar emotion. The hero of an^tlier work is made^to pxpress 
himse^ in these terms : m ^ 

‘ what went before ana what will follow me, I regard as two 
‘ black impenetrable curtains, which hang down at the two extre- 
^ mities of human life, and which no living man has yet drawn 
‘ aside. Many hundreds of generations have already stood before 

* th^m with their torches, guessing anxiously what lies behind. 

* On the curtain of Futurity, many sec their own shadows, the 
‘ forms of their passions enlarged and put in motion ; they^hjiink 
' in terror at this image of themselves.** Poets, philosophers, and 
‘ founders of states, have painted this curtain with their dreams, 

* more smiling or more dark, as the sky above them was cheeiful 

* or gloomy ; and their pictures deceive the eye when viewed from 
^ a distance. Many j ugglers too make profit of this our universal 
‘ curiosity : by their strange mummeries, they have set the out- 
‘ stretched fancy in amazement. A deep silence reigns behind 
‘ this curtain ; no one once within it wiJl answer those he has left 

* without ; all you can hear is a hollow echo of your question, as if 

* you shouted into a chasm. To tlie other side of this* curtain wc 
‘ are all bound : men grasp hold of it as they pass, trembling, uii- 

* certain who may stand within it to receive them, quid sit id qmd 

* tantum morituri vident. Son^ unbelieving people tliere have been,^ 
‘ who have asserted that this curtain did but malie a mockery of 
‘ men, and that nothing could be seen because nothing was behind 



PHILOSOPHIC LETTEBS. 


43 


‘ it : but to coIl^fllcc these people, the rest have seized them, and 
* hastily pushed them 

T he rhilos£phic Lett era paint the struggles of an ardent, enthu- 
- f^jastic, i nqu isitive spirit td^e li ver Itsell iroh i the Harassing uficef^ 
t^intics, to penetrate the dread obscur ity, wfilch overhangs tlielot 
pf ry aii. Tlie iii’st faint scruples oftlie Doiibter arc settled by the 
maxim : ‘ Believe nothing but th}'' own reason ; there is nothing 
‘^Kolie\‘ than truth.’ But Reason, employed in such an inquiry, can 
'do but half the work : she is like the Cojiiuror that has pronounced 
spell of invocation, but has forgot the counter-word ; spectres 
and shadowy foims come crowding at his summons; in endless 
multitudes they jiijd Jhover round his magic circle, and the 
'Jg’ror-striick BlackuirtistVc^^io^^y them. Julius finds tliat on 
^^ecting the pi imaix dicmiesm ^eling , the system of dogmatical 
Hclief, he is driven to the system of materialism. Recoiling in 
hon’or from this dead and cheerless creed, he toils and wanders in , 
the labyrinths of pantheism , seclupg comfort and rest, but finding ^ 
none ; till, baffled and tired, and sick at heart, ho seems inclined, 
as far as we can judge, to renounce the dreaiy problem altogether, ; 
to shut the eyes of his too keen understanding, and take refuge 
under the shade of Revelation. The anxieties and eriors of Julius 
are described in g’fcwing terms ; his intellectual subtleties are 
mingled with the eloquence of intense feeling^ The answers of 
his friend are in a similar style ; intended not more to convince 
than to i)ersuade. The whole work is full of x^assiou. as well as 
acuteness ; the impress of a philosophic and poetic mind striving 
witli all its vast energies to make its poetry and its philosophy 
agree. Considered as ei^ibiting the state of Schiller’s thoughts \ 
a^his period, it jiossesscs sT pecuhar'^luterest. T!ii other respects ^ 
thereTs little iiilt to~ffiuid lis. It is short and incomplete ; there^ 
is little originality in the opinions it expresses, and none in the ^ 
form of its comiiosition. As an align m ent o n cith er sid e, it is too 
rhetpricnl to hp of much weight; it abando ns tho inquiry when its \ 
T)ecoimug 


difficnltip.R and H s vaTuHare 

niptl Y^ without arriving at any conc^psio ; 
the dark oHi irMcITty • Ipi 

■way 


through it :) the Ph iJ^o^o Letters a re^ a 
Amid empldyments~sb vaned, withTieidth, and freed ofia from(^ 
Khe coarsei* hardships of life, Schiller’s feelliigs might be earnest, 
"but could scarcely be unhappy. His mild and amiable manners, ^ 
united to such goodness of heart, and such height of accomplish- 
ment, endeared him to all classes of society in Manlieim ; Dalberg 
was still bis waim friend ; Schwann and Lauia he conversed with 
• * Der Geisterseher, SchillcS'^Werte, 'Briv. p.' 360. 
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daily. His genius was fast enlarging i ts empire , Rnd fast aeg; airing 
more complete command of it; lie was loved and admired, rich 
enjoyment of present activity and fhmo, |nd richer in 
the hope of what was coming. Yet in proportion as his faculties 
and his prospects exi)aiided, he began to view his actual situation 
wulh less and less contentment. For a season after his arrival, it 
w'as natural that Manheim should appear to him as land does to 
the shipwrecked mariner, full of gladness and beauty, merely be- 
cause is land. It was equally natural that, after a time, this 
sentitnent should abate and pass away; that his place of refuge 
should appear but as other places, only with its difficulties and 
discomforts aggravated by their nearness. His revenue was incon- 
siderable here, and dependent upon accidents for its continuance; 
a share in directing the concerns of a provincial theatre, a task not 
r, -without its iriitations, was little adequate to satisfy the wishes of' 
Ai. mind hke his. S cliille r longed fpr_a widcx sphere of act ion the , 
was all befope him ; he lamented that he should still be 
^gering on the mere outskirts of its business; that he should ^Vast0'\' 
so much time and effori in contending with the irascible vanity of '' 
players, or watching the ebbs and flows of public taste ; in resist- 
ing small grievances, and realising a small result. He detci mined 
u pon leaving M anhrim. If destitute of other holds, his prudence^ 
might still have taught him to smother this unrest, the never- 
failing inmate of every human breast, and patientl}’' continue where 
he was : but various resources remained to him, and various hopes 
invited him from other quarters. The produce of his works, or 
even the exercise of his profession, would ensure him a compe- 
tence anywhere; the former had already gained him distinction 
and goodwill in every part of Germany. The first number of his 
TJmUa had arrived at the court of He%se- Darmstadt, while the 
Duke of Sachsen- Weimar happened to be there : the perusal of 
the first acts of Bon Carlos had introduced the author to that en- 
lightened prince, who expressed his satisfaction and respect by 
transmitting him the title of Coppsellor.. A less splendid but not 
less truthful or pleasing testimonial had lately reached him from 
Leipzig. 

‘ Some days ago,’ he writes, ‘ I met a very flattering and 
‘ agreeable suiprise. There came to me, out of Leipzig, from un- 
‘ known hands, four parcels, and as many letters, writteh with the 
‘ highest enthusiasm towards me, and overflowing with poetical 

* de’^tion. They were accompanied by Tmrtinf.nrA 

* two of which are of veiy beautiful young ladies, and by^i pocket- 
‘ book sewed in the finest taste. Such a present, from people who 
‘ can have no interest in it, but to let me loiow that they ivish 
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* well, and tliarJ: me for some cheerful hours, I prize extremely; 
‘the loudest applause of the world could scarcely have flattered 
‘ me so agreefbly.’ * 

^ Perhaps this incident, trifling as it was, might not be without 
Weci in decidTng^ihe chcnc^o residjcjncji. L eipz ig had 

the more ^ I ^ arm of being a centre of activity and com- 
merce of all sorts, that of literature not excepted ; and it contained 
some more efiectual friends of Scliiller than these his unseen ad- 
mirers. He resolved on going thither. His wishes ‘and inten- 
tions are minutely detailed to Huber, his chief intimate at Leipzig, 
in_a letter written shortly before his removal. We translate it for 
the hints it gives us of Sehjlkf''R fA fltes and' h abita -nt that peri 
of his history. 

^ ‘ 'J’his then is probably the last letter I shall wi’ite to you from 

* Manheim. The lime from the fifteenth of March has hung upon 

* my hands, hbe a trial for life ; and, thank Heaven ! I am now ten 

* whole days nearer you. And now, my good finnid, as you have 
‘ already consented to take my entire confidence uiion your shoul- 
‘ dors, allow me the pleasure of leading you into the interior of my 
‘ domestic wishes. 

‘ In ray new establishment at Leip zig, I purpose to avoid one 

* error, which has plagued me a great deal here in Manheim. It 

‘ is this: No longe r to conduct my no 

t l onger to hii a. atone. The former is not by any means a business 
•^fexcel in. It cos ts me Jess to execute a whole conspiracy, in 

* five acts, than to settl e iujujornestic aiTan^gements for a“ weeXT 
and‘"p'detiy, ’you"5raursclf know, is but a da ngorour'assistant in 

‘ calculations of economy. My mind is drawn diflerent ways ; I 
‘ fall headlong out of my ideal world, if a holed stocking remind 

* me of the real world. • 

‘ As to the other point, I require for my private liai)piness to 
‘ have a true warm friend that would be ever at my hand, like my 
‘ better angel; to whom I could communicate my nascent ideas in 

* the very act of conceiving them, not needing to transmit them, 

* as at present, by letters or long visits. Nay, when this friend of 
‘ mine lives without the four corners of my house, the trifling cir- 

* cumstance that, in ord^* to reach him I must cross the street, 

* dress myself, and so forth, will of itself destroy the enjo^mient 

* of the ndToment, and tlie train of my thoughts is tom in pieces 

* before I see him. 

y ' Observe you, my good fellow, these are petty matters^ but 
^‘petty matters often bear the weightiest result in the management 
‘ of life. ' I know myself better than perhaps a thousand mothers’ 

* sons know themselves ; I understand how much, and frequently 
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‘ how little, I require to be completely happy. The question there- 
‘ fore is : Can I get this wish of my heart fulfilled in Leipzig? 

* If it were possible that I could make a lodgme»t mth you, aU 
‘ my cares on that head would be removed. I am no bad neigh- 
‘ hour, as perhaps you imagine ; I have pliancy enough to suit 

* myself to another, and here and there withal a certain knack, as 
/ Yorick s ays, jit helpin g to mal^hi^ merrier and better. Failing 

tfes, if you could find me any person that would undertake my 
‘ small e conomy, everything would still be well. 

‘ I want nothing but a bedroom, which might also be my 
‘ working room ; and another chamber for receiving visits. The 
^ house-gear necessary for me are a good chest of drawers, a desk, 

* a bed and sofa, a table, and a few chairs. With these conve- 

* niences, my accommodation were sufficiently provided for. 

* I cannot live on the ground floor, nor close by the ridge-tile ; 

* also my ivindows positively must not look into the churchyard. 

‘ I love men, and therefore likej^lh^^j ^ cannot so ar- 

‘ range it that we (meaning the allutnoe^) shall mess toge- 

‘ thcr, I would engage at the table' ^hote of the inn; for I had 
‘ rather fiist than eat without company, large, or else particularly 
‘ good. 

'7” ‘ I write all this to you, my dearest friend, to forewara you of 
‘ my silly tastes ; and, at all events, that I may put it in your 

* power to take some preparatoiy steps, in one place or another, 

* for my settlement. My demands are, in truth, confoundedly 

* naive, but your goodness has spoiled me. 

‘ The first part of the Thalia must already be in your posses- 

* sion; the doom of Ca rlo s wil l ere now be pronounced. Yet I will 
‘ take it from you orally. Haj„w e,five not been acquainted, who 
‘ knows but we might have Becomo S(f on occasion of this very 

* Carlos? 

/ SchiUer went accordingly.. to. Leipzig, though whether Huber 
Veceived him, or he found his humble necessaries elsewhere, we 
have not learned. H^^^trrived in the end of March 17B5, after 
eighteen months’ residence at Manheim. The reception he met 
with, his amusements, occupations, and prospects arc described 
in a letter to thoj^am merrath S chwantf? a bookseller at Manheim, 
abided to above. Ilxccpt Dalberg, Schwann had been his earliest 
friend; ho was now endeared to him by subsequent familiarity, 
not of letters and writing, but of daily intercourse ; and what was 
moi’b than all, by the circumstance that j pa^m was his J[ftughtar. 
The letter, it will be seen, was written with a weightier object 


* Who the other three wero is nowhere particularly mentioned. 
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than the pleasuA of describing Leipzig : it is dated 24th \pril 
1785. 

‘ You have %n indftbitdhle right to be angry at my long silence; 

‘ yet I know your goodness too well to be in doubt that you will 
^ pardon me. 

^ ‘ When a man, unskilled as I am in the busy world, visits 
Leipzig for the first time, during^ the Fair, it is, if not excusable, 
‘ at least intelligible, that among me multS^ of strange things 
" running through his head, he should for a few days lose recol- 
‘ lection of himself. Such, my dearest friend, has till today been 
‘ nearly my case ; and even now I have to steal from many avoea- 

* tions the pleasing moments which, in idea, I mean to spend with 
‘ you at Manheim. 

‘ Our journey hither, of which Herr Gotz will give you a cir- 

* cumstantial description, was the most dismal you can well ima- 

* gine ; Bog, Rnow, and Bain were the three wicked foes that by 
‘ turns assailed us ; and though we used an additional pair of 
‘ horses all the way from Vach, yet our travelling, which should 
‘ have ended on Friday, was spun out till Sunday. It is univer- 
‘ sally maintained that the Fair has visibly suffered by the shock- 
‘ ing state of the roads ; at all events, even in my eyes, the crowd 

* of sellers and buy As is far beneath the description I used to get 

* of it in the Empire. 

‘ In the very first week of my residence here, I made innumer- 
‘ able new acquaintances ; among whom, Weisse, Oeser, Hiller, 
‘ Zollikofer, Professor Huber, Jiinger, the famous actor Beinike, a 
‘ few merchants’ families of the place, and some Berlin people, are 
‘ the most interesting. During Fair-time, as you Imow well, a 
‘ person cannot get the full enjo3Tnent of any one ; our attention 
‘ to the individual is dissipated in the noisy multitude. 

‘ My most pleasant recreation Intherto has been to visit Bich- 
‘ ter’s coffee-house, where I constantly find half the viorld of Leip- 
‘ zig assembled, and extend my acquaintance with foreigners and 
‘ natives. 

‘ From various quarters, I have had some alluring invita- 
‘ tions to Berlin and Dresden; which it will be difficult for me to 
‘ withstand. It is quite a peculiar case, my friend, to have a lite- 

* rary name. The few men of worth and consideration who offer 
‘ you their rintimacy on that score, and whose regard is really 

* worth coveting, ai'e too disagreeably counterweighed by the bale- 
‘ ful swarm of creatures who keep humming round you, like, so 

* many fle|h;flies ; gape at you as if you were a monster, and con- 

* descend morSiver, on the strength of one or two blotted sheets, 

‘ to present themselves as colleagues. Many people cannot hnder- 
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* staSd how a man that wrote the Hohheu shoul44ook likeiano^ther- 

*,«on of Adam. Close-cut hair, at the very least, and postilion’s 
‘ hoots, and a hunter’s whip, were expected. «. ^ 

'"^■^Many families arc in the habit hero of spending the summer 

* in some of the adjacent villages, and so enjoying the pleasures 

* of the countr}^ I mean to pass a few months in Gohlis, which 
‘ lies only a quarter of a league from Leipzig, with a very pleasant 
‘ walk leading to it, through the Rosenthal. Here I pmq)Ose being 
‘ very diligent, working at Carlos and the Thalia ; tliat so, which 

* perhaps will please you more than anything, Lmay gradually 

* and silently return to my medical profession. I long impatiently 

* for that epoch of my life, when my prospects may be settled and 
determined, when I may follow my darling pursuits nwely for 

‘ my own pleasure. At one time I studied 
‘ could I not do it now with still greater keenness ? 

^ ‘ This, my best friend, might of itself convince you of the truth 

* and firmness of my purpose; but what should offer you the most 
‘ complete security on that point, what must banish all your doubts 
‘ about my sted fastness, I have yet kept secret. Noiv or 'never I 
‘ must speak it out. Distance alone gives me courage to express the 
‘ 'wish of my heart. Frequently enough, when T used to have the 
‘ hapiiiness of being near you, has this confession hovered on my 
‘ tongue ; but my confidence always forsook me, when I tried to 
‘ utter it My best friend ! Your goodness, your atlection, your 
‘ generosity of heart, have encouraged me in a hojx' uhich I can 

* justify by nothing but the friendship and respect you have always 
‘ shown me. My free, unconstrained access to your house affoi’ded 

* me the opportunity of intimate acquaint anc(' with your amiable 

* daughter; and the frank, kind treatm(‘nt with which both you 
‘ and she honoured me, tempted my heart to entertain the* bold 

* wish of becoming your son. My prospects have liitherto been 
‘ dim and vague ; they now begin to alter in my fivour. I will 
‘ strive with more continuous vigour when the goal is clear; do 
‘ you decide whether I can reach it, when the dearest wish of my 
‘ heart supports my zeal. 

‘ Yet two short years and my whole fortune will be determined. 
‘ I feel how much I aslc, how boldly, and with how little right I 
‘ ask it. A year is past since this thought took possession of my 

* soul, but my esteem for you and your excellent daugliter was too 

* high to allow room for a wish, which at that time I could found 
‘ qp no solid basis. I made it a duty with myself to visit your 
‘ house less frequently, and to dissipate such feelings by absence ; 
‘ but this poor artifice did not avail me. 

* The Duke of Weimar was the first person to whom I disclosed 
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* myselfl His anticipate* ng goodness, and the declaration that he 

* took an interest in my happiness, induced me to confess that 
‘ this happinesf depended on a union with your noble daughter ; 
‘ and he expressed his satisfaction at my choice. I have reason 

* to hope that he will do more, should it come to the point of com- 
‘ pleting my happiness by this union. 

* I shall add nothing farther: I know well that hundreds of 

* others might afford your daughter a more splendid fate, than I 
‘ at this moment can promise her ; but that any other heart can be 
‘ more worthy of her, I venture to deny. Your decision, which I 

* look for with impatience and fearful expectation, will detennine 

* whether I may venture to write in person to your daughter. Fare 
‘ you well, forever loved by — Your — 

‘ Friedrich Schiller.* 


S Concerning this proposal, we have no further information to 
communicate ; except that the parties did not marry, and did not 
cease being friends. That Scliiller obtained the permission he 
concludes with requesting, appears from other sources. Three 
years afterwards, in writing to the same person, he alludes empha- 
tically to his eldest (Jaughter ; and what is more ominous. 
gises for his silence to her. .Schiller’s situation at this period was 
'Ibu^ as to preclude tlie idea of present marriage ; perhaps, in the 
prospect of it, Laura and he eoTOoenced i3£ua:e«pondmg ; and be- 
fore the wislieiJoFe&n^e of fortune had arrived, both of them, 
attracted to other objects, liad lost one another in the v i^rtex of 
^fe, and ceased to regard their finding one another as desirable. 

Schiller’s medical project, like many which he formed, nevi^r 
came t o^apy is|^ no- In moments of anxiety, amid the fluctuations 
of his lot, the thought of thfe profession floated through his mind, 
as of a distant stronghold, to which, in time of need, he might 
retire. But literature was too intimately interwoven with his 
dispositions and his habits to be seriously interfered with ; it was 
only at brief inteiwals that the pleasure of pursuing it exclusively 
seemed overbalanced by its inconveniences. He needed a more 
cei'tain income than poetry could yield him ; but he wished to 
derive it from some pursuit 4ess alien to his darling study. Medi- 
cine he never^ practised after leaving Stuttgard. 

In the mean time, whatever he might afterwards resolve on, he 
Wetennined to complete his Carlos, the half of which, composed a 
considerable time before, ha4^ lately been running t^ e gauntlet of 
the jT AaZ^ .l With this for his chief occupation, Gohlis 

* Wieland*8 rather harsh and not too judicious sentence on it may be seen 
at ar^je in Gruber’s Wieland Qetclalderi, a, ii. p. 671. 
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c. 

Dr Leipzig for his residence, and a circle of chosen friends for his 
entertainment, Schiller’s days went happily along. His lAed an 
He Freude (Song to Joy), one of his most spiritei and beautiful 
lyrical productions, was composed here : i^egpoahs a mind impe^ 
_tijji.U 5 .oven in its gladness, and overflowing with warm and earnest 
eju^aiions. 

V gut the love of change is grounded on the difference between 
jmticipatidn and reality, and dwells with man till the age wlien 
JiaJbit. becomes stronger than desirq,^ or .anticipation ceases to be 
Schiller did not find that his establishment at Leipzig, 
though pleasant while it lasted, would realise his ulterior views : 
he yielded to some of his ‘ alluring invitations,’ and went to Dres- 
den in tho end of summer. Dresden contained many persons who 
admired him, more who admired his fame, and a few who loved 
himself. Among the latter, the Appellationsrath Korner deserves 
especial mention : ^ Schiller found a true friend in Komer, and 
made his house a home. He parted his time between Dresden 
and Loschwitz, near it, where that gentleman resided : it was here 
that Don Carlos, the printing of which was meanwhile proceeding 
at Leipzig, received its completion and last correction s.^ It was 
published in 1786. 

. The story of Don Carlos seems peculiarJy adapted for dram.a- 

^ * The well- written life, prefixed to the Stuttgard and Tubingen edition of 
Bchiller’s works, is by this Korner. Theodor Korner, whose Ayre and 

JSword became afterwards famous, was his son. 

2 In vol. X. of the Vienna edition of Schiller are some ludicrous verses, al- 
most his sole attempt in the way of drollery, bearing a title equivalent to this : 

* To the Eight Honourable the Board of Washers, the most humble Memorial 
' of a downcast Tragic Poet, at Loschwitz of which Doermg gives the follow- 
ing account. ‘ The first part of Don Carlos being already printed, by Goschen, 

' in Leipzig, the poet, pressed for the remainder, felt himself obliged to stay 

* behind from an excursion which tho KornOf family were making, in a fino 

* autumn day. Unluckily, the lady of the house, thinldng Schiller was to go 

* along with them, had locked all her cupboards and the collar Schiller foimd 
' himself without meat or drink, or oven wood for fuel ; still farther exasperated 

* by the dabbling of some washer-maids beneath his window, he produced these 
' lines.' The poem is of the kind which cannot be translated ; the first throe 
stanzas are as follows : 

Die Wasche klatscht vor meiner Thiir, 

Es plarrt die Kuchenzofo, 

Und mich, mich fuhrt dar Flugelthier 
Zu Konig Philips Hofe. 

Ich eile durch die Gallorie * 

Mit schnollem Schntt, bolausche 
Dort die Prinzessin Eboli 
Ira susson Liebesrausche. 

Schon mft das schone Weib ; Triumph ! c , 

Schon hop ich — Tod und Hblle I 
Was heir’ ich — oinen nassen Stinimpf 
Geworfen in die Welle. 
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tists. The 8D€ctaole_A>f r roval youth condemned to death by Ms 
father, of which happily our.E u^ean annalslfiirnrsh nui A 

is among tne most tragical that can be figured ; tlie cha- 
racter of that youth, the intermixture of bigptry and jealousy, and 
love, with the other strong passions, which brought on his fate, 
afford a combination of circumstances, affecting in themselves, and 
well calculated for the basis of deeply interesting fiction. Accord- 
ingly, they have not been neglected: Carlos has often been the 
^eme. of -poets; particularly since the "time when his history, re- 
corded by the Abbe St. Real, was exposed in more brilliant colours 
to the inspection of every writer, and almost of every reader. 

The Abbe, St. Real was a dexterous artist in lliat half-illicit 


species of composition, the historic novel : in the course of his 
operations, he lighted on these incidents ; and, by filling-up ac- 
cording to his fancy, what historians had only sketched to him, 
by amplifying, beautifying, suppressing, and arranging, he worked 
the whole into a striking little narrative, distinguished by all the 


symmetry, the sparkling graces, the vigorous description, and keen 


thought, which characterise his other writings. T his French Sal- 
lust, as his countrymen have named him, has been of use to many 
dramatists. His Gonjuraison contre Venue furnished Otway with 
the outline of his b?st tragedy ; Epwaris has more than once ap- 
peared upon the stage ; and Carlos has been dramatise d in 
algaost^iiU the langUJiges of Besides Otwaj’s Carlos, so 

famous at its first appearance, many tragedies on this subject have 


been written : most of them are gathered to their final rest * some ' 
arc fast going thither ; two bid fair to last for ages. Schill er and 
Alfi eri have both d rawn t heir plot from St. Rea l : the former 
cxMiid ed and added : thelatte r^h^s^oiupre^secrand abbreviated. 

* ^cliiUer’s Garh^ plays that bears the stamp 

^ of a nythin g li ke full maturity. J The opportunities he had enjoyed 
^for extending ‘Hs'lcnowiedge of men and things, the sedulous 
practice of the art of composition, the study of purer models, had ^ 
not been without their full effect. Increase of years had doDic 
. something for him : diligence had done much more. The ebul- 
lience of youth is now chastened into the stedfast energy of man- 
hood ; the wild enthusiast^that spurned at the errors of the world, 
has now become the enlightened moralist, that laments their ne- 
cessity, or endeavours to find ouli their remedy. A corres ponding 
alterat ion isjisible in t he externial form of tlie work, in itr®t 
^3^ictiph. The ^t ^ contrived with great ingenuity, embody- 
ing the result of much study, both dramatic and historical. The 
language is bl^kj^ei;:^^, not prosfi, as in the former works ; it is 
more careful ahcl' Tegular, less ambitious in its object, but mo<e 
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certain of attaining it. Schiller^s mind lia rl nnw r eached its full 
Bteture^he felt and tliouglit more justly ; could better express 
^WB^ne felt and thought. ^ 

'' The merit we notice d in ^iesco . the fidelity with which the 
Bcene of action is T5fiu^hrbef5rc us, is observable to a still JJj;gater 
l^g yee in Qodcl^ The SpanislTcourt in the end of the six- 
teenth century; its^^gid, cold formalities; its cruel, bigoted, but 
proud-spirited gr^de ^s ; its inqmsitors and priests ; and Philip, 
its head, the epitome at once of its good and its bad qualities, in 
all his complex interests, are exhibited with wonderful distinct- 
ness and surface or the outward move- 

ments alone that we look; ^ are taught the meclmnism of their 
fi R wf^ll as shown it in action. The stony-hearted De- 
spot himself must have been an object of peculiar study to the 
author. N^ow in his understanding, dead in his affections, from 
his birth the lord of Europe, tHilip has existed all his days above 
men, not among them. Lockeji^ up within hims^elf, a stranger to 
cveiy generous and kindly emotion, his gloomy spirit has had no 
cmplo 3 unent but to strengthen or incr^so.iti^ own eleYat.^on, no 
pleasure but tq^ratify itspwn self-will, ^li per^ itioh. feki^onlsiiig 
(Ascith, these native tendencies, has added ro thgir force, but scarce^ i 
^ their hatef ulnesa^ it lends tliem a sort of sacredness in his own ^ 
' ^es, and eveiTa son of horrid dignity in oura^ Philip is not with- 
out a certam..g£fifttness, the greatness of unlimited extenitj power, ! 
Msnd of a will relentless in its dictates, guided by principles, * 
c< jgs iist qnt and-jinaltei^ab le. Thg_scene of his existence is j 
stein, and desolate ; but it is all his own, and he seems a 
fitted for it. We hate him fea irhim: but the poet has inkerl 
cftire to secure him from contepipt. . ^ 

The contrast both of his father’s fortune and cliaracter are 
those of Carlos. Few situations of a more affecting kind can be 
imagined, than the situation of this young, generous, and 'ill-fated 
prince. From boyhood his he^t had been bent on mighty things ; 
he had looked upon the royal grandeur that awaited his maturer 
years, only as the means of realising those projects for the good of 
men, which his beneficent soul w'as ever busied 'With. His father’s 
dispositions, and the temper of the court, which admitted no de- 


velopment of such ideas, had given the chann of concealment to 
his feelings :/hj^Jjfo ha^ hefin in prq ^p ^c ^ and we are the more 
alta^ed to him, that deserving to be glonous and happy, he had 
exp ect ed to be either. Blight dayjs, however, Seemed ap- 
pifoaching ; shut out from the communion' of the Albk^ and Do- 
mingos, among whom he livei a stranger, the communion of 
another and far deai'er object was to be granted him; E^abeth’s 



DON OAKLOS. 


58 


jp ve tift liim ^independent evea .of Hie jfuture, whidi 

it'pdnt^d with, atillj-ichei: But in a moment shels taken 

from him by the most ImTi bje of all visitations : his bride becomes 
his mother ; and the stroke that depriverhim of her, while it ruins 
him forever, is more deadly, because it cannot be ‘complained of 
j f without sacrilege, and cannot be altered by the power of Fate it- 
, eelf. Carlos, as the jjoet represoni^Jiim, calls foi’th our tenderest 
^>«ympaQiies. His soul seems once to have been 
, .^^'TTie garden of Eden ; but the desert-wind has passed over it, 
athd smitten it mth perpetual blight. Despair haajoy^rsha4owe4}„ 
jtll th.eJ ah\Y.isiQi]iaxif.^ Wth ; or if he" ho n^^ itia hut the .gleam ' 
d'^dSiriuin, ivhifih^Qmething sterner than even dwtx extingaishesi 
in tho^ cpM darkness of death* His energy survives but to v^”l 
itself in wild gusts of recETess passion, or aimless indignation. 

^ Thgi’^ is a touching p 9 ignancy in his expression of the bitter 
'melancholy that oppresses him, in the fixedness of misery witfi 
Uvhich he looks upon the faded dreams of former years, or the 
, fierce ebullitions and dreary pauses of resolution, which now 
I prompts liinl t6 retrieve what he has lost, now withers into power- 
1 lessness, as nature and reason tell him that it cannot, must not be 
J retrieved.,.^ ^ , 

Elizabeth, no le^s moving and attractive, is also depicted with 
masterly sldll. If she returns the passion of her amiable and 
ojLce b^othed lover, we but guess at the fact ; for so horrible a 
tlj^hVlias^ never once been whispered to her own gentle and 
spotless mind. Yet her heart bleeds for Carlos; and we see that 
did not the most sacred ‘feelings of hmnanity forbid her, there is 
no sacrifice she would not make to restore peace of mind. By 
her soothing influence she strives to caln^The agony of his spirit; 
by her mild .elagucnce she would persuade him that for 

Don Carlos other objects must remain, when his hopes of personal 
felicity have been cut off ; she would change his love for her into* 
love for the millions of human beings whose destiny depends on 
his. A meek vestal, yet with the ^rudoao^f a queen, and the, 

Q .yurith every grace^ul and genwoiis qhality of 

' womanhood harmoniously bleinded/itt/her pature, she lives in a 
scene that isH^Slfti^to'”Kir^; th6*hapiiiiness ^e should have had 
is beside her, the misery she must endure is around her ; yet she 


oyer us with a sway so soft and feminine, nope whom we feel so 
much disposed to love as well as reverence. 


utters no regre t. wfl.v f^Amploint. but s eeks to draw 

f rpm duty itself g compensatio n f^r tha which dutl, 

ha Onflicti^ Many tragic queens are more imposing and^rni^e^ 
tic than this Elizabeth of Schiller ; but there is none who rules 
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' The virtues of Elizabeth are heightened by comparison with 
the principles 'and /actions of her attendanj; the Princess EhftU* 
,The character of Eboli is full of pomp and proHission ; magna- 
|iimity and devotedness are on her tongue, some shadow of them 
even floats in her imagination ; but they are not rooted in her 
heart; pride, selfishness, yn l awful passion are the only inmates 
there. Tier lofty boastin gs of gen erosity are soon forgotten when 
the success to Carlos becomes hopeless ; the 

fervour of a selfish love once extinguished in her bosom, she re- 
gards the object of it with none but vulgar feelings. Virtue no 
Ipnger according with interest, she ceases to be virtuous ^ from a 
tejected mistress, the transition to a j ealous spy is with her na- 
tTH*8d(;And easy. Yet we do not hate the Princess : 

Jtegtjye wannth and grace"Rb6tit her character, which makes us 
^Jjl&ent her vices rather than condemn them. The poet has drawn 
■Ih^^t once false and fair. 

In delineating Tjboli and Pliilip, Schiller seems as if strug- 
gling against the current of his nature ; our feelings towards them 
are hardly so severe as he intended ; their words and deeds, at 
least those of the latter, are wicked and repulsive enough ; but we 
still have a kind of latent persuasion that meant bettor than 
,,they spoke or acted. With the Marquis of Posa, he had a moret 
genial task. This Posa, we can easily perceive, is the representa- 
tive of Schiller himself. The ardent love of men, which Ij^nns His 
ruling passion, was likewise the constant feeling of his authtfr ; 
the glowing eloquejice with which he advocates the cause of truth, 
and justice, and humanity, was such as Schiller too would have 
employed in similar circumstances. In somejr espectgj Posa is the , 
H^ef character of the piece ; there is a pre-eminent magnificence ' 
in his object, and in the faculties and^lbelings with which he fol 
lows it. Of a splendid intellect, and a daiing devoted heait, hie. 
powers are all combined upon a single purpose. Even his friend’^ 
ship for Carlos, grounded on the likeness of their minds, and 
faithful as it is, yet seems to merge in this paramount emotion, 
zeal for the univjgr,aal.in terest8 of man. Aiming with all his force 
of thought and action, to advance the happiness and best rights of 
his fellow-creatures ; pursuing this ndble aim with the slifll and { 
dignity which it deserves, hm mind is once unwearied, earnest, 
find serene. He is another "C butjBomewhot older, more ex- 
jpmenced, and'^never crossed in hopolfigfiijove. There^i^^^jOia-. 
QtimagiJtue^osa, which no accident of fortune can'*^ke. Whe- 
ther cheering the forlorn Carlos mto now activity; whether lifting 
up his voice in the ear of tyrants and inquisitors, or takin g leave of ^ 
amid his vast unexecuted schemes, there is the same sedate 
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Ma gna nimity, the same fearless composure : when the^a^aL^ullet 
strikes him, he dies with the concern s Q£..Qthfirs> not his o\m, upon 
his lips. He m a rd^ormer, thejperfe^ion gi lefonners ; not a 
Ig.yQlutioniat, hut n".|S2fikt ^ lihflLUg^ ^t^etemnned improy^r. fifis 
entliusiasm does not burst forth in violence, but ki manly and 
enlightened energy; his eloquence is not more moving to the heart 
than his lofty philosophy is convincing to the head. T h^re is a. 
majestic vastness of thought in hisjprecepts, which recommends 
tJTem to the mind independently of the beauty of their dress. T’ew 
passages of poetiy are more spirit-stirring than his last message 
jto Carlos, tlnough the Queen. The certainty of death seems to 
\fiurround his spirit with a kind of martyr glory ; he is kindled into 
, transport, and speaks with a commanding power. The pathetic 
wisdom of the line, * Tell him, that when he is a man, he must 
reverence the dreams of liis youth, ^ has often been admired : that 
scene has many such. 

The interview with Phihp is not less e xcellent . There is some- 
thing so striking in tjie ISea oTconfi-onting the cqld sohtaiy tyiaat 1 
with * the only man in all his states that does not need him of 
raising the voice of true manhood for once within the gloomy 
chambers of thraldom and priestcraft, that we can forgive the 
stretch of poetic licAise by which it is effected. Philip and Ppp 
arejan tipodes in all respects. Philip thinks his new instruct or is 
* a Protestant ;* a charge which Posa rebuts with calm dignity7hi8j 
object Hbt being separation and contention, but union and peace- 
ful gradual improvement. Posa seems to understand the character^ 
of Philip better ; not attempting tb'awaken in Ms sterile heart any 
“feeling for real glory, or the interests of his fellow-men, h e attacks 
J^e aelfiahness and pride# r^resents to him thb intrin sic mean - 
ness and^mfseiy of a thrpn^, however deched vatJi adventitious 
po mp. 4f built on servitude, and isolated from the sympatEie^and 
interests of others. 

We translate the entire scene ; though not by any means the 
best, it is among the fittest for extraction of any in the piece. 
Posa has been sent for by the King, and is waiting in a chamber 
of the palace to know what is required of him ; the King enters, 
uiiperceived by Posa, whqge attention is directed to a picture on 
the wall : 
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ACT III. SCENE X. * 

The King and Marquis db Posa. 

{Tlie latter f on noticing the King^ advances towards him, and kneels, 
then rises f and waits without any symptom of emharrassmerd.) 

King {looks at him with surprise). 

We have met before, then ? 

Mar. No. 

King. You did my crown 

9 Some service : wherefore have you shunn’d my ^anks ? 

. Our memory is besieged by crowds of suitors ; 

' Omniscient is none but He in Heaven. 

You should have sought my looks : why did you not ! 

Mar. *Tia scarcely yet two days, your Majesty, 

*0 Since I returned to Spain. 

King. I am not used 

To be my servants* debtor ; ask of me 
Some favour. ^ > I 'f ' 

' King. IfiPj ^^^That right ^ ^ 

’ i The very murd’rer has. ‘ * , ' 4 

And ^w jRiuch more- i . 

' * ,T}ie honest citizen ! — Sire, I’m content. 

King {aside) “Much self-respect indeed, and lofty daring I 
But this was to be looked for; |would have * 

MyJ^tvaJards Iiaughty ; better thfll tlio cup 
^duld^pYCjiiflow than not he full. — I hear 
You left my service. Marquis. 

^ , Mar. Making way 

For men more worthy, I withdrew. 

King. *Tis wrongi 

When spiiitfl Buchns yom« play tniant/ ^ 

My state must suffer. You conceive, perhaps, ' 

Some post unworthy of your merits 
Might be offered you? 

Mar. No, Sire, I cannt t doubt 

But that a judge so skilful, and experienced 
In the gifts of men, has at a glance discover’d 
Wherein I might do him service, wherein not. 

I feel with humble gratitude the favour. 

With which your Majesty is loading me 
By thoughts so lofty; yet I can— stops.) 

King. You pause ? 

^ Mar Sire, at the moment I am scarce prepar'd 
'*'• To MtiQsJs, in phrases of a Spanish subject^ 

What as a citisjen q’ ti;i’ FflAdli^l&oui^lf 
Tnith is, in parting from the Court loi'evl^, 

I held myself discharged from all necessity • 

Of troubling it with reasons for my absence. # 

* King. Are your reasons bad, then I Dare you not risk 
dDiselosing them ? 

Mar. My life, and joyfully, ^ 

Were scope allow’d me to disclose them all, 

/ . ’Tis not myself but Truth that I endanger, 

^ V Should the King refuse me a full hearing. 
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Your anger or contempt I fain would shun ; 

But forced to choose between them. 1 had rather 
Seoni to you (yuan d^erving punisnmont 
Than pity, < 

■' ir King {with a look of expectation). 

Well? 

Mar. The servant of a prince 

I cannot be. 

(^he King looks at him wUh astonishment.) 

my iaia:chflflt,; ^ 

'If you deign to take me as your servant, ^ ih 

You expect, you wish, my actions only; 

You wish my arm in fight, my thought in counsel ; 
Nothing more you will accept of : not my actiQDS| 

Th’ approval they might find at Court oecomCs 
The object of my acting. Now Jor me^ , , 

**■ •* ^ 

The happine8s''myT:liig‘ ^fght' cause me plant 
I would mvself j^cjiuce ; and conscious joyT^ 
C^dJ^ejnl fl c tu^ R^tmJpyjcejBf 
SMm^impcL me. Is it thus your Majesty 
Requires it ? Could you suffer new creators 
ln;your own creation ? Or could X 
Jl/oas ent with n^tjic nfiq t q.l; ^^gdin e the ch iseU 
^ ■ l^A the statuai 

I love mankind; andYnTTfio^foJgi^ 
l^ yself is all th at JL^anTovet ' " 

This fire 

Is laudable. You wc%ld do good to others ; 

5 How you do it, patriots, wise men think 
Of little moment, so it be but done. 

Seek for yourself the office in m;j^ kingdoms. 

That will give you scope to gratify 


TWs noble zeal. 

4irMAR. not such an office. 

King. How? 

Mar. Whaf^R^ King desires to spread abroad 

Through these weak hands, is it the good of men ? 

e ich i nvffl ife tt.er*d love woul d wish t^.inj 
voula tremhio^oMndrd it I 
las fashioned in her courts 
Df human good ; a sort 
•ich enough to give away, 
ith it in the hearts of nien 
_ ^ such as tt can satisfy. 

1 Truth she keeps coining in her mints, such truth 
(As she can tolerate; and every die 
Except her own, she breaks and casts away. 

But is the royal bounty wide enough 
OFor me to wish and work in Must the love 
I bear my I ^other pledge itself to bo 
My brother^' 3 ^Ror? Can I call him happy 
When he dare not think ? Sire, choose some other 
To dispinse the good which gou have stamped far voL 
^TWith me it tallies not ; a prince’s servant 
I cannot be. 

King father quickly). 

You are a Protestant. ^ 

Mar. {after some r Section). 

Siroj^ our creed is a lso mine. (^After a pause.) 


I not such an office. 
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I find 

I a m misunderstoo d : 'tis as I fearedi 
You see me draw the veil from majesty 
And view its mysteries with stedfast eye : 
iiHow should you know if I ro^rd as holy . 

What I no. more regard as terrible ? 

Dangerous I seem, for bearing thoughts too high : 

My King, I am not dangerous ; my wishes 
Lie buried here hu hand on his breast), 

o llio poor and pprblind rage 

Of innovati^, that but aggravates 
Tfio weight o’ th’ fetters T^ioh it cannot break. 

Will never heat my blood. The century 
A dmite pot ^daaa : I live a citizen 
r XTTEEose^at arc to come. Sire, can a pict^e v 
Break your rest ? Your breath obhteratcs it. 

King. No other knows you harbour such ideas ? 
t Mar. ‘ Sij[ch. no one. 

. ;KqsQ (risef, walks a few steps, then stops opposite the 
Aside). 

N ew, at l east this dialect 1** 

Flattery exhausts itself : oLpar^ 

’THsdaTnOolmTtotS. For once let’s have 
A* Iri^ oT^e' opposite ! Why not ? 

The strange is olt the lucky . — If so be 
Thi s is your pr in^jp, why lot it passl 
y ^l co n lo^ ^ISe crown shall nave a servant 
N^ inhipmn — a liberal 1 

Mar. Sire, I see 

How very meanly you conceive of men ; 
pHow, m the language of the frank true spirit, 
jMSfou find but another deeper artifice 
Of a more prac tis’d coz ’ner ; I can also 
Partly see what causes this. *Tis men ; 

'Tis men that force you to it ; they themselves 
ft Have cast away their own nobility, ' v 

Themselves have crouch’d to this degraded 
Man’s innate greatness like a spec tre frights them ; 

Their poverty seems p a fe^y ; witn'ba»o~riHft 

They ornament their chains, and call it virtue 
'•'^To wear them with an air of grace. 'TwA thus 
You found the world j thus from your royal father 
Came it to you : how in this distorted 
Mutilated image, 'vould you honour man ? 

King. Some trutt there is in this. 

Mar. Pity, however, 

in man fr^m the Creal^or. 

And cEangin’g ntfia mFo your handiwork, 

( And sotting up yourself to be the god 
Of this new -moulded creature, you shoul^have 
Forgotten one essential ; you yourself 
Bemained a man, a very child of Adam ! 

You are still a suffering, longing mortal, 

You call for sympathy, ^ R god 
. JiYe can but sacrifice, and pray, and tremble ! 

‘ 0 unwise exchange 1 Unbless’d perversion ! 

When you have sunk your brothers to be play’d 
As harp-strings, who will join in harmony 
With you the pMiyer ? 

King. (By Heaven, he touches me !) 
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I MifB. For yofi, however, this is unimportant ; 
It but makes you separate, peculiar ; 

'Tis the price you pay I'or being a ^od. 

I And frightful v^re it if vou failed lu this ! 
jKfor the desolated gooa of millions, 
l^^outhe Desolator should gain — nothing I 
If the very freedom you had blighted 
And kill’a were that alone which could exalt 


Yourself! — Sire, pardon me, I must not stay: 

The matter makes mo rash : my heart is fuU, 

■)f Too strong the charm of looking on the one 

iQf living men to whom I might unfold it. < - 

* (The Count Be enters, and whispers a few 

w<^d8 to the Aii^, The latter lechons to him 
to withdraw, and continues sitting in his former 
posture.) 

King (to the Marquis, after Lerma is gone). 

Speak on ! 

JdAR. {after a pause.) I feel. Sire, all the worth — 

^ ^ King. Speak on 1 

Y* had something more to say. 

^ Mar. Not long since. Sire, 

/ 1 chanced to pass throi^h Flanders and Bryant, 

So many rich and flourishing provinces ; 

I A great, a mighty people, ana still more, 

( An honest people ! — And this people's Father ! 
t That, thought I, must be diyine : so thinking, 

‘ I stumbled on a heap of human bones. 

{He pauses ; his eyes rest on the King, who ««• 
• aeavours to return this glance, hut with an air 
j of embarrassment is forced to look upon the 

ground.) 

You are in the right, yG a rnust proce ed^. */ 

'.’'That you could do, what you saw you must do, 

Fills me with a shuddering admiration. ^ 

Hty ^at the victim wBlt/^jng jn its blood 4 
j^ pul d speak so feeble ai^uJo ^um 
/^Onthe spirttroTIhh ' Imt men 

fft jNoT; pein^bf a cal ler *^ence, write 
- T fe i^nfJ gby ihe T ^(5i^d T Seroner ages 
WilTaispiace the ageof Philip I these will bring 
A milder wisdom ; the subject’s good will then 
Be reconcil’d to th’ prince’s greatness ; 

''STlie thrifty State will learn to prize its children. 

And necessity no more will be inhuman. 

ELino. And when, think you, would those blessed ages 
Have come round, had I recoil’d before 
The curse of this ? Behold my Spain ! Here blooms 
^ The subject’s good, in never-clouded peace : 

Such peace wiU I l^stow on Flanders. 

Mar. Peace of a churchfard 1 And you hope to end 
What you have entered on ? Hope to withstana 
^The timeful change of Christendom ; to stop 
^ The universal Spring that shall make yoimg 
The* countenance o’ th’ Earth? You purpose, single 
In aU Europe, alone, to fling yourself 
Against the wheel of Destiny that rolls 
^ For over^ts appointed course ; to clutch 
' Its spokes with mortal arm ? You may not. Sire I 
Already thousands have forsook your kingdoms. 
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Escaping glad though poor : the citizen 

You lost for conscience’ sake, he was your noblest. 

With mother^s arms Elizabeth receives ^ 

'The fugitives, and rich by foreign skill. 

In fertile strength, her England blooms. Forsaken 

L suro r ise 
Two unds . 

'^The'Ktng se^s nfoved : the Marquis ohseroti 
itf and. advances some steps nearer,) 

Plant for E ternity and death the seed ? 

Your hai^est^^ibCliothih'CTess. The woi^ 
wnr not survive the spirit oi its fqpner ; ' ■ 

It will be in vain that you have labouFd ; 

That you have fought the fight of Nature; 

'And to plans of Ruin consecrated 
A high, and royal lifetime. Man is greater 
Than you thought. The bondage of long slumber 
He will break ; his sacred rights he will reclaim. 

With Nero and Busiris will he rank 

and— that grieves me, for 
You once wore good. 

\ King. How know you that ? 

Mar. {wiih warm energy.) You were ; 

Yes, by th’ AlJ-Merciful 1 Yes, I repeat it. 
llestore to us what you have taken from us. 

Generous as stfong, let human happiness 
Stream from your souls ripen 

Round you. Restore iis what you took from us. 

Amid a thousand kings become a king. 

{He approatihes him holddy, fixing on him firm and glowing looks,) 
Qh#xould the eloquence of all the millions, 

Who participate in this great moment, 

HoyeiLon my lips, and raise into a fliame 
That gleam that kindles in your eyes ! 
jGriyi^i^thia false idolatry of self. ^ 

^'\^ieh makes your brothers notmng ! Bo to us 
A patterp of the Everlasting and the True ! - < 

Never, never, did a mortal holdjsjujyjiC]^ -t 
To use it So divinely. All the sangs ' 

Of Europe reverence the name of §p?iin : « 

.Qo.on in front of aU the kings of Europe ! ^ , 5 

One movement of ydiir pen, and ijigjsirxamtfid 

Is the Earth. Say but let there bo freedom ! J ' 

{Throwing himself at his feei^ 

King {surprised, turning his f axe away, then again towards Posa). 
gKr^lar enthusiast ! Yet— rise — I — 

>''*'^AR. Look round and view God’s lordly universe : 

,0n Freedom it“isYbiihdod, and how rich 
Is it with Freedom ! Ho, the great Creator. 

Has ^v'n the very worm its sqy’ ral dewd h)p ; ^ 

EVn in the mouldering spaces oT HfiCtty, ^ 

He leaves Free-will the pleasure s of a choice. 

This world of yours / H^ harrow ahdISb'w poor I 
The rustling of a leaf alarms the lord 
Of Christendom. You quake at evonr virtue ; ^ ' 

He, not to mar the glorious form of jraedom, 

'Sufiers that the hideous hosts of Evil 
Should run not in his fair Creation. 

Him, the maker we behold not ^ calm 



DON CAEL08. 


61 


W hicli and not Him th e f 

}yr* W|^^£5ia.ji.i3ott3 The w orld itseli i% tjrod.^ 

And never <iidli Christian’s adoration 
So praise him as this sceptic’s blasphemy. 

Kino And such a model you would undertake 
On Earth, in my domains to imitate ? 

P Mar. You, you can : who else ? To th’ people’s good 
Devote the kingly power, which far too long 
Has struggled for the greatness of the throne. 
ks t no bility of ^an. 

Once mora xnake.atl£e subject what he was. 

His own. And when given back to selt-dcpondciice, 

Man awakens to the fooling of his worth. 

And freedom’s proud and lofty virtues blossom, 

' ,Then, Sire, having made your realms the happiest 
In the Earth, it may become your duty fr 
To subdue the realms of othera. 

King {after a long pause). 

I have heavfl you to an end 
( Not as in common heads, the world is painted 
In that head of yours : nor will I mete you 
By the common stivndard. I am the first 
To i^hom your ho^t has been disclosed : 

I know this so loelicve it. For tho sake 
v'Of such forboaranco ; for your having kept 
Ideas, embraced witl^ucn devotion, secret 
Up to this present m^ent^ for the sake 
Of that reserve, young man, I will forget 
That I have learned them, and how I learned them. 

Arise. The headlong yoifth I will set right. 

Not as his sovereign, but as his senior , ^ 

I will, because I will. So ! bane itself. ^ ^ 

I find, in gonorous natures may become 
^Ennobled into something bettor. But 
^ Beware my 1 nuuisit^ piL! It would grieve me 
If you— A I 

Mar WpjilditlwftuId-iU. Jf 
King (gazing dinim, andpiost in surprise). 

Such a mortal 

Till this hour I never saw. No, Marquis ! 

0 No ! You do rao wrong. To you I will not 
Be a Nero, not to you. All happinc.ss 
Shall not be blighted by mo • you yourself 
Shall bo permitted to remain a man 
Beside me 

1 Mar (quickly.) 

And my fellow-subjects. Sire ? 

Oh ! not for not amy-aottaJ^ waa J. p lqff.4ii ? |g. 

Sire? 

King. • You soo so clearly 

Cii How posterity will iudge of me ; youreelf 
Shall teach it how 1 treated men so soon 
As 1 had found one. 

Mar ^ 0 Sire ! in being 

JThe most just of kings, at the same instant 
5^0 not tho most uniust I In your Flanders 
Are many thousands worthier than I. 
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’Tis but yourself, shall I confess it, Sire, 

That under this mild form first truly see 
What freedom is. . c 

3 0 King {with softened earnestness), ^ ^ 

Young man, no more of tins. 

Par differently will you think of men. 

When you have seen and studied them as I have. 

Yet our first meeting must not be our last ; 

How shall I try to make you mine ? 

J ‘ Mar. . Siro, let me 

Continue as I am. What good wore it 
To you, if I like others wore corrupted ? 

feiNQ. This pride I will not suffer. From this moment 
You are in my service. No remonstrance ! 

3SD I will have it so. * * ♦ ♦ * 

Had the character of Posa been drawn ten years later, it woulol 
'have been imputed^ as all things are, to the ‘ French Kevolution;? 
^and Schiller himself perhaps might have been called a Jac6bm| 
Happily, as matters stand, there is roo;rn foi\no such imjmtatioh. 

' It is pleasing to behold in Posa the d^el^iberafe expressioa bJ ^ , 
great and good man’s sentiments on these ever-agitated subjects : 
a noble monument, embodying the liberal ideas of his age, in a 
form beautified byjiis own genius, and lasting as its other pro- 
ducts.l j f 

] Connected with the superior excellence of Posa, critics have 
. Temarked a dramatic error, which the author himself was the first 
*to aclmowlccfge an3' account for. T he m agnitude of Posa throws 
Carlos into the shade ; the hero of the first three acts Is no longer 
,tho ’ liero of the other two. T^e cause of this, we arc informed, 

. -ivas that Schiller kept the work too lbng upon his own hands : 

' ‘ In composing the piece,* he observes, ‘ many interruptions 

'^ .4bcciuTed ; so that a considerable time elapsed between begiijning 

* and concluding it ; and, in the me^ while, much witlm hSygelf 

* had changed. The various alterations which, during this period, 

‘ my waj^ of Himking and f eeling u ndiment, naturally told upon 
‘ the work T was engaged wiffiTviliat parts of it had at first at- 
‘ tracted me, began to produ^this effect in a weaker degree, and, 

I* in the end, scarcely at all. ^pringinjf up i n the_in - 

T tcj ^, displaced the | jp; “ ^ 

favour, perhaps for no otEeFrea 


Carlos hlmsSi 


tostmy 

_ _ ^ than because I had become 

‘ his senior ; and, from the opposite cause, Posa had occupied his 
* place. Thus I commenced the fourth and fifth Acts witli quite 
‘ an altered heart. But the first three were ah'eady in the hands 
‘•of the public ; the plan of the whole could not now be. reformed ; 

^ Jean Paul nevertheless, not without some show of reason^as compared 
fbis Posa to the tower of a lighthouse: ‘high, far-shining,— empty 
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* nothing therefore remained but to suppress the piece entirely, or 

* to fit the second half to the first the best way I could.// 

The imperfeq^ion alluded to is one of which the general reader 
will make no great account ; the second half is fitted to the first^^ 
wi^ addres^ enough for his purposes. IjjJbfiat not, upon .applying 
‘tljo WaioaticL o^Lbein^, moved and exalted, we jnay,; 

‘'t)enjse_^e tragedy without noticing that any such defect exists in 
it. The pity and love we are first taught to feel for Carlos abide 
" with us to the last ; and though Posa rises in importance as the 
piece proceeds, our admiration of his transcendent virtues does 
^ not obstruct the gentler feelings with which we look upon the fate 
^ Of his friend. A certain confusion and crowding together of events, 
about tho end of the play, is the only fault in its plan that strikes 
us with any force. Even this is scarcely prominent enough to be 
otlen^?§. " 

An intrinsic and weightier defect is the want of ease and light: 
ness in the general composition of the piece ; a defect which all 
its other excellencies will not prevent us from observing. There 
is action enough in the plot, energy enough in the dialogue, and 
abundance of individual beauties in both ; but there is throughout 
ascertain air of st^nes s and effort, ^hi^ch abs tracts from the thjai^ 
atjTical illusion. ''T’EeSanguag in general impressive and magn>^ 
4icqnt/is now and then inflated into bombast. The characters do 
•‘ribf; as it we re, by thoM thousand little 

"touches and nanmeJs turns, which distinguish the genius essen- 
tiixl^ dramatic from the genius jnerely poetical ; the frotg ug of 
tluL-stage. from the philosophic observer anS. trained imitatqr o| 
life.^ We have not those careless felicities, those vaiyings from 
. high to low, that air of living freedom Miich Shakspeare has ac* 
■customed us, like spoiled children, to look for in every perfect 
work of this sp^es. Schiller is too elevated, too regular and 
sustained in his elevation, to be altogether natural. 

" ^ Yet with all this, Carlos is a noy^jjjgggjgdy* There is a slaXfily 
' masg iven ess about the structure of it ; the ipcidents are g rand 
and, affecting ; the characters concjer^dTand Im- 

pressively if not^c opp )i |gj ;ciy del^eatoh Of wit and it s kindre d 
(graces Schiller has hut a sl^cler^shaire : nor amSSjf^^earpoei^^ 
he much distinguished for depth or fineness pjfpafeos. But what 
gives him a place of his own, and the loftiest of its kind, is the 
vastnesa^d. jntense vi go ur of his mind; the splendour of his 
II andlhenSbTd^v ^men pa sRioTi fbr 

ihetrue and the i^bJynaT under all their various forms. He does 

majestic ; *an^^ lieav^ly ' fire fleams though all his creations. 



FRIEDRICH SCHILLER. 


He fiunsports us into a holier and higher worfd than (Air own ; 
everything around us breathes of force and solemn beauty. The 
looks of his heroes may be more staM than th^se of men, the 
ihovements of their minds may be slower and more calculated ; 
but we yield, to the potency of tlieir cnd-QwmentSj and the loveli- 
n'ess of the scene which they animate. 1 he enchantments of the 
poet are strong enough to silence our sceptic ism ; we forbear to 
inquire whether it is true or false. 

The celebrity of Alfieri generally invites the reader of Don Car- 
to compare it with Filippo. Both writers treat the same subjeetj;^ 
both borrow their materials from the same source, the ni^Melie liis-^ 
- tarique of St. Keal : but it is impossible that two powerful minds 
could have handled one given idea in more diverse manners. 
frhpiy» excellencies are, in fac t. ^ ^y opposite, t hat they scarcely come 
[m competition. Alfien^'s play dg, jghort, and the charactera 4u*e”Jewr 
He (l^^cfibes no scene : his personages are not the King of Spain 
an(i his qourtiers, but merely men; their place of action is not the 
Escurial or Madrid, but a vacant, objectless platform anywhere in 
8]^L^.^"^ln all this, ScEilier has a manifest advantage. He paints 
manners and opinions, he sets before us a striking pageant, which 
interests us of itself, and gives a new hj^r^l^to whatever is com- 
bined with it. The principles of the perhaps rather of 

the French drama^ up on worked, pennitted no such 

^eimeation. In the there is the same diversity. A severe 
simpheity uniformlj’- marks Alfieri’s style ; in his whole tragedy 
there is not a single figure. A hj^rd emphatic brevity is all that 
distinguishes his language from that of prose. Scliiller, we have 
seen, abounds with noble metaphors, and all the warm exciting 
isioqiience^f^ppet^. It_is onjy in^CXpressing the cht^acter qf 
dPhiiipTEat .^eri has a cleai\superi prity. Without thh aiS'of- 
snper&titjon, which his nval, es^cially in the catastrophe, '®i- 
‘ ploys to such advantage, Alfieri has exhibited in his h il ipy o Juldc- 
ture o f unequal led power. Obscu^rity is jusQy said to be essential 
' fSTierror anct"siablimity ; and Schiller has enfeebled the efiect of 
^is Tyran|, letting us b^EOT the most secret recesses of his 
,^irit|^' understand hSmTbetter, but we fear him less. Alfieri 
aoes not show us the iate mal combination of Fil ippo T'lt^ from 
its workings alone that we judge of hislfiatiire. Mystery, and the 
shadow of horrid cruelty, brood over his Filippo : it is only a tran- 
sient word or act, that gives us here and there a glimpse of his 
^fiqrce, implacable, tremendous soul ; a short and Rubious glimmer 
that reveals to us the abysses of his being, dark, lurid, ynd terrific, 

‘ as the throat of the infernal Pool.' Alfieii's Filippo is perhaps 
the most jpricked man that hum^ imagination has conceived. 
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^ Alfien and,^ctlle|;;iv'e^^ again unoonsoious oomj^etitora in the- 
tistoiy of Maig^ Stuart^^ But the works before us give a truer spe- 
cltoew^bf their comp^live merits, ^hiller seems to have the 
^reatgr^g^ius ; ijheri the ijiam ^ii|6iT7i>otrr Al^eji’is 
le ^eatncss rests on the st^m concentrati o n of fi eiy pjk£§iftnf> under 
the dominion of an adamanline^vifflTTEs was’ M^^d'^ make of 
ipind ; and he represents it, with strolls in themselves devoid of 
^ 'charm, but in theu>uivon|ter^Iea^^op!bpic sci'olL Schiller’s 
moral force is coi ASfeits uijfte^tn’ nisihf Aleclual gifts, and nothing 
more. The minooFtEe one is like the ocean, beautiful in its 
strength, smiling in the radiance of summer, and washing luxul^ 
riant and I'omantic sl^ores : that of the other is like some blacky 
unfatliomahle lake placed far amid the melancholy mountains ; Ir 
bleak, solitaiy, desolate ; but girdled with grim sky-piercing cliffs^ 
overshadowed with storms, and illuminated only by the red glare of 
the lightning. Schiller is magnificent in his expansion, Alfieri is 
overpowering in his condensed energy ; th^ first ms^ires 
greater admiration, tfi^iast 'with greater awe. 

Thi s tragedy of was recclv^^d with immAdiatia ■njjfl.uni, 

yersal approbation . In the closet and on the stage, it excited the 
wannest applauses elfually among the learned and unlearned. 
Schiller’s expectations had not been so lugh : he laiew both the 
excellencies and the faults of his w’ork; but he had not anticipated 
that the former would ho recognised so instantaneously. The 
pleasure of this new celebrity came upon him, therefore, height- 
ened by surjirise. Had dramatic eminencf> bp^n his sole object, , 
he might now have slackened his exertions j^ tlie public had ah’eadv 
ranked him as the first of their writers in that favourite depait- 
ment. But this limited ambition was not his moving principle ; 
Dor was his mind of that sort for wliich rest is provided in, this 
yorld. The primary disposition of his nature urged him to pe? 
petual toil ; thq ^eat aim of bis, life. ^e^^n^^j|^|i iDg of his 
• was one of those which admirimtjgLj '^^" 




spIutTl5r'6'gres8C f New idea^ of perfection arise as the former hav^^ 
beiomLlied ; 15i e stud^ent ia njwflyfi nov^r iias attainedS 

j Schiller’s worldly circumaiances, too, were of a kind well cal^ 
culated to prevent ^excess of quietism.. He n g ii>at 

large op fhe ti4f^ - he was crovned with laurels, but without 

%home. His heart, warm and affectionate, fitted to enjoy the, 
domestic blessings which it longed for, was allo^wed to form no 
permanent attachment : he felt that he was unconnected, solitary in 
^e world ; cut off from the exercise of his kindlier sympathies ; or 
if tasting feuch pleasures, it was ‘ snatching them rather than par- 


f . * 
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taking of them calmly.’ The of m?alth and« station 

never entered his mind for an instant : but as years were added 
t^tis age, the delights of peace and continijous comfort were fast 
becoming more acceptable than any other ; and he looked with 
anxiety to have a resting-place amid his wanderings, to be a man 
among; his fellow-men. ^ ^ 

I For all these wishes, SchiUer saw Uiat the only chance of fulfil- 
' ment depended on unwearied perseverance in his literary occupa- 
tions. Yet though his activity was unabated, and the calls on it 
were increasing rather than diminished, its direction was gradually 
changing. The Drama had long been stationary, and of late been 
falling in his esti mation : ^^le difficulti^ of the art, as he viewed 
Tf nf pv^Rprif, and new conquests invited him 

'in other quarters. The latt er part of Gar hs ha ha d written as a 
t ask r ather than a pleasure : he con templated no IkrtEm' undcr- 
taldng connected with the Stag^ "'For a time, indeed, he seemS to 
have wavered among a multiplicity of entcrnriscs : now, solicited 
to this, and no^fonihat, without T)cTng~1ahr6~^to fix decidedly on 
any. The restless ardour of his mind is evinced by the number 
and variety of his attempts ; its fluctuation by the circumstance 
that all of them are either short in extent, or left in the state of 
fragments. Of the former IdiiiT afC his Iv j ^cal •product ions, many 
of which were composed about this period, during ihfevals from 
more serious laboui\s. Tlie character of these performances is 
such as his foimcr writings gave us reason to expect. 

|p, ^sigl-i. tinto lif e^ and a k^ cn and comprehensive sympathy with its 
sorrows and enjoyments, there is combined th aj^ impetuosit y of 
feeling, t hat pomp of thought and imagery which belong peculiarly 
to Sc liillgr. If infj-, ~Drirnin jt was cleai* that his 

mind wiLs qv<qfo\mng \v\ih t.ho elements o f poetry jr dwelling 
among the grandest conceptions, and the boldest or finest emo- 
tions; tliinJdng intensely and profoundly, but decorating its 
thouglits with those graces, which other faculties t han the under- 
standing are required to afibrd them. With these smaller pieces, 
Schiller occupied himself at intervals of leisure throughout the 
' remainder of his life. Some of them are to be classed among the 
most finished efforts of his genius. The Walk, the Song of the Bell, 
contain exquisite delineations of thJ fortunes and history of man ; 
his Bitter Toggenhurg, his 'Cranes of Ihycus, his Hero and Leander, 
are among the most poetical and moving ballads to be found in 
•any language. 

Of these poems, the most noted written about this time, the 
Froethinking of Passion (Freigeisterei der Leidenschaft) , is said to 
have originated in ^roal attacl^ent. The lady, whom some bio- 
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graphers of Schiflier inti’oduce to us by the mysterious designation 
of the * Fraulein A * one of the first beauties in Dresden,’ 
seems to have«nade ^ deep impression on the heart of the poet^^ 
They tell us that she sat for the picture of the princess Ebpli , iij 
his Don Carlos ; that he paid his coui*t to her with -the most im-i 
passioned feiwour, and the extreme of generosity. They add one' 
or two anecdotes of dubious authenticity ; which, as they illustrate 
nothing, but show us only that love could make Schiller crazy, as 
it is said to make all gods and men, we shall use the freedom to 


omit. 

This enchanting and not inexorable spinster perhaps displaced 
the Mnnbeim Laura im va her throne ; but tlie j^allant assiduities, 
which she required^ or allowed, seem not to have abated the zeal 
of her admirer in his more profitable undertakings. Her reign, 
we suppose, was brief, and without abiding influence. Schiller 
never w’rotc or thought with greater diligence than while at Dres- 
clog^ Partially occupied with conducting his TJialia^ or with those 
po e tical performa^es^ his mind was havering among 
a multitude of weightier plans, and seizing with avidity any hint 
that might assist in directing its attemj)ts. To tliis state of feel- 
ing, we arc probably indebted for the Geutersehcj^ s a novel, natural-, 
ised in our circiilatiif^ libraries, by the title of tw’o 

volumes of wiiich w’cre })ubhshed about this time. ’ The Idn^ of_ 
Oliacka, the renowuied Cagliostro.^ w;^s now, playing his dextrou^ 
harrowing uj) the souls of the curious tmd gullible 
oT all ranks in that capital, by various thaumatui*gic feats ; raising 
the dead from their graves ; and, what w^aS^nffTOre to tlie puipose, 


raising himself from the station of a poor Sicilian l£(,jigyu(^to that 
cf n. sumptuous and extravagant count. Th e noise pf his exploits 
ap pears to have given rise ^o th is w^or k of Schiller * s^^ It is an at- 
tempt to exemplify the process ofliood-winking an acute but too 
sensitive man ; of worldng on the lafmif' germ of superstition, 
which exists beneath his outward scci^ticism ; harassing his mind 
by the terrors of magic, — the magic of chemistry an d natural phi-f 
losophy , and natural cunning racked by Uoubts and agonising^ 
fears, and plunging from one depth of dark uncertainty into an-^ 
other, ho is driven at IcngUji to still his scruples in the bosom of 
t he ■Jnfallible Church. The incidents are contrived ^with con6 
siderable address"* displaying a familiar acquaintance, not only^ 
with several branches of science, hut also with some curious forms < 
of life and human nature. One or two characters are forcibly ^ 
drawn; particularly tliat of tho amiable but feeble Count, the( 
Tictim of the operation. The strange Foreigner, with the visage 
of stone, who conduefts the business of mystification, strikes us , 
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also, tlioiigli we see but little of him. The work contains some 
vivid description, some passages of de()p tragical effect : it has a 
vein of keen observation ; in general, a certain ruggfed power, which 
might excite regret that it was never finished. But SchiHer found 
' that his view's had been mistaken : it was thougiit tnat "lie meant 
only to electrify his readers, by an accumulation of surprising hor- 
rors, in a novel of the Mrs. R ad cliffc Jaghifin. He felt, in con- 
sequence, discouraged to proceed : and finally abandoned it. 

Schiller was, in fact, g rowing. tired offi ct ^^^ s writing. Ima- 
gination was with him a strong, not an exclusive, perhaps not even 
» a predominating faculty : jn the s ubhinest flights of hm ge nius,^ 
\ intellect is a quality as conspicuous as any othe^ we arc ^quenCTy^ 
- - - - . - - of the drapery 

grandeur ofllie'thbu gTils^Ihem - 
cultivation of all its powers was 
aTpi^emptory want ; in one so earnest, tlie love of truth was sure to 
be among its strongest passions. Even while revelling, with tln- 
wom ardour, in the dreamy scenes of tlie Imagination, ho had often 
cast a longing look, and sometimes made a hurried iniuad, into the 
calmer provinces of reason : but the 

•#was past, and now more than ever, the love of contemplating or 
painting tilings as they should, be, began to yield to the love of 
Ipowing things as they are. The tendonc} of his mind was 
gradually changing ; he was about to enter on a new field of 
enterprise, where new triumphs awaited him. 

For a time he had hesitated what to choose; at length he bcf!;au 
to think of IJistqiy. As a leading object of pursuit, this promised 
him poniili?i,y advantage s. It was new to him ; and fitted to em- 
Vploy some of his most valuable gifts. I t was ground e d 
/for which, as we have said, his taste w*s now becoming stronger 
its might}" revolutions and events, and the commanding characters 
that figure in it, would likewise p resent him with t hinjgs 
I moving, for which his taste had always been strong. As recordinlT 
/^hejpast t ransa ctio ns, and indica ting the prospects of natiorTsTlt 
comffnbflairto be deli^itful to one, for WEoIh'nbt only human 
nature was a matter of most fascinating speculation, but who 
looked on all mankind with the sentiments of a brother, feeling 
truly what ho often said, that ‘ he had no dearer ivish than to see 
every living mortal happy and contented with his lot.’ iTg all 
thp afi- adYantages another nf np h iimhlfir 801-t was added, butwhicE 
the nature of his situation forbade him to lose sight of. The study 
of History, while it afforded him a subject of continuouSi and regu- 
liar exertion, would also afford him, what was even more essential, 
jthe competence of income for wluch he felt reluctant 


not mor e deli ghted witn tne .grand 
c Toth^s hi^ thoughts, th an with the 
selves. To a mind so restless, the 
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any longer to depend on the resources of poetry, but which the 
produpe of his pen was now the only means he had of realising. 

For these rfasonst he decided on commencing tljie business of 
historian. The composition of Don Carlos had akeady led him to 
investigate the state of Spain under Philip II. ; and, being little 
satisfied with Watson’s cleai* but shallow Work on that reign, he 
had turned to the original sources of information, the writings of 
Grotius, Strada, De Thou, and many others. Investigating these 
with his usual fidelity and eagerness, the Revolt of the Nether- 
lands had » by degrees, become familiar to hisTtWOTgEt'S T “disITift t 
in many jDarts where it was previously obscure ; and attractive, as 
it naturally must be to a temper such as his. He now determined 
that his first historical perfoimance should be a narrative of that 
event. Ho resolved to explore the miputes t r*irp.iinafitfl,np^ pf h|s I 
rise and ijrogrcss; to arrange the materials he might collec t, in a I 
m ore philoso r diical order_; J4o i nterweave witli tkem the genera l 
opinio ns he ha d fornied. or was forming on many points of polity, 
and national or individual character; and, if possible, to animate 
the whole with that warm sympathy, wdiich, in . a lover o f.Ritfiedom. 
this most glorious of her triumphs naturally called forth. 

In the filhny-ny) of KUfdi outline, there w^as scope enough ^ 
for dil igence. But it was not in Schiller’s nature to content hiin- 
self with ordinary efforts ; no sooner did a project take hold of his 
mind, than r allying round^i t aU^his_a£.ppm plishment^ and capa- 
bilities, he str etched it ou t into s omething so magnificcnt., and 
comprehensive, tliat little less than a lifetime would have been 
sufficient to effect it. « This History of the Revolt of tlio Nether- 


lands, which foimed his chief study, he looke d upon but as one, 
t.apf’h ofjthfi._g 3 :eat subjeoLJie. was yet diesrii| ^LiQ en ga ge 
History at large, in all ite barings, j^s_now his final aim ; and 
hii'm’ihcF^vas continually occupied with plans for acquiring, im- 
proving, and diffusing, the knowledge of it. 

Of these plans many never jeached a describable shape ; very 
few reached even partial execution. One of the latter sort was an 
intended History of the most remarkable Gonspircuiies and Revolutions 
in the middle and later ages, A first volume of the work was pub- 
lished in 1787. Schiller’s«part in it was trifling; scarcely more 
than that of a translator and editor. St. Real’s Conspiracy of Bed- 
here furnished with an extended introducl^pliv 
best piece in tlie book. Indeed, St. Real s eems first fn 
' ^Belnim on this task : the AbheTSacT already "Stifled his predilec-^ 
tion for pl(yts and revolutions, and given a fine sample of his powers 
in treating such matters. What Schiller did was to expand this 
idea, and communicate a systematic form to it. His work might 
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have been furious and valuable, had it been completed; but the 
pressure of^ffifer engagements, the necessit^^ of limiting his views 
to the Netherlands, prevented this for the preserSl; it was after- 
wards forgotten, and never carried farther.^ 

Such were Schiller’s occupations while at Dresden ; their ex- 
tent and variety are proof enough tliat idleness W’’as not among his 
vices. It was, in truth, the opposite extreme, in which he erred. 
He wrote and thought with an impetuosity beyond what nature 
always could endure. His intolerance of interruptions first put 
him on the pla n pf ^ studying bv nigh^ : an alluring but pernicious 
practice, which began at Dresden, and was never afterwards for- 
saken. His recreations breathed a similar spirit ; he loved to bo 
much alone, and strongly moved. The banks of the Elbe were 
the favourite resort of his mornings : liere wandering in solitude 
amid gi'oves and lawns, and green and beautiful places, he aban- 
doned his mind to delicious musings ; watched the fitful cuiTcnt 
of his thoughts, as tliey came sweeping through liis soul in their 
vague, fantastic, gorgeous forms; pleased himself with the tran- 
sient images of memoiy and hope ; or meditated on tlie cares and 
studies which had lately been employing, and were again soon to 
employ him. At times, he might be seen floating on the river in 
a gondola, feasting himself with the loveliness of earth and sky. 
He delighted most to be thei e, when t .ATnpAgt& nbr^a^l ; his 
unquiet spirit found a solace in the expression of his own unrest 
on the face of Nature ; danger lent a chaim to his situation ; he 
felt in harmony with the scene, when the rack was sweepin g 
stormfullv across the heavens, and the foi^sts were sounding in 
the breeze, and the river was rolling its chafed waters into wild 
eddying heaps. 

Yet before the darkness summoned ifim exclusively to his tasks, 
Schiller commonly devoted a portion of his day to the pleasures 
of society. Could he have found eiQbyhieTSt in the flatteries of ad- 
miring hospitality, his present fame would have procured them for 
'him hi abundance. But these things were not to Schiller’s taste. 
-Ifis opinion of the ‘ flesljL-flies * of Leipzig we have 'already seen : 
he retained the same sentiments throughout all his life. T he iHpa. 
of-hfi llig what we eall a hog is offensive enough tn any not 

more than common va nity, or less than comm on understan SiSa^ 
it was doubly offensive to him. His pndo ft»d^Sis“^noHesty al^[ 
forbade it. The delicacy of his nature, aggravated into shyness 
<,J)y his education and his habits, rendered situations of display 
more than usually painful to him ; the di^ito vroiteTmmtium was a 
celebratiou-he was far from covoting. In th^ circles of 
^sJiion l^ appeared unwillingly, and seldom to a dvanta ge : their 
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glitter and parade ^.§rfi. ibreign to l iis dispos ition ; tlieir strict cerep 
firATnped the j jay of lii s mind. H emmeS in, as by invisible 
fences, among the intricate bmriers of etiquette, so feeble, so in- 
violable, he felt constrained and helpless; alternately chagrined 
and indignant. 3^^ yaa the giant among pi g mies; Gulliver , in| 
Lilliput^ tied down a thousand packthreads. But there wer^ 
m ore congenial mj nds. with whom he could associate ;' more fa-] 
miliar scenes, in which he found the pleasures hC Tvas seeking.^ 
Here Schiller was himself; frank^ unembarrass ed, pliant to the 
humoui* of the bmir was 

at once in rare and simple charms. Besides the intellectual rich^ g. 
whicli it car ried,with it, the re "t^as that flo w of Kindliness an d im- 
a3^t M goo d humour, wdiich can_render dulness itself agreeablbl 
Schiller had many friend^ in Dresden, w ho loy p jf a s 
while they admired him as a. writer . Their intercourse wSs of the 
land he likedTsober, as well as free and mirthful. It was the care- 
less, calm, honest effusion of his feelings that he wai^ted, not the 
noisy t^ults.4:;^coarsc delirium of dissipation. For this, under 
any orits forms, helil; no^ lime Ihow^lhe’ smallest relish. 

A visit to Weiq^ar had long been one of Schiller’s projects : ho < 
now first accomnlishg ^ it in^y^ Saxony hQ,^been, f qr ages , 
Attict ^ (j^^many ; and '^mmar had; of late, become it s 

InTtliis literary city, Schiller found what he expected, sympJJSy 
and brotlierhopd with men of kindred minds. To Goethe he was 
not introduced but H erder and Wmlp id rece ived him ’with a 
cordial _ welgo g^e ; witli the latter he soon formed a most friendl}^ 
intimacy. "V yieland, grmyn gray 

j p the s ervige : SchiUeFreve?®w^Qimaar7mther, ^d he was ^ 
tfeah-d'by him as a son. ‘We shall have bright hours,* he said 
* Wieland is still young, wdfen he loves.’ Wieland had long edited 
the Deutsche Merc ur : in consequence of their connexion, Schiller 
now took part in contributing to that work. Some of his smaller 
poems, one or two fragments of the History of the Netherlands, 
and tlie Letters on Don Carlos^ first appeared here. His own Thalia j 
still continued to come out at Leipzig. With these for his inci*! 
dental employments, with the Belgian Revolt for his chie f study ^l 
and the best society in GAjmahy for his leisure, Schiller felt noi 

co ntented l ito 


‘ You know the men,* he writes, ‘ of whom Germany is proud; a 

* Herder, a Wieland, with their brethren ; and one wall now en- 

* closes me and them. What excellencies are in Weimar ! In tliis 

' Boering says, * Goethe was at this time absent in Italy an error, as will 
by and by appear. 
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‘ city, at least in this territory, I mean to settle for life, and at 
‘ ^ength once more to get a counti'y.' ^ 

^ So occupied and so intentioned, he continued io reside at Wei- 
mar. Some months after his arrival, he received an invitation 
from his early patroness and kind protectress, Ma£am von Woll- 
^ zogen, to come and visit her at Bauerha^Ji. ScBlIIer went ac- 
eSrdttigly to this his ancient city of refuge ; he again found all 
the warm hospitality, which he had of old experienced when its 
character could less be mistaken ; but his excursion thither pro- 
duced more lasting effects than this. At Rudolstadt, where he 
stayed for a time on occasion of this journey, he met with a new 
friend. It was here that he first saw the ^a 

lady whose attractions made him loath to leave Rudolstadt, aird 
eager to return. 

Next year he did return ; he lived from 
there or in the neighbourhood. He was busy as usual, and he 
visited the Lcngefeld family almost every day. Schiller’s views 
on marriage*, his longing for ‘ a civic and domestic existence,’ wo 
already know. ‘ To be united with a person,’ he had said, ‘tliat 

* shares our sorrows and our joys, that responds to our feelings, 
‘that moulds herself so pliantly, so closely to our humours ; re- 
Ijiosing on her calm and warm affection, to relax our spirit from 

‘ a thousand distractions, a thousand wild wishes and tumultuous. 
‘ passions ; to dream away all the bitterness of foriune, in the bo- 

* som of domestic enjoyment ; this is the true delight of life.’ Some 
years had elapsed since he expressed these sentiments, which 
time had confirmed, not weakened: the presence of the Fraulcin 
Lengefeld awoke them into fresh t^tivity. He loved this lady ; 
the return of love, with which she honoured him, diffused-a- sun- 
shine over all his troubled world; and, if the wish op being her’s 
excited more impatient thoughts about the settlement of his con- 
dition, it also gave him fresh strength to attain it. He was full of 
occupation, while in Eudolstadt; ardent, serious, but not unhappy. 

, His literaiy projects were proceeding as before ; and, besides the 
' enjoyment of virtuous love, he had that of intercourse with many 
worthy and some Idndred minds. 

Among these, the chief in all resf>ects was Goethe. It was 
during his present visit, that Schiller first met with this illustrious 
person ; concerning whom, both by reading and report, his expec- 
tations had been raised so high. No two men, both of exalted 
genius, could be possessed of more 'different sorts of excellence, 
than the. two that were now brought logether, in a lar^e company 
mutual friends. The English reader may form some ap- 
proximate conception of the contrast, by figuring an interview 
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between Shalcspeare ami Milton. How gifted, how diverse, in 
their gifts ! The min^ of the one plays calmly, in its c apriciou s c 
and inimitable graces, over all the provinces of human int^ir^st ; 
the other concentrates powers as vast, but far less yarious, on a 
few subjects ; the one is catholic, the other is sectarian. The first 
is endowed with an all-comprehending spirit; slgUe d, as i thy-per- 
sonal experience^ in all the modes of human passion and opinion ; 
therefore, telerant of all ; peaceful, collected ; fighting for no class 
of men o r princiQe^rather looking on the world, and the various 
battles \v^gTn^h it, with the quiet eye of one aheady reconciled 
to the futility of their issues ; but pouring over all the forms of 
many-coloured life the light of a deep and subtle intellect, and the 
decorations of an overflowing fancy; and allowing men-and th ings , 
( ofLi^ry shape apd hue to have tlieir own free scope in his concep- 
^ion , as fhcy have it in tUe world where Providence has place!! 
them. The other is earnest, devoted; struggl ing with a thousand 
naighty pr ojects of improveinent ; feeling more inteiis^ as he feels 
more narrowly ; rejecting vehemently, choosing vehemently; at war 
with the one half of things, in love with the other half ; hence dis- 
satisfied, impetuous, without internal rest, and scarcely conceiving 
the possibility of sucl^a state. Apart from the di fference of their 
opinions and mental culture ,. Shakspeare and Milton seem to have 
Mood in some “ihcli'* reration as this to each other, in regard to the" 
primary ^f TPipfe , So like^dse, in many points, was ' 

it with Goethe and Schiller. The external circumstances of the 
4ayp were, moreover, such as to augment their several peculiarities. 
Goethe was in las tliirty-nip.thj^ear ; and had long since found his 
proper rank and settlement indife. Schiller was ten years younger, 
and otill without a fixed destiny ; on both of which accounts, his 
fund a m ental scheme ofithoight, the principles by which he judged 
and acted, and maintained his individuality, although they might 
be settled, were less Jikely to be sobered and matured. In these 
circumstances we can hardly wonder that on Schiller’s part Jthe_^ 
first impression was not very pleasant. Goethe sat talldng of Italy, 
and art, and travelling, and a thousand other subjects, with that 
flow of brilliant and deep sense, sarcastic humour, knowledge, 
fancy, and good nature, whifti is said to render him the best talker 
now alive.^ Schiller looked at him in quite a different mood ; ^ 

. t. increased under the influepce of a man 

so Opposite in charactefT'so potent in resources, so singular and 
so expert ip using them ; a man whom he could not agree with, 
and knew 5ot how to contradict. Soon after their interview, he 
thus writes ; ^ 


1825. 
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* On the whole, this personal meeting has not at all diminished 
the idea, great as it was, which I had previcjusly farmed of Goethe ; 
but I doubt whether we shall ever come into any close communi- 
cation with each other. IVluch that still interests me has already 
iiad i ts epoch with hirgj^ His whole nature is, from its ver^ ori- 
gin, other wise constructed than mine ; his world is not my world; 
our modes of coneeiving things appear to be essentially different. 
From such a combination, no secure, substantial intimacy can 
result. Time will try.’/J/ 

The aid of time was n^t, in fact, unnecessaiy. On the part of 
Goethe, there existed pre pos sessions no less hostile ; and derived 
from sources older and deeper than the present transitoiy meet- 
ing, to the discontents of which they probably contributed. He 
himself has lately stated them with his accustomed frankness and 
good humour, in a paper, part of which some readers may peruse 
with an interest more than merely biographical. 

' On my return from Italy,’ he says, ‘ where I had been endea- 

* vouring to train myself to greater purity and precision in rfll de- 

* partments of art, not heeding what meanwhile was going, on in 
‘ Gennany, I found here some older and some more recent works 
‘ of poetry, enjoying high esteem and widegch’culation, while uii- 

* happily their character to me was utterly offensive. 1 shall only 

* mention Heinse’s Ardinglielh, and Schiller’s liohhers. The first 

* I hated for its having undertaken to exhibit sensuality and mys- 

* tical abstruseness, ennobled and supported by creative art : the 

‘ last, because in it, the very paradoxes moral and dramatic, from~ 
‘ vi^ilc^n was struggling liberated, had been laid hold of by 
‘ a powerful though an immature genius, and poured in a bound- 
‘ less inishing flood over all our counhj. 

Neither of these gifted inHividuais did I blame for what he 
‘ had performed or purposed : it is the nature and the privilege of 

* every mortal to attempt w'orking in his own peculiar way ; he at- 

* tempts it first without culture, scarcely with the consciousness 

* of what he is about ; aiid continues it wuth consciousness increas- 
*ing as his culture increases ; whereby it happens that so many 

* exquisite and so many paltiy things are to be found circulating 
‘ in the world, and one perplexity is sSen to rise from the ashes of 

* another. 

‘ But the rumour which these strange productions had excited 

* over Germany, the approbation paid to tliem by every class of 
‘ persons, from the wild student to the polished court-^ady, fright- 

* ened me ; for I now thought all my laboui was to prove in vain ; 

* objects and the way of handling them, to which I had been 

* exercising all my po Ters, appeared as if defaced and set aside. 
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* And what grieved me still more was, that all the friends con- 

* nected mth me, Heinrich Meyer, and Moritz, as well as their 

* fellow-artists Tftchbein and Bury, seemed in danger of the hke 
‘ contagion. I was much hurt. Had it been possible, I would 
‘ have abandoned the study of creative art, and the practice of 
‘ poetry altogether ; for where was the prospect of surpassfcig those 
‘ performances of genial worth and wild form, in the qualities 
‘ which recommended them ? Conceive my situation. It had 
‘ been^ my object juid my task to oherjah-^aiui impaxt the i^wr^^st 
‘ exhibitions of poetic art ; and here was I hemmed in between Ar- 
‘ Jiiighello and Franz von Moor ! 

‘ it happened also about tliis time that Moritz returned from 
‘ Italy, and stayed with me awhile ; during which, he violently con- 
‘ firmed himself and me in these persuasions. I avoided Schiller, 

‘ who was now at Weimar, in my neighbourhood, l^ho appearan^e^ 

* o f Carlos was not calculated to appropmatc us ; the attempts,^ 

* of our common friends I resisted ; and thus we still continued to 

* go on our way apart.’ 

.By degrees, however, both parties found that they had been 
mistaken. The course of accidents brought many things to light, 
which had been hidden ; the true character of eacli became un- 
folded more and more completely to the other; and the cold, 
measured tribute of respect was on both sides animated and ex- 
alted by feelings of kindness, and ultimately of affection. Ere long, 
Schiller had by gratifying proofs discovered that ‘ this Goctiip 
was a very worthy and Goethe, in his love of genius, and 

zeal for (he interests of literature, was performing for Schiller the 
essential duties of a friend, even while his personal repugnance 
continued unabated. 

A strict simil^ty of ctefapters^is not nccessaiy', or perhaps 
VeiyT^mmable, to friendship!. To render it complete, each party 
must no doubt be competent to understand the other ; both must 
be possessed of dispositions kindred in their great lineaments ^ 
hut the pleasure of comparing our ideas and emotions is height- J 

g ened, when there is ‘ lilveness in unJjikGiiee^/ same s entiment s^ i 
Xj^jQiuD^Tmn^v RoussSSu cqn^ to be t^ ‘ b'e si inatcrial of 
idsjiip, : reciprocity of kind words jainl actions is more cfejitual 
I all. Luther loved Melancthon; Johnson was not more the 
Ifriend' of Bdmund Burke tban of poor old Hiv Levitt. Goethe and 
’Schiller met again ; as they ultimately came to live together, and 
to see eaclj other oftener, they liked each other better ; they be- 
came assocfktes, friends ; and the harmony of their intercourse, 
strengthened by many subsequent comi^nities of object, was i 
never intemipted, till death put an end to it. Goethe, ^ his time, 
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ha,a doiie many ^glorious things ; but few on which he should look 
back with greater pleasure than his treatment of Schiller. Lite- 
rary frien dships are said to be^eMi3otiV,&d o^‘rare occurrence: 
tile rivalry oFmt^irest disturbs ^iieir continuance; a jijalry gyggter, 
where the subject of competition is one so vague, iS^al^fiuKeT^d 
fiuctuai^g, as the favour of the public ; where the feeling to be 
gratified is one so nearly allied to vanity, the most irritable, arid, 
and selfish feeling of the human heait. Had Goey^he's prime mo- 
tive been the l ove of fam e, he must have viewed with repugnance, 
not the misdirection but the t^enls of the rising genius, advancing 
with such rapid strides to dispute with him the palm of intellectual 
primacy, nay as the million thought, already in possession of it ; 
and if a sense of his own dignity had withheld him from offering 
obstructions, or uttering any whisper of discontent, there is none 
but a truly patrician spirit that would cordially have offered aid. 
To being sccrcHy hostile and openly indifferent, the next resource 
was to enact the patron ; to solace vanity, by helping the rival 
whom he could not hinder, and who could do without his help. 
Goethe adopted neither of these plans. It reflects much credit on 
him that he acted as he did. Eager to forward Schiller’s views by 
exerting all the influence within his power, he succeeded in effect- 
ing this ; and what was still more difficult,Tn suffering the charac- 
ter of bcnofarjtor to merge in that of equal. They became not 
friends onlj^ but fellow-labourers : a connection productive of im- 
pOTlluir’'CDTiOTqhonces^ in The history of both, particularly of the 
younger and more undirected of the two. 

Meanwhile, the History of the Revolt of the United Netherlands 
was in part before the world ; the first volume came out in 1798. 
Schillei’s former writings had given proofs of powers so great and 
various, such an extent of general intellectual strength, and so 
deep an acquaintance, both practical and scientific, with the art of 
composition, that in a subject hke history^ nrAinflry w^r k was 
to be IniikcfJ for from his hands. With diligence in accumulating 
materials, and patient care in elaborating them, ho could scarcely 
fail to attain dis tinguish ed exce henge. The present volume was 
well calculated to fulfil such expectations. The Revolt of the Ne- 
, therlands possesses all the common ^requisites of a good history, 
^|ind many which are in some degree peculiai* to itself. The infor- 
mation it conveys is minute and copious ; we have all the circum- 
stances of the case, remote and„near, set distinctly before us. Yet, 
siiclils the skill of the arrangement, these are at once bri(8fly:.Mid 
impressively presented. The work is not stretched oisi intpjuson- 
{ tiijLjious narrative; but gathered up into masses, ■wdircE are suc- 
'^e^Tvely ej^bited to view, the minor facts being grouped around 
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some leading one, to which, as to the central object, our attention 
is chiefly directed. This method of combining the details of events, 
of proceeding a8*twei^,ptfr saltum^ fvom eminence to eminenoe, ' 
and tlienco surveying the "surrounding scene, is undoubtedly the 
most philosophical of any : but few men are equal to the task of 
effecting it rightly. It must be executed by a mind able to look 
at all its facts at once ; to disentangle their perplexities, referring 
each to its pr^er head ; and to choose, often with extreme ad- 
dress, the station from which the reader is to view them. Without 
this, or with this inadequately done, a work on such a j^lan would 
he intolerable. Schiller has accomplished it in great perfection ; 
the whole scene of affairs was evidently clear before his own eye, 
and he did not want expertness to discriminate and seize its dis- 
tinctive features. T he bond of cause and consecnuence he nevei * 
Righi. of; and o^r'each successive portion of 1ns narrative 
he pours that flood of intellectual and imaginative brillianc}^ which 
all his prior writings had disjilaycd. His reflections, expressed or 
implied, are the fruit of strong, comprehensive, penetrating thought. 
^ t5j§^^®criptions are vivid ; h jjs charact ers are stud i ed with a kee n 
and set before us in their mostTsffilaug points of view ; 
those of Egmont and Orange occur to eveiy reader as a rare union 
of per^icacity and eloquence. The work has a look of order ; of 
beam^oihed to calm reposing force. Had it been completed, it 
radght have ranked as the ‘very best of Schiller’s prose composi- 
tions. But no se cond volume ever came to light ; and tiie first 
concludes at the entrance of Alba into Brussels. Two fragments 
alone, 37zS?S5^an3*^e Passage of Alba's Army, both 

living pictures, show us still farther what he might have done had 
he proceeded. The surpassing and often highly picturesque move- 
ments of this War, the do’^otedness of the Butch, their heroic 
achievement of liberty, were not destined to be painted bj" the 
glowing pen of Schiller, whose heart and mind were alike so quali- 
fied to do them justice.^ 


The accession of reputation, which this work jirocured its au- 
thor, was not the only or the principal advantage he derived from 
it. Eichhom, Professor of History, was at this time about to leave 
the University of Jena:^ GoqJ,he had already introduced his new 
acquaintance Schiller to the special notice of Amelia, the accom- 
plished Regent of Sachsen-Weimar; he now joined* with Voigt, 
the head Chaplain of the Court, in soliciting the vacant chair for 


* If wo mistake not, Madame de Stael, in her Rivolvtion Frangaise, had 
this performaiWie of Schiller’s in her eye. Her work is constructed on a similar 
thou|;h a rather looser plan of arrangement : the execution of it bears the same 
^•elation to thai of Schiller ; it is less irregular ; more ambitious in its rhetoric ; 
inferior in precision, though often not in force of thought and imagery. 
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him. Seconded by .the general voice, and the^ persuasion of the 
Princess herself, he succeeded. ScliiJLli3X-was>^^^ Pr^diasaor 

qj b Jena ; ho went thither in 1789. e ^ 

With Scliiller’s removal to Jena begins a new epoch in his pub- 
lic and private life, gis connexion with Goethe here first ripened 
into friendship, and becaiSe secured and cemeiiled by frequency 
of iDtercourse.^ Jena is but a few miles distant from Weimar; 
and tile two friends, both settled in public offices ^Silonging to the 
same Government, had daily opportunities of interchanging visits. 
Schiller’s wanderings were now concluded : with a heart tired of 
so iluctiiating an existence, but not despoiled of its capacity for 
relibhing a calmer one ; with a mind experienced by much and 
varied intercourse witli men ; full of knowledge and of plans to 
turn it to account, he could now repose himself in the haven of 
domestic t*omlbrts, and look forward to days of more unbroken 
exertion, and more wholesome and permanent enjoyment than 
hitherto had fallen to his lot. In the February following liis set- 
tlement at Jena, Ixe obtained the hand of Frauleiu Lengefeld; a 
hap]jiness, with the prospect of which he had long associated all 
the pleasures which ho hoped for from the future. A few months 
after this event, ho thus expressed himsclf^in writing to a friend : 

‘ Life is quite a different thing by the side of a beloved wife, 

‘ than so forsaken and alone ; even in Summer. Beautiful Nature ! 

' 1 now for the first time fully enjoy it, live in it. The world again 
‘ clothes itself around me in poetic fomis ; old feelings are again 
‘ awakening in my breast. What a life I am leading here ! I look 
‘ with a glad mind around me ; my heart finds a perennial con- 
‘ tentment without it ; my spirit so fine, so refreshing a nourish- 
‘ ment. I\Ty existence is settled in l^armonious composure ; not 
‘ strained and impassioned, but peaceful and clear. I look to my 
‘ future destiny with a cheerful heart ; now when standing at the 
‘ wished-lbr goal, I wonder with myself how it all has happened, 

‘ so far bcjyoiid my expectations. Fate has conquered the diffi- 
‘ cullies for me ; it has, I may say, fo/ced me to the mark. From 
‘ the future 1 expect everything A few years, and I shall live in 
‘ the full enjoyment ’ of my spirit ; najf, I think my very youth will 
‘ bo 1 cnewed ; an inward poetic life will give it me again.’ 

' \ To what extent these smiling hopes were realised will be seen 
in the next and concluding Part of this Biography. 

' Tho obstacles to thrir union have already been described in the words of 
Goethe ; the stops by which these were surmounted, are desertoed by him in 
the same paper with equal minuteness and effect. It is interesting, but cannot 
bo inserted here. See Appendix, No. 8. 
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FROM HIS SETTLEMENT AT JENA TO HIS DEATH. 

^ ( 1790 - 1805 .) 

The duties of his new office naturally called upon Schiller to de- 
vote himself -with double zeal to History: a subject, which from 
choice he had ah eady entered on with so much eagerness. In the 
study of it, we have scon above how his ^sixongeat faculti e s and 
^tastes were exorcised and gratified : and new opportunities were 
now combined with new motives for persisting in his efforts. Con- 
cerning the plan or the success of his academical nrelcction s. wo 
have s(!in'coly any notice : in his class, it is said, he used most 
fiequently to speak e:ftempore; and his deliy^^y was not 
guished by fluency or grace, a circximstance to be 
agitation of a public appearance ; for, as TZoItm ann assures us, 

* the beauty, the elegance, ease, and true in^truetTveness with 
‘ which he could continuously exjiress himself in private, were 
‘ acknowdedged and admired by all his friends.' His matter , we 
suppose, would iimko amends for th ese d eficie ncie s of mapner : to 
judge from his lecture, presSred inliis works, with 

the title, IVjLat is Universal Ijistory, and with what viens should it he 
studied, there perhaps has never been in Europe another course of 
history sketched out on principles so n^agnificent and philosophi-^ 
col ^ But college exercises w^cre far^rom oemg Ills ultimate object, ( 
nor did he r^st satisfied with mere visions of perfection : tlie com- j 
Jia§5_of Jthe outline he had traced^ for a proper Historian, was 
scarcely greater than the assiduity with which he strove to fill it i 
up. His letters breathe a spirit not only of diligence but of ardour; 

' The paper entitled Hints on tile Origin of Human Society, as indicated %n 
the Mosaic Records, the Mission of Moses, the Laws of Solon and Lycurgus, are 
pieces of the very highest order ; full of strength and beauty ; deheious to tho 
lovers of that plastic philosophy, which employs itself in giving form and life 
the 'dry bonds' of those antique events, that ho before us so inexplicable in the 
brief and eni^atic pages of their chroniclers. Tho Glance over Europe at the 
period ofthejirst Crusade; the Times of the Emperor Frederick L; the Troubles 
in France, are also masterly sketches, in a simpler and more common styla 
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ne seems intent wit«, all nis strengm upon tnis fresh pursuit ; ana 
delighted with the vast prospects of untouched and attractive spe- 
culation, which were opening around him cm eve^ side. He pro- 
fessed himself to be ‘ exceedingly contented with his business his 
,>^ideas on the nature of it were acquiring both extension and dis- 
' jizictQess ; and every moment of his leisure -waa employed in re- 
ducing them to practice. He was now busied with the History of 
ike Thirty-Years War. 

'This work, which appeared in lI’Ol, is ^on^dered by the Ger- 
man critics as his chief performance in this department of lite- 
rature : The Revolt of the Netherlands, the only one which could 
have vied with it, never was completed ; otherwise, in our opinion, 
it might have been suiierior. Either of the two would have suf- 
ficed to secure for Schiller a distinguished rank among historians, 
of the class denominated philosophicj^ ; though even both to- 
gether, they afford but a feeble exemplification of the ideas which 
I he entertained on the manner of composing history. In his view, 

I the business of liistoiy is not merely to record, but to interpret; 
i it involves not only a clea^^xuiiception and aTively exposjLtiofi of 
'events and characters, Imt a sound, enlightened theory of indi- 
^vidual and nj^tiojaal„jnprality, a general philosojiliy of human life, 
whereby to judge of them, and measure Ttieir ellects. The his- 
torian now stands on higher ground, takes-in a wider range than 
those that went before him ; he can now survey vast tracts of hu- 
man action, and deduce its laws from an experience extending 
over many climes and ages. With his ideas, moreover, his feel- 
ings ought to be enlarged : he should regard the interests not of 
any sect or state, but of mankind ; the progress not of aiiy class of 
arts or opinions, but of universal happiness and refinement. His 
nan'ative, in short, should be moi\ldq^d according ta the scien'cey 
and impregnated with the liberal siiirit of his time. 

Voltaire is generally conceived to have invented and introduced 
a new method of composing history ; the chief historians that have 
followed him have been by way of eminence denominated philo- 
sophical. This is hardly correct. Voltaire wrote history with 
gi eater talent, but scarcely with a new species of talent : he ap- 
plied the ideas of the eighteenth ceptury to the subject; but in 
this there was nothing radically new. ^n the hands of a thinking 
writer history has always been ‘ rthilosonh v teac^]ijT)g hv e xpnri- 
^ c q that is, such philosophy asTEe^ige of 
afforded. F or a Greek or Roman, it w'as natural to look upon eventa 
with an eye to'*TEeir effect on his own city or country^j and to try 
them by a code of principles, in which the prosperity or extension 
, of this formed a leading object. For a Tn^oTikiah chronicle r, it was 
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natural to estimate the progress of affairs by the number of abbeys 
founded ; the virtue of men, by the sum-total of donations to the 
clergy. And fo» a ihijycesL.<lltfe?.pi^esent day, it is equally natural 
to measure the occurrences of history by quite a different standard : 
by their influence upon the general destiny of man, their tendency 
to obstruct or to forward him in his advancement towards liberty, 
knowledge, true religion, and dignity of mind. Each of these nar- 
rators simply measures by the scale which is considered for the 
time as expressing the great concerns and duties of humanity. 

g dller's views on this matter were, as might have" 1)6611 ex- 
the mos^ enlarged kind. ‘ It seems to me,' said he in 
one of his letters, ‘ttat iii^winShg histoiy for the moderns, we 
* should try to communicate to it such an interest as the History 
‘ of the Peloponnesian War had for the Greeks. Now this is the 
‘ problem TTcT choose and arrange your materials su that, to in- 
* tercst, they shall not need the aid of decoration. We moderns? 
‘ hat^e a source of interest at our disposal, which no Greek or Ro- 
‘ man was acquainted with, and which the does 

* not nearly equal. This last, in general, is chiefly of importance 
* for unripe nations, for the youth of the world. But we may ex- 
‘ cite a very different sort of interest if we represent each remark- 
‘ able occurrence thaft happened to men as of importance to 
* It is a poor and little aim to write for one nation ; a philosophic 
* spirit cannot tolerate such limits, cannot bound its views to a 
‘ fonn’of human nature so arbitrary, fluctuating, accidental. The 
‘ most powerful nation is b ut a fragm ent.; and thinking minds 
‘ will not grow warm on its account, except in so far as this na- 
‘ tion or its fortunes have been influential on the progress of the 
‘ species.' 

* That there is not some excess in this comprehensive cosmopo- 
litan philosophy, may perhaps be liable to question NatufSTHer- 
self has, wisely no doubt, partitioned us into ‘ kmdreds, and nations, 
and tongues it is among our instincts to grow warm in behalf of 
our country, simply for its own sake ; and the business of Reason 
seems to be to c haste n and direct our instincts, never to destroy 
them. We require in<j.ividualityjn our attachments : the sympathy 
which is expanded over all iaen, wuTT cbrnmonlylbe found so much 
attenuated by the process, that it cannot be effective on any. And 
as it is in nat ure, so it is in art^ which ough t to be the image of it. 
tIaKfitad 

rule of conduct; and the ‘ progress of the specie^* will turn out 
®^liy unSfted for deeply exciiip,^ the imagination. Itis-'not 
ffeedoin SSf^e pan sympathise, but with free men. There 
ought, indeed, to be in histoiy a spirit superior to petty distinc- 
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tions and vulgar partialities; our j)articular affectipns ought to be 
enlightened and puiified ; but they should not be^abandoned^ or, 
stich is the condition of humanity, our fe^ings enust evaporate 
and fade away in that extreme diffusion. Perhaps, in a certain 
sense, the sui‘est mode of pleasing and instructing all nations is to 
A write for one. 

^ too Schiller was aware of, and had in part attended to. 

^Besides, the Thirty-Years War is a subject in which nationality of 
' feeling may be even wholly spoiled, better than in almost any other. 
It is not a German tot a EnrapcmEuhject ; it forms the conclud- 
ing poitioii of the Kefojr nif^Q^b anfflliiSTis an event belonging not 
to any country iiT particular, but to the human race. Yet, if we 
mistake not, this over-tendency to generalisation, both in thought 
and sentiment, ^s ratlier'liurt tlic present work. The pliiloso- 
i?y- with ^vhicli it is emhued, now and then grows vague from 
its abstractness, ineffectual from its refinement : the enthusiasm 
which peiwados it, elevated, strong, enlightened, would have told 
better on our hearts, had it been confined within a naiTower space, 
and directed to a more specific class of objects. In his extreme 
attention to the i^hilosophical aspects of the period, Schiller has 
neglected to take advantage of many interesting circumstances, 

, which it offered under other points of The Thirty -Years 

' abounds with what may be called picturesgueness in its 
events, and still more in the condition of the people who earned 
Jt on. TTarte’s Hlstorij of Gustavus, a wilderness which mere hu- 
man patience seems unable to explore, is yet enlivened hei^'e and ' 
there with a clieerful spot, when he tells us of some scalade or 
camisado, or speculates on troopers rendered bullet-proof by ai't 
magic. His chaotic records have, in fact, afforded to our Novelist 
the raw materials of Du gald DalgeUy,*, cavalier of thf3 _most singu- 
lar equipment, of character and manners which, for miiny yeasons, 
merit study and description. To much of this, though, as he 
afterwai'ds proved, it was well known to him, Schiller paid com- 
paratively small attention ; his work lias lost in liveliness by the 
omission, more than it has gained in dignity or instructiveness. 

Y('t, with all its imperfections, this is no ordinary history. Tho 
speculation, it is true, is not alwayscof the land we "vvish; it ex- 
cludes more moving or enlivening topics, and sometimes savours 
of tile iiiexp(’rionced theorist who had passed his days remote from 
piaetieal statesmen; the subject has not sufficient unity; in spite 
of every effort, it breaks into fragments towards the conclusion; 
but still there is an ^ vigorous beauty in the'woik, which 

far more than redeems its failings. Great thoughts at every turn 
^ tUTGst oui attention, and mq,}^e us pause to confinn oy qonjradict 
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tliem ; some vr^d of events and 

men, remind us of the author of Fieseo and Don Carlos. The charac- 
ters of Gustavits and Wallenstein are finely developed in the course 
of the narrative. Tilly’s pa ssage of the Lech, the battles of Leipzig 
and Liitzen figure in our recollection, as if our ey'eslhadwith^^^ 
them: the (jleath ^£Gustavus is described in terms which might 
draw ^iron tear^* from"iEhe"'eyes of veterans.^ If Schiller had in- 
clined to dwell upon the mere visual or imaginative department of 
his sul>ject, no man could have painted it more graphically, or 
better called forth our emotions, sympathetic or romantic. But 
this, we have seen, was not by any means his leading aim. 

‘ On the who le, the present work is still the best hist orical per- 
fqrmance which Germany can boast of. Muller’s histories are dis^ 
tinguislied by merits of another sort; by condensing, in a given 
space, and h oquently in lucid order, a quantity of information, 
copious and authentic beyond example; but as intellectual pro- 
ductions, they c<mnot rank with Schiller’s. Woltmann of Berlin 
has added to the Thiyty-Years War, another work of equal size, by 
way ol continuation, entitled History of the Peace of Munster; with 
the first negotiations of which treaty the former concludes. Wolt- 
maiiii is a person of ability; but we dare not say of him, what 
Wicland said of Sclliller, that by his first historical attempt h© 

‘ has disco verecl. a decided capability of rising to a leveL.'Wiih 
* Hume, Kobertson, and O'ibbon.’ He will rather rise to a level 
with Belsliain or Smollett. 


This first complete specimen of Schiller’s art in the historical 
department, though but a small fraction of what he meant to do, 
and could have doue, proved in fact to be the last he ever under- 
took. At present very ditf«reiit cares awaited him: in 1791 , a fit, of 
sickness overtook him ; he had to exchange the inspiring labours 
of iiteiature, for the disgusts and disquietudes of physical disease, 
m®. disorder, which had its seat in the ches^ was violent and 
tlii*eatcniiig ; and though nature overcame it in the present in- 
etaiiee, the blessing of eijilire health B SYSi more, xetaraed to him. 

severe affliction seemed to be tho unceag^gg 
and anxiety of mind, in wMch his days had hitherto been passed : 
his frame, which, though tall, had never been robust, was too 


A 7 A scarcely meet with one so happy, as that in the Revolt of the 

•^etkerlands, where ho finishes his picture of tho gloomy silence and dismay 


tftat reipied m Brussels, on the first oiitranco of Alba, by this striking simile : 
iNow that Cho City had received the Spanish General within its walls, it had 
the air ns of a man that has drunk a cup of poison, and with shuddering ex- 
pcctation watches, every moment, for its deadly aerenev.* 

“ See Appendix, No. 4. ^ a .r 
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-W^eak for the vehement and sleepless soul that jd welt withii^t; and 
the habit of nocturnal had, no doubt, aggravated all the 

other mischiefs. "T?ver since his residence al; Dre^en, his consti- 
tutioD had been weakened ; but this rude shock at once shattered 
Its remaining strength ; for a time the strictest precautions were 
required barely to preserve existence. A total cessation fipm every 
intellectual effort was one of the most peremptory laws prescribed 
to him. Schiller’s habits and domestic circumstances equally re- 
belled against this measure; with a beloved wife depending on 
him for support, inaction itself could have procured him little rest. 
His case seemed hard ; his prospects of innocent felicity had been 
too banefully obscured. Yet in this painful and difficult position, 
I m jdid not yield to despondency; and at length, jisystaimc, and 
partial deliveran^celTeached him from a very unexpected quarter. 
Schiller had ndtTong been sick, when the hereditary Prince, now 
reigning Duke of HolalfiijQcAuguster^urg jointly with the Count 
Von Schimmelmann, conferred on him a pension of a thousand 
crowns for three years.^ No stipulation was added, but merely that 
he should be careful of his health, and use every attention to re- 
cover. This speedy and generous aid, moreover, was presented 
with a delicate politeness, which, as Schiller said, touched him 
more than even the gift itself. We should remember this Count 
and this Duke ; they .deserve some admiration and some envy. 
i This disorder introduced a melancholy change into Schiller’s 
' circumstances : he had now another enemy to strive with, a secret 
and fearful impediment to vanquish, in which much resolute effort 
must be sunk without producing any positive result. Pain is not 
entirely synonymous with Evil; but bodily pain seems less re- 
deemed by good than almost any other kind of it. From the loss 
of fortune, of fame, or even of friends. Philosophy protends to 
draw a certain compensating benefit; but in general the perma- 
nent loss of health will bid defiance to her alchymy. It is a uni- 
vqcsal'diminutiDir; the diminution equally of our resources and oT 
our capacity to guide them ; a penalty unmitigated, save by love of 
* friends, which then first becomes truly dear and precious to* us ; 
or by comforts brought from beyond this earihly sphere, from that 
serene Fountain of peace and hope, t(F which our weak Philosojihy 
cannot raise her wing. JFor all men, in itself, disease is misery; 
but chiefly for men of finer feelings and endowments, to whom, in 
return for such superiorities, it seems to be sent most frequently 
and in its most distressing forms. It is a cruel fate for t he po et 
to have the sunny land of his imagination, often the sble tendtory 

* It was to Denmark likewise that Klopstock owed the means of completing 
2 u 8 MdBSTC 
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he is lord of, disfigured and darkened by the shades of i)ain ; for 
one whose highest happiness is the exertion of his mental facul- 
ties, to have tlJfem chained and paralysed in the imprisonment of 
a distempered frame. With external activity, with palpable pur- 
suits, above all, with a suitable placidity of nature, much even in 
certain states of sickness may be performed and enjoyed. But 
fey hinii whose heart is already over keen, whose world is of tEe 
mind, ideal, internal; when the ^ jj ^^ew ,i)f lingering disease has' 
['struck that worlds and begun to blacken and consume its beauty, 
'nothing seems to rfimnin but despondency and bitterness andT ^e- 
.s^ate sorrow, felt and anticipated, to the end. ' 

Woe to him if his will likewise falter, if his resolution fail, and 
his spirit bend its neck to the yoke of this new enemy ! Idleness 
and a disturbed imagination will gain the mastery of him, and let 
loose their thousand fiends to harass him, to torment him int©^ 
madness. Alab ! The bondage of Algiers i s freedom compared' 
with this of the sick man of genius, wnose heart has fainted and- 
sunk beneath its load. His clay dwelling is changed into a gloomy 
prison; cveiy nerve is become an avenue of disgust or anguish; 
and the soul sits within, in her melancholy loneliness, a prey to 
the sj)ectros of desnair, or stupefied with excess of sufiering, 
doomed as it were to a ‘ life in death,’ to a consciousness of ago- 
nised existence, without the consciousness of power which should 
accompany it. Happily, death, or entire fatuity, at length puts an 
end to such scenes of ignoble misery ; which, however, ignoble as 
they are, we ought to view with pity rather than contempt. 

Such are frequently the fruits of protracted sickness, in men 
otherwise of estimable qualities and gifts, but whose sensibility 
exceeds their strength of mind. In. Sjchillex^ its wor&tnilecta w£xa 
rested by the only availiftg antidote, a strenuous determination 
to neglect them. His spirit was too vigorous and ardent to yield 
even in this emergency : he disdained to dwindle into a pining 
yaletudi^rian ; in the midsFoI his infirmities, he persevered with 
unabated zeal in the great business of his life. As he partially 
recovered, he returned as strenuously as ever to his intellectual 
occupations; and often, in the glow of poetical conception he 
almost forgot his maladiesi.* By such resolute and manly conduct, 
he disarmed sickness of its cruellest power to wound ; his frame 
might be in pain, but his spirit retained its force, unextinguished, 
almost unimpeded; he di d notjose Ms relish for t ^ beautiful, 
tlie gi’andj^r the gpod^iu jany of their shapes ; he loved his friends 
as formerly, and wrote his finest and sublimest works, when his 
health was gone. Perhaps no period of his life displayed more 
heroism than the present one. 
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After this severe attack, and the kind provision which he had 
received from Denmark, Schiller seems to have relaxed his con- 
nexion with the university of Jena : the weightiest duties of his 
class appear to have been discharged by proxy, and his historical 
studies to have been forsaken. Yet this was but a change, not an 
abatement, in the activity of his mind. Once partially free from 
pain, all his former diligence awoke ; and being also free from the 
more pressing calls of duty and economy, he was now allowed to 
turn his attention to objects which attracted it more. Among 
these one of the most alluring was the Philosophy of Ivant. 

The tcanscendeiital system of the Konigaberg. Professor had, 
for the last ten years, been spreading over Gcnnany, which it had 
now filled with the most violent contentions. The powers and 
accomplishments of Kant were universally acknowledged ; the 
Mgh pretensions of his system, pretensions, it is true, such as 
had been a thousand times put forth, a thousand times found 
wanting, still excited notice, when so hacked by ability and repu- 
tetion. The air of mysticism connected witli these doctrines, was 
attractive to the German mind, with which the vague and the vast 
are always pleasing qualities; the dreadful array of first principles, 
the f orest h uge of teiminology and definitioijs, where the panting 
ihtellecT^of ' meh wanders as in pathless thickets, and at 
length sinks powerless to the earth, oppressed -with fatigue, and 
suffocated with scholastic miasma, seemed sublime rather than 
appalling to the Geimans; men who shrink not at toil, and to 
whom a certain degree of darkness appears a native element, es- 
sential for giving play to that deep meditative enthusiasm which 
forms so important a feature in their character. Kant’s l^hiloso* 
phy, accordingly , found numerous disciples, and possessed them 
with a zeal unexampled since the da^ of Pythagoras. This, in 
&ct, resembled spiritual fanaticism rather than a calm ardour in 
the cause of science ; Kant’s warmest admirers seemed to rcgai’d 
him more in the light of a prophet than of a mere earthly sage. 
Such admiration was of course opposed by corresponding censure ; 

transcendenifal neonh^^ to encounter sceptical gainsayers 
ai^etSrauneS as memsmves. Of this latter class tiie most remark- 
able were Herder and, ^ieland. Hef*der, th en a clergym a n of 
! Weimar , seems never, to have cobipr ^hend ed what he fought 
^ agamst so keenly : he denounceff~a^ condemned tE§ Ka^ ean 
^ aytaphy sics, because lie found th ^m hete^ox. The young di- 
■hrmes came back from the university ‘^jeiia with their minde 
well nigh delirious ; full of strange doctrines, which they explained 
,|ctthe ^aminators of the WeimQ,r.Cqnsistorium, in phrases that 
excited no idea in the heads of these reverend persons, but much 
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horror in tlieir heails.' Hence re^)l^^-nHs, and o^uj^ation^j^sSici^ 
excessive bitterness between the aj)idicants for ordination and 
those appointeef to coftfer it: one young clergyman at Weimar shot 
himself on this account; heresy, and jarring, and unpro^ble 
logic, wei'e universal. HenccT’Herdcr s vehement attacks on this 
‘ pernicious quackery this delusive and destmetive ‘ system of 
^' wortis’2 X Wieland styoye against it for another reasoiL He had,/ 
f .all his life, been labouring to give cuiTency amon^ hisjcountij^^ 
r tb ^species of diluted epicurism ; to erect a certain smooth, i^dj 
'^^gant, aad very, slender scheme of taste and morals, borroweetj 
in from our Shaftesbu^ and the French. All this feeble edifice thd 
new doctiine was sweej^ing before it to utter ruin, with the vio- 
lence of a tornado. It grieved Wicland to see the work of half a 
century destroyed : he fondly imagined that but for Kant’s philo- 
sophy it mij^ht have been perennial. With scepticism quiekene^tL 
into action by sach motives, Herder and he went foi‘th as brothel>.J 
champions against the transcendental metaphysics; they were not*^ 
long without a multitude of hot assailants. The uproar produced 
among thinking men by the conflict, has scarcely been equalled in 
Germany since the days of laither. Fie lds were fought^ and vic- 
tpnes lo.st aiul..>v:on^ nearly all the minds of the nation were, "In 
secret or openly, arrayed on this side or on that. Goethe alone 
seemed altogether, to retain his ivonted composure; he *was"cTdfe,r 
for allow ing the Kantean scheme t6 ‘ have its day, as all things 
have ’ Goethe has already lived to see the wisdom of this senti- 
ment, so characteristic of his genius and turn of thought. 

In these controversies, soon pushed beyond the hounds of^ 
temperate or wholesome discussion, Schiller took no paii;: but' 
the noise they made afforded him a fresh inducement to inyistT^ 
g^e a sef 'of doctiines, so knportant^in the generul^ estimation. A 
system which promised, even Avith a very little plausi jhlity, to ac- 
complish all that Kant asserted his complete pcrlbraiance of ; to^ 
explain the difference between Matter and Spiiit, to uni^S'yel the 
I pciqilexities of Necessity and Frcewin“;"'l’o shoAV us the true grounds 1 
I of om belief in God, and what hope nature gives us of tho soul’s * 
[^immortality; and thus at l^^tly after a thousand failures, to in- 
terpret the enigma of our^bemg,— hardly needed that additional 




' Scholling has a book on the * Soul of the World •* Fichte’s expression to 
his students, ** To-morrow, gentlemen, 1 shall create God,” is known to most 
readers. 

“ Sco Herder^ s Lehen, by his Widow. That Herder was not usually tioubled 
with any uuphilosophical scepticism, or avor.sion to novelty, may be inferred 
from his pafronising Dr. Gall’s system of Phrenology, or ‘ Scull-doctriue’ as 
they call it in Germany. But Gall had referred with acknowledgment and 
admiration to the Fhtlosophie dtr Oeschichte der MttiscJiheit. Hero hvv a dif- 
ference. ^ 
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inducement to make such a man as Schiller grasp at it with eager 
curiosity. His progress also was facilitated by his present circum- 
stances ; Jena had now become the chief well-spring of Kaiitean 
doctrine, a distinction or disgrace it has ever since continued to 
deserve. Rcinhold, one of Kant's ablest followers, was at this 
time Schiller'S'Tellow-teacher and daily companion : he did not fail 
to encourage and assist his friend in a i)ath of study, whic’h, as 
ho believed, conducted to such glorious results. Under this tui- 
tion, Schiller was not long in discovering, that at least the ‘ new 
‘ philosophy was more poetical than that of Leibnitz, and had a 
‘ grander character persuasions which of course confirmed him 
in his resolution to examine it. ^ 

' How far Schiller penetrated into the ^ a na of trans cendental- 
ism it is impossible for us to sa}^ The in^apliysical andTogical' 
branches of it seem to have afforded him no solid satisfaction, or 
taken no firm hold of his thoughts ; their influence is scai'cely to 
be traced in any of his subsequent writings. The only department 
to which he attached liimself with his ordinary zeal was that which 
relates to the principles of the imitative arts, with their moral in- 
fluences, and which in the Kantean nomenclature has been de- 
signated by the iQYvc ijSSli^h eiics} or the doctr^e of sentiments and 
emotions. On these Objects he’ already had amassed a multitude 
of thoughts ; to see which expressed by new symbols, and arranged 
in systematic form, and held together by some common theory, 
would necessarily yield enjoyment to his intellect, and inspire him 
with fresh alacrity in prosecuting such researches. The new light 
which dawned, or seemed to dawn, upon him, in the course of 
these investigations, is reflected, in various treatises, evincing, at 
least, the honest diligence with which he studied, and the fertility 
with which he could produce. Of thesb the largest and most ela- 
borate are -the essays on Qraoe a nd Dignity ; on Naive and Senti- 
mental Poetry; and the Letters on the JEsihetic GiiWirFqfTiicm : the 
ofhcFpTeces are on Tragic Art ; on the Pathetic ; on the Cause of 
our Delight in Tragic Objects ; on Employing the Low and Common 
\n Art, 

^ Being cast in the mould of Kantism, or at least clothed in its 
‘ j^arments, these productions, to readers unacquainted with that 
system, are encumbered here and there with difficulties greater 
than belong intrinsically to the subject. In perusing them, the 
uijinitiated student is mortified at seeing so much powerful thought 
distorted, as he thinks, into such fantastic forms : the (principles 
of reasoning, on which they rest, are apparently not those of com- 

1 From tko verb atorSdyouai, to feel, — The term is Baumgarten’s : prior to 
Kant (1846) 
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mon'logic; a dimness and doubt overhangs thei# ^conclusions ; 
scarcely anything is proved in a convincing manner. But this is 
no strange quahty in such writings. To an gcotcric reader^ th e ^ 
jhilrtfinphy of K^nt almost al way s appears to invert the noTnmdW^^ 
maxim ; its eiicj mi Sfiifim JiQLito.b.0 * tolSaEe"a^stm 

s impl e, hut to mrice sinaple things abstruse/ Often a proposition 
'of inscrutable and dread aspect, when resolutely grappled with, 
and torn from its shady den, and its bristling entrenchments of 
uncouth terminology, and dragged forth into the open light of day, 
to be seen by the natural eye, and tried by merely human under- 
standing, proves to be a very harmless truth, fjuniliar to us from 
of old, sometimes so familiar as to be a truism. Too frequently^ 
the anxipus, notice is reminded th e Battle o t tl 

there is a helmet of rusty iron, dark, grim , gi ^ntic " an d m £ 
it, at the farthest corner, is ahead no bigger than a walnut^IJ 
are the general errors of Kantean criticism ; in the present works^ 
they are by no means of the worst or most pervading kind ; and 
there is a fundamental merit which does more than counterbalance 
them. By the aid of study, the doctrine set before us can, in 
general, at length be comprehended ; and Schiller’s fine intellect, 


recognisable eyeiu4it^ts masquera de^ is ever and anon peeidng ^ 
forth in its native form, wliich all may understand, which all miTsV ' 
relish, and presenting us with passages, that show li ke brigh t ver- 
dan t is lands in the misty sea of metaphysics. 

'^V’e have been comiiclled to offer these remarks on Kant’s Phi- j 
'losophy ; but it is right to add that they are the result of only veiy . 
limited acquaintance with the subject. We cannot wish that any / 
influence of ours should add a note, however feeble, to the loud 
and not at all melodious ciy which has been raised against it in 
this country. When a dlass of doctrines so involved in difficul- 
ties, yet so sanctioned by illustrious names, is set before us, _cu- 
rifisity must have a theory respecting them, and in dolence and 
other humbler feelings are too ready to afford her one. To ^ all > 
Kant^ sys^te m a kborious dream, and its ad^er entL crazy mystipm 
^ ^ brie^ but fals e. The critic, whose philosophy in- 

these, so easily and smoothly in its 
sliould render th&ks to Heaven for having gifted him \ 
with science and acumen, as few in any age or country have been 
gifted. Meaner men, however, ought to recollect that where we 
do not understand, we should postpone deciding, or, at least, keep 
our decision for our own exclusive benefit. We of England may 
reject this Kantean system, perhaps with reason ; but it ought to 
be on other grounds than are yet before us. Philosophy is science, 
and science, as Schiller has observed, cannot always be explained 





in * conversations by the parlour fire/ or in written treatises that 
resemble such. T he cm iS/Q»Q..o f these doctrines may not, it is true, 
be expressible by* ^ffenmetical computations: the subject also is 
Peiplexed with obscurities, and probably with manifold delusions ; 
and t oo ofte n its interpreters with us have been lilm * tcnebrific 
^^tars^' that ‘ did ray out darkaeaa’ on a matter itself s'ufflcienfly 
dark. B"ut what then? Is the jewel always to be found among 
the common dust of the highway, and always to be estimated by 
its value in the common judgment? It lies embosomed in the 
depths of the mine ; rocks must be rent before it can be reached ; 
skilful eyes and hands must separate it from the rul)bish where it 
lies concealed, and kingl}'* purchasers alone can prize it and buy 
it. This law of ostracism is as dangerous in science as it was of 
'old in politics. ntiCt us not forget that many things are true which 
cannot be demonstrated by the rules of Watts’ $ Logic ; t hat ^riany 
t ruths are valuable, for which no price is given^in P ^^noste r 
and no preferment offered at St. Stephen 's ! Whoever reads 
these treatises of Schiller with attehtioh/^Sal! perceive that they 
depend on principles of an immensely higher and more complex 
chai'acter than our ‘ Essays on Taste,’ and our ‘ Jn^uiries concern- 
ing tlie Freedom of the Will.’ The laws of Criticism, which it is 
their purpose to establish, are«derived from ^the inmost nature of 
man ; tlic scheme of morality, which they inculcate, soars iuto a 
brighter region, •yeryLfrr beyond the k(?n _pf o ur * Ut ilities’ and 
‘llefi'Ox-sehses.y They do not teach us ‘ to judge of poetry and art 
as"'we Judge oi dinner/ merely by observing the' Imprcssions^it 
produced in us ; an d they do derive the duties and chief end of 
man from other grounds than the philosophy ofJPxoiit .and Lg&s. 
These LetUrs^jjTi^ Culture, without the aid of anything 

which the most sceptical could desigmfte *as superstition, trace out 
and attempt to sanction for us a system of morality, in vdiich the 
Bublimest feelings of the Stoic and the Christian ore represented 
but as stages in our progress^td the pinnacle of tine human gran- 
deui- ; and man, isolated on tMs frag^nt of tlic universe, encom- 
passed witli the boundless de^m8fe*flnknown, at war with Fate, 
witliout help or the hope of help, is confidently called upon to rise 
into a calm cloudless height of internal activity and peace, and hcj 
what ^ has fondly named himself, the god of this lower world. 
When such are the results, who would not make an efibrt for the* 
steps by which they are attained? In Schiller’s treatises, it must 
he owned, the reader, after all exertions, will be fortunate if he 
can find them. Yet a 8eci.in4L4t>ftgU flftl will satis ir,liijn.1?ctter.lhan 
th^_first;_and among the shapel ess imm ensities wdiich fill the 
^i^ij^of Kantism, and the meteoric jcoru^cations, which pei^Icx 
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him r«atlier than enlig^hten, he ^yill fancy he descries s omo , stiiuika , 
. which ho will pray dfiviiuil^ 
puiify aii4^iTpenfinto_^^rf^,$t^fl^^^ The Philosophy of Kant is 
probably combined with errors to its very core ; but perhaps also, 
this ponderous unmanageable dross may bear in it the- everlasting » 
gold of truth! Mighty spirits have already laboured in refining j 
it : is it wise in us to take up with the base pewter of Utility, and 
I'cnouuce such projects altogether? We trust, not.l 

That Schiller’s (jenius profited by this laborious and ardent 
study of iKsthetic Metaphysics, has frequently been doubted, and 
sometimes denied. That, after such investigations, the process of 
composition would become more difficult, might be inferred from 
the nature of the case. That also the principles of this critical 
tlieoiy were in part erroneous, in still greater part too far-fetched i 
and fine-spun for application to the business of writing, wo may 
farther venture to assert. Bi^ excellence, not ease of composition, i 
isjhe. thing to be desired; and ^ a mind like Schiller’s, so fuTTof?’ 
ener|j% of images and thoughts and creative power, the more 
‘ jiseSiulous practice of selection was little likely to be detrimental. 
And "though considerable errors might mingle 'wuih the nlles by 
which he judged himself, the habit of judging carelessly, or not at 
all, is .far worse than Hiat of sometimes judging wi’oiig Besides, 
once accustomed to attend strictly to the operations of his genius, 
and rigorously to try its products, such a man as Schiller could 
not fail in time to discover w^hat was false in the principles by 
which he tried them, and consequently, in the end, to retain the 
benefits of this procedure without its evils. There is doubtless a 
purism in taste, a rigid fantastical demand of perfection, a horror 
at approaching the limits of impropriety, 'which obstructs the free 
impulse of the faculties, and if excessive, would altogether deaden 
them./ 'But the excess on the other side is much more frequent, 
and, for high endowments, infinitely more pernicious. After the 
strongest efforts, there may be little realised ; without strong^ 
efforts, there must be little. That too much care does hurt in any 
of our tasks is a doctrine so flattering to indolence, that we ought 
to receive it with extreme caution. In works impressed with the 
stamp of true genius, their quality, not their extent, is what we 
value : a dull man may spend his lifetime 'wi’iting little ; better so- 
than writing much ; but a man of powerful mind is liable to no ^ 
such danger. Of all our^authors, Omy is perh aps the only one 


Are our^opeg from Mr. Coleridge always to bo fruitless ? Sneers at the 
oommon-sense philosophy of the Scot^ are of little use : it is a poor philosophy, 
perhaps ; but not so poor as none at all, which seems to bo the state of matters 
here at present. 

V.I j n . A ' s. 1 . Jh • o , 
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that from fastidiousness of ta^eJhLOiS^'\yritten less than he should 
Jiave done : t here jPLve"*ffi^sands that have eiTed the other waj. 
What would a SpamsH reader give, had Lope deWega composed a 
hundred times as little, and that little a hundred times as well 1 

Schiller’s own ideas on these pomts’ajpj^elir to he suffictCTrtly 
sound : they are sketched in the following extract of a letter, in- 
teresting also as a record of his purposes and intellectual condi- 
tion at this period : 

, ^ Criticism must now make good to me the damage she herself 

* has done. And damaged me she most certainly has ; for the 

* boldness, the living glow which I felt before a rule was Imown to 

* me, have for several j^cars been wanting. I no w see mjself create 
‘ and form: I watch the play of inspiration ; and my fancy, know- 
^ ihg^sTic is not without witnesses of her movements, no longer 

* moves Avith equal freedom. I hope, however, ultimately to ad- 
‘ vance so far that art sh all become a 8 econd■.Jl a^^rg^_ as polished 

* manners are to -yv'eH-bred men ; then Imagination will regain her 
‘ former freedom, and submit to none but voluntary limitations.’ 

Schiller s subsequent writings are the best proof that in these 
expectations he had not miscalculated. 

The historical and critical studiei ^in which he had been so 
extonsiv^ and seriously engaged, could no^ remain without effect 
on Schillj3r’s_gencral^inAcl]^tual c^ He had spent five 

'active years in studies directed almost solely to the understanding, 
or the faculties connected with it; and such industry united to 
such ardour had pi’oduced an immense accession of ideas, jlistor^ f 
had furnished him with pictures of manners and events, of stranga 
(•conjunctures and conditions of existence ; it had given him mora 
minute and truer conceptions of human nature in its many forms] 
new and more accurate opinions on the character and end of manj 
The domain of his mind was both enlarged and enlightened ; i 
multitude of images and detached facts and perceptions had beeil 
laid up in his memory; and his intellect was at once enriched by^ 
acquired tliouglits, and |t^ngthened by increased exercise on ot 
wi(ier circle of knowlcdgeWput to understand was not enough for 
Schiller ; there ivere in him faculties which this could not employ, 
and therefore could not satisfy. The p rimary vocation of his na- 
ture was poetry : the acquisitions oi nis other faculties served but 
as the materials for his poetic faculty to act upon, and seemed im- 
perfect till they had been sublimateci j^nto the pure and perfect 
form s of beauty, which is the business of this toT^icitTfom' 
them. New fhoix^ts gave bir^h to new feelings : and both of 
these he was now called upon to body forthft o represent by visible 
types, to animate and adorn with the magic of creative genius* 
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The first youthful blaze of poetic ardour had long since passed 
away ; but this large increase of knowledge awakened it anew, 
refined by years tnd experience into a steadier and clearer flame. 
Vague shadows of unaccomplished excellence, gleams of ideal 
beauty, were now hovering fitfully across his mind : he longed to , 
turn "them into shape, and give them a^'lncalJmbitali^ 

^a^eK Criticism, likewise, had exalted liis notions of art: thor* 
modern wiifers bn subjects of taste, Aristotle, the ancient poets, ^ 
he had lately studied ; he had carefully endeavoured to extract the J 
truth from each, and to amalgamate their principles with his own ; t 
in choosing, he was now more difficult to satisfy. Minor poems n 
had all along been partly occupying his attention ; but they yielded 
no space for the intensity of his impulses, and the magnificent ideas 
that were rising in his fancy. Conscious of his strength^he dreaded, y 
not engaging with tlie highest species of his art : the pomsal of 
tlie Greek tragedians had given rise to some late translations 
the perusal of Homer seems now to h 
epic poem. The hero whom ho first 
Adolphus ; he afterwards changed 

J^^topic poems, since the time of tlie^^^igoiilad',*^il^^^^ 

Jtfnu especially since tMkt of some more recent attempts, have with 
us become a mighty dull affair. That Schiller aimed at something 
ii|^nitely higher than these faint and superannuated imitations, 
^ar" higher than even iyopstocEr**hS,s attained, will appear b}’- the, 
|bllowing extract from one of his letters : 

‘An epic poem in the eighteenth century should be quite a 
^‘i^ifferent thing from such a poem in the childhood of the world. 

‘ And it is that very cmcumstance which attracts me so much to- 
‘ wards this project, ^ ur nianners, the finest essence of our j)hi- 

* losophies, our politics, econon^^.iJXts, in. short,- of 

* and do, would require to be introduced without constraint^ and 

* bnterwoven in juen a_composition, to live there in beautiful har- 
‘ monious frcedom,ji8 all TEeTirancEes^rGrec'kliidtiTfendv^^^ 

‘ yisibJ.^, in 8lliad.yT ?or am I disinclined to""in- 

‘ vent a species of machinery for tins puipose ; being anxious to 
‘ fulfil, with hairsbreadth accuracy, all the requisitions that are 
‘ made of epic poets, even on the side of form. Besides Jthis^a- 
‘ chineiy, which, in a subject so modem, in an ago so prosaic, ap- 
‘ pears to present the greatest difficulty, might exalt Ine mtcrest 
‘ in a high degree, were it suitably adapted to this same moderij: 

‘ spirit. Ci*(iwds of confused ideas on this matter are rolling to 

* These were a fine version of Euripides' Iphigenia in, Aulide, and a fow 
scenes of his Fhcsiimce, 


ive suggested the idea of anWi 
contemplated was C^^^t avu^ 
^ Frederick the GreaF"o^ 
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' and fio within my head; sometliing distinct will come out of 
‘ them at last. 

^ .^for tliQ sort of metre I would choose; th4s I thinlv you will 
‘ hardly guess : no other than rime. All the rest, except 
‘ iambic, are become msufferablf^'mh. And how beautifully 
‘ might the earnest and the lofty be made to play in these light 
‘ fetters ! What attractions might the epic substance gain by the 

* soft yielding form of this fine rhyme ! For, the poem must, not 

* in name only, but in very deed, be capable of being sung ; as the 
‘ Iliad was sung by the peasants of Greece, as tjj^ stanzas, of Jem- 

Salem Delivered are still sung by the Venetian gondoliers. 

^^ rrjphe epoch of Frederick’s life that would fit mo best, I have 
considered also. I should wish to select some unhappy sitim- 
, it would allow me to unfold his mind far more poetiSHly. 

‘ The chief action should, if possible, be veiy simple, perplexed 
with no complicattal circumstances, that the whole might easily 
‘ be compichcnded at a glance, though the episodes were never so 
‘ numerous. Jn this respect there is no better model than the.Uj^i^ 

Schiller did not execute^ or even commence^ the ^project bfas 
here "so idnlosophically sketched: the constraints of his ^p regifent 
sltu^it ion^ Uie greatness of the enterprise compared with un- 
certainty gf its success, were sufficient to deter him. Besides, ho 
felt that after all his wide excin^ion^, the Vruc home of his genius 
was the Dinma, the department where its powers had first been 
tried, and wi're now by habit or nature best qualified to act. To 
the Drama he accordingly returned. The History of the Thirty- 
Years War had once suggested the idea of Gustavus Adolphus as 
the hero of an epic poem; the same work afforded him a subject 
foj’ a tragod.> . he now decided on beginning Wallenstein. In this 
finnertaktng it was no easy task thatjie contemplated ; a common 
jilay did not now comiirise his aim ; he requi red some m agnificen t 
JWLcpmpr^'h^^nsive object in which he could expand to adxautage 
the new poetical and intellectual treasures, which he had 
been iimas.bingi^ something that should at o'nco exemplify his en- 
larged ideas of art, and give room and shape to his fresh stores of 
knowledge and sentiment. Ashe studied the history of Wallen- 
stein, and viewed its capabilities on^very side, new ideas gathered 
round it : tlii' subject grew in magnitude, and often changed in 
form. ITis progress in actual composition was, of course, irre- 
gular and small. Yet the difficulties of the subject, increasing 
•with hi IS own wider, more ambitious conceptions, did not abate 
his (hligoncc: Wallenstein. jwiih maiiyJliieiruntions <&nd many a l- 
tca:iJktipnSj sometimes sTallona^. g pm 4'xj.trQgrade*..cpn tinned 
on the whole, thougTi'jdb’^y, to ady^.cef 
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‘ This \Ws for several years liis chosen occupation, the task to 
which he consecrated his brightest hours, and the finest part of 
his fiiculties. F%r liuiBble)* employments, demanding rather in- 
dustry than inspiration, there still remained abundant leisure, of 
which it was inconsistent with his habits to waste a single hour. 
His occa sional labours , accordingly, were numerous, varied, and 
s om eSnies*^()?'’’con siffcr extent. In th e end of 1792, a new 

object seemed to call for his attentiim ; he“’^ce“EhOtit tliis tlmd ‘ 
^Ciiously in The F rench Revolution 

iind fi'om' the' first affected him with no or^mr y 1^ 7cgT < 

h()we\ er, the course of events, particularly the iiiy;jj|dfiqj3,meAt. ,qL 
Louis, Avere now fast converting into fears. For the ill-fated inon- 
^ arcii, and the cause of freedom, which seemed threatened with / 
disgrace in the treatment he was likely to receive, Schiller felt so f 
deeply interested, that he had determined, in his case a determi- 
nation not Avitho'it its lisks, to address an appc aL..QiL thcbe_&uj> 
j^ts to tlic French people aud the world at largp .^ The voice of 
reason advocating liberty as Avell as order might still, he con- 
ceived, make a saliitaiy impression in this period of terror and 
delusion ; the voice of a distinguished nmn would at first sound 
l ike the yj.ffee^oniieJialioh,\v7i^^^ seemed' to i^'Jh'esi'hfT ^SelSr 

lor WHS iiKpiiring for * jiroiier French translator, and revolving in 
liis mind the various arguments that might he used, and the com- 
panitivo propriety of using or forbearing to use them ; hut the 
progress of things superseded the necessity of such deliberation. 
In a few months, Louis perished on the scaffold; the Bourbon 
family Avere murdered, or scattered over Europe; and the French 


government Avas changed into a frightful chaos, amid the tumul- 
tuous and bloody liorrors of Avliich, calm truth had no longer a 
<'hancc to be heard. Scliiyer turned aAvay from these repulsive 
and appalling scenes, into other regions where his heart Avas more 
f uniUar, and his poAvci's more likely to produce eftbet. JThe French 
bad distressed aad shoeked^him;, hutit did noOessTn ^ 
^% -^^ ^^^bmcnt to liberty, the name of which had been ^sT'cTese- ^ 
crateoln'lls 'vurdVnhvulsijQns. Perhaps in his subsequent wrifi-j^ 
iiigs Avc can trace a more respectful feeling towards old estahhsh- 


meiits; more reverence for^tho majesty of Custom wjdi an 


equal zeal, a weaker faith m human^rjSSi®8t3?3r2iLM^^ 
which are the common fruit of years themselves, in whatever age 
or dimate of the Avorld our expienencC may be gathered. • * 

the number of fiuctuating engagements, Olie, which fer 
ligd been constant with him, Avas the editing^pf the Tfyjh 
]I^ The principles and performances of that Am'k he had long 
lodged upon as insufficient: in particular, ever since his settle- 
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ment at Jena, it had been among his favourite projeks to ex- 
change it for some other, conducted on a more liberal scheme, 
uniting more ability in its support, and epibrac^ng a much wider 
compass of litenuy interests. Many of the most distinguished 
persons in Germany had agreed to assist him in executing such 
apian; Goethe, h i m rpI d ert. ooh hapd^in.hand 

with hiuL "The was in consequence I’elinquished at the end 

number of ihe Horen came out early i n the 
fon bwmg year . This publication was ermciied with many valuable 
pibdiS "ImpSints of philosop hy and c riticis m ; some of Schiller’s 
finest essays first appeared here: even wiCliout the foreign aids 
-which had been promised him, it already bade fair to out do, as he' 
s had meant it should, every previous work of that description. They 
Mti$en:Ali[liUinacli^ oi which he likewise undoriook the superintend- 
ence, did not aim so high ; like ojhcr wo rks of the same title, 
which are numerous in Germany, it was intended for preserving 
and annually delivering to the world, a series of short poetical 
effusions, or other fugitive compositions, collected from various 
quarters, and often having no connexion but their juxtaposition. 
In this work, as well as in the Horen, some of Schiller’s finest 
sm a ll e r ppepis made their first appearance ; many of tho‘<e pieces 
being written about this period, especially othe greater part of his 
bfi^lads, the idea of attempering which took its lisc in a friendly 
rivalry with Goethe. But the most noted composition sent forth 
iri ;^as ih. Q jjenien a coTIccfiSii 

of epigrams which originated partly, as it seems, in the mean or 
irritalmg conduct of various contemporary authors In spite of 
the most flattering promises, and of its own intrinsic character, 
the Horen, at its first appearance, instead of being hailed with 
welcome by the leading minds- of the country, for whom it was in- 
tended as a ralljing point, met in many quarters with no senti- 
ment but coldness or hostility. The controversies of the day had 
sown discord among literaiy ' men ; Schiller and Goethe, asso- 
ciating together, had provoked ill-will from a host of persons, who 
felt the justice of such mutual preference, but liked not the infer- 
ences to be drawn from iV; int(dlectual.i h j|i|g nyi^ ^ ^ 

however meek in the discharge of its functions and the wearing 
4f its honours, with jealousy and Siscontenl. The c avilling of<« 
these people, awkwardly contrasted with their personal absurdity 
and insipidity, at length provoked the serious notice of the two 
illustrious associates: jhe Tlimnjfld » a. 

production of which the plan”was, that it should cob^risc an im- 

* So called from ^hiou, munus hospitale; a title borrowed from Martial, who 
has tlms designated a series of personal epigrams in his thirteenth book. 
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mense multitude of detached couplets, each conveying a complete 
thought within itself, and furnished by one of the joint operators. 
The subjects wAe of Unlimited variety ; ‘ the most,’ as Schiller 
says, ‘ were wdld satire, glancing at writers and writings, inter- 
‘ mixed with hero and there a flash of poetical or* philosophic 
‘ thought.' It was at first intended to .provide about a thousand 
of these pointed monodistichs ; unity in such a work appearing to 
consist in a certain boun dlessness of size, w hich sho uld hide tl^e 
h^w^imeou^s naturQ^^ in(hyiduarpart8 : TEe wEole were then 
To be arranged and elaborated, tiinSey^Ead acquired the proper 
degree of consistency and symmetry ; each sacrificing something 
of its own peculiar spirit to preserve the spirit of the rest. This 
number nev er w^^ p <? 0 Tnp]^f.e d : and, Goethe being now busy with' 
his Wilhelm Meister, the project of completing it was at length re- 
nounced ; and the Xenien were publ ished a? jincopnected particles, 
not pretending tu constitute ^.yhole. Enough appeared to create 
unbounded commotion amon^he parties implicated : the Xenien 
were exclaimed against, abused, and replied to, on all hands ; but 
as they declared war not on persons but on actions ; not a gainst 
Gleim , Nicolai, Manso, but ag ainst bad ta ste, dulness , ^pd fiflec- 
tatio ii, nothing criminal could be sufficiently made out against 
lEera7 The Musen-Atmanach, where they appeared in 1797, con- 
tinued to be published till the time of Schiller’s leaving Jena: the 
^ Horen ceased some months before. 

' ^ Tha _cQQpera tion jof Go etlie, which Schiller had obtained so 
7 *eadily in these pursuits, was of singular use to him in many 
»^thers. Both possessing minds of the first order, yet constructed ! 
land trained in the most opposite modes, each had much that was 
^ valuable to learn of the other, and suggest to him. Cultivating ' 
different kinds of excellence^ they could joyfully admit each other’s 
merit ; connected by m utual service, and now by community of ^ 
literaiy interests, few untindly feelings could have place between/ 
them. For a man of high qualities, it is rare to find a meet com-^y 
panion ; painful and injurious to want one. Solitude exa sperates 
Qr de aden s the he^jl, peiyerts oj: enervates tSe iacuffiSi;. associa- 
with inf enprs leads to d ogm atism in thought, and 
even in auctions. Rp y pset yi nevdr sh ould hav e lived in tw 

it^tS! bee^good f or Warbuiton t hat Hurd ba^ j 

not exls^ Tor J oh D S iMaijyMiLtyE^^ Boswell, pr.®»Yie83 

TYoffisuch evils Schiller and Goethe wore delivered; their inti- * 
macy seems to have been frank, and cordial ; from the con* 

* This is but a lame account of the far-famed Xenien and thbir results. See 
more of the matter in Fran/. Horn's Poeeie und Beredtsanheit: in Carlyle's 
67); &c. {Note of \m.) ^ 
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trasts and the endowments of their minds, it must have had jpe« 
culiar charms. In his critical theories, Schiller had derived much 
proftlrfrom communicating with an intellect as <excur^iYO as his 
own, but far cooler and more sceptical : as he lopped ofi* fro m his 
creed the e xcrescen ces of Hautism, Goethe and he, on compaiing 
tS^eir ideas, often found in them a striking similarity ; more strik* 
ing and more gratifying, when it was considered from what di- 
verse premises tliese harmonious conclusions had been drawn. On 
such su bjects t hey often corresponded when absent, and conversed 
when together. They were in the habit of paying long visits to 
feach otlier’s houses ; frequently they used to travel in company 
between Jena and Weimar. ‘ At Triesnitz, half a mile from Jena, 

‘ Goethe and he,* we are told, * might sometimes be observed sit- 
‘ ting at table, beneath the shade of a spreading tree ; talking and 
* looking at the current of passengers.* — There are some who would 
have ‘ travelled fifty miles on foot* to joinTtlie party ! * 

"Besides this intercourse with GoeChe, he was happy in a kindly 
connexion with many other estimable men, both in literary and in 
active life. Da lbe r^, at a distance, was to the last his friend and 
warmest admirSrTAt Jena, he had Schiitz, Paul, Hufland, Eein- 
hold. Wilhelm von H jxmb oldt, also, brother of the celebrated tra- 
veller, liad come thither about this time, aifil was now among his 
closest associates. At Weimar , excluding less important persons, 
there were still Herder and Wieland, to divide his attention with 
Goethe. And what to his affectionate heart must have been the 
most grateful circumstance of all, his aged parents were yet living 
to participate in the splendid fortune of the son whom they had 
once lamented and despaired of, but never ceased to love. In 1793 
he paid them a visit in Si ^;abia . and passed nine cheerful months 
among the scenes dearest to his recoljection : enjoying the kind- 
ness of those unalteiable friends whom Nature had given him; 
and the admiring deference those ^y whom it was most deUght- 
ful to be honoured,^those who had knovm him in adverse and 
humbler circumstances, whether they might have respected or 
contemned him'. By the Grand Duke, his ancient censor and 
patron, he was not interfered with ; that prince, in ansWer to a 
previous application on the subject, paving indirectly engaged to 
take no notice of this journey. The Grand Duke had already in- 
terfered too much with him, and bitterly repented of his inter- 
ference. Next year he died ; an event which Schiller, who had 
hmg forgotten past ill-treatment, did not learn without true sorrow, 
and gmteful recollections of by-g6ne kindness. Tli<t new sove- 
reign, anxious to repair the injustice of his predecessor, almost 
instantly made offer of a vacant Tubingen professorship to Schil- 
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ler; a proposal flattering to the latter, but which, by the persua- 
sion of the Dukg of Weimar, he respectfully declined. 

Amid labours and anausoments so multiplied, amid such variety 
of intellectual exertion and of intercourse with men, Schiller, it 
was deal’, had not sufiered the encroachments of fiodily disease 
to undermine the vigour of his mental or moral powers. No pe- 
riod of his life d is ipl yed in stronger colours theJoJ^„,j[UML^^ 
mined zeal of his (3iarac?er^ alrea3y written much ; his 

fame stood upon a firm basis; domestic wants no longer called 
upon him for incessant effort; and his franie was 
the slow canker of an incur ^t^^ e malady. ?et he never loitered, 
never rested ; his fervid spirit, which had vanquished opposition,^ 
and oppression in his youth ; which had struggled against harass<t 
ing uncertainties, and passed u nsu^^ed through many temptations^ 
in his earlier manhood, did not now yield to this last and most fa- 
tal enemy. The present was the busiest, most productive season 
of his literary life ; and with all its drawbacks, it was probably the 
happiest. Violent attacks from his disorder were of rare occur- 
rence ; and its constant influence, the dark vapours with which it 
would have overshadowed the faculties of his head and heart, w^ere 
repelled by diligence and a courageous exertion of his will. In 
other points, he had little to complain of, and much to rejoice in. 
He was happy in his family, the chosen scene of his sweetest, 
most lasting satisfaction ; by the world he was honoured and ad- 
mired ; his wants were provided for ; he had tasks which inspired 
and occupied him ; friends who loved him, and whom he loved. 
Schiller had much to enjoy, and most of it he owed to himselL i 

In his mode of life at Jenj^ simplicity and unifbrmity were tfie 
most conspicuous *i5^alities ; the single excess which he admitted 
being that of zeal in tlie {)ursuits of literature, the sin which all 
his life had most easily beset him. His health had suffered much, 
and principal^, it was thought, from the practice of co^gjppsiag by 
^i^igh t : yet the charms of this practice were still too great for lids 
selMenial ; and, except in severe fits of sickness, he ’ could not 
discontinue it. ►The highest, proudest pleasure of his min(^\yftg^ 
■“lEr glow of mlellecfual^profci^on,lh^ " fine frenz^T wh icFinake^ 
flie‘ poet , while itlasFs', a'^ffbw and nobler creature ; exalting him/ 
into brighter regions, adorned by 

.l^^uty, and delighting all his faculties by the intense eQUfijCiojus- 
P£^oTtheir exerted To enjoy this pleasure in perfection, 

the* soTTlar^ stillness of night, diffusing its solemn influence over 
thouglit as welf as earth and air, had at length in Schillers case 
grown indispensable, hor this purpose, accordingly, he was ac- 
customed, in the present, as in former periods, to invert the com- 
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xnon order^ of tliingjf : by day ne read, refreshed himself with the 
aspect of nature, conversed or corresponded with his friends; but 
he wrote and studied in the night. And %s his** bodily feelings 
were too often those of languor and exhaustion, he adoj)ted, in 
impatience of such mean impediments, the pernicious expedient 
of ^^mulan ts. which yield, a momentary strength, only to waste 
our remaining fund of it more speedily and surely. 

* During summer, his place of study was in a garden, which at 

* length he purchased, in the suburbs of Jena, not far from the 
‘ Weselhofts’ house, where at that time was the office of the AUge- 
‘ meine Litter atur-zdiung. Eeckoning from the market-place of J ena,. 

‘ it lies on tlie south-west border of the town, between the Engel- 
‘ gatter and the Neuthor, in a hollow defile, through which a part 
‘ of tlie Leutrabach flows round the city. On the top of tlie ac- 

* clivity, from which there is a beautiful prospect into the valley 

* of the Saal, and the fir mountains of the neighbouring forest, 

* Schi ller built himself a small house, with a single, chamber.^ It 
‘ was TEiaTfavbunte abode during hours of composition ; a great 

* part of the works he then wrote were written here. In winter ho^ 

* likewise dwelt apart from the noise of men ; in the Griesbachs' 

‘ house, on the outside of the city-trench. ♦ * * On sitting 

* down to his desk at night, he was wont to Seep some strong cof- 

* fee, or wine-chocolate, but more frequently a flask of old Khenish, 
‘ or Champagne, standing by him, that ho might from time to time 

* repair the exliaustion of nature. Often tlie neighbours used to 
‘ hear him earnestly declaiming, in the silence of the night : and 

* whoever had an opportunity of watching him on such occasions, 

‘ a thing very easy to be done from the heights lying opposite hi& 

* little garden-house, on the other side of the dell, might see him 
‘ now spealcing ^oud and walking owiRly to and fro in his chain- 

* her, then suddenly throwing himself down into his chair and 

* writing ; and drinking the while, sometimes more than once, 

* from the glass standing near him. In winter he was to be found 

* at his desk till four, or even five o’clock in the morning ; in sum- 

* mer, till towards three. He then went to bed, from wiiich he 

* seldom rose till nine or ten.’^ y' 

Had prudence been the dominant Quality in Schiller’s charac- 
ter, this practice would undoubtedly have been abandoned, or 
rather never taken up. It was an error gp^to waste Ins ; 

but one of those which increase rather than iSiminisli our respect ; 
onginating, as it did, in generous ardour for what was best and 

> ' The street loading from Schiller^s dwelling-house to this, was by some- 
^ags named the Xenien-qasse ; a name not yet entirely disused- 
“ Doering, pp. 118-131. 




grandest, they must be cold c^nsurers that can condemn it harshly 
For ourselves, we lamewiind honour this excess of zeal ; its 
effects were m(furnmi^ but its origin was noble. Who can picture 
Schiller’s feelings in this solitude, without ^arti^j^ftting in some 
faint reflection of theii* grandeur! The toil-worn but devoted soul, 
alone, nnder the silent stariy canopy oJ Night, Offering tip the 
troubled moments of existence on the altar of Eteml"^! "“For here ' 
the splendour that gained across the spirit of a mortal, transient 
as one of ua, was made to be perpetual; these uhages ahfffEbughtSf 
were to pass into other ages and distant lands ; to glow In human 
hearts, Avhen the heart that conceived them Had Tongheen moiib 
dercdj^^o common dust. To the lovers of genitiS, this little gaT- 
dendiouse mi^t have heen a place to visit as a chosen shrine; 
nor will they leom without regret that the walls of it, yielding to 
the hand of time, have already crumbled into ruin, and are now 
no longer to be traced. The piece of ground that it stood on is 
itself hallowed with a glory that is bright, pure, and abiding; but 
the literary pilgrim could not have surveyed, without peculiar 
emotion, the simple chamber, in which Schiller wrote the Reich 
der Schatten, the Spaziergang, the Idealy and the immortal scenes 
of Wallenstein, 

— •' Y • 

The last-named work had cost him manj’’ an anxious, given 
him many a pleasant, hour. For it had continued in 

a state of irregular, and oft-suspended progress ; sometimes ‘ lying 
endless and fonnless’ before him ; sometimes on the point of being 
given up altogether. The m^titufle _of ideiis, which he wished to 
incorporate in structui’e of the piece, retarded him ; and the 
difficulty of contenting liis taste, respecting the manner of effect- 
ing this, retarded him still more. In Wallenstein he wished to 
ein}^jdj_ tlie mQre.,cnlarged notions which experience had given 
ESn of men, jespecially which history had given Elm Qfgenenils 
and stat esmen ; and while putting such characters in action, to 
represent whatever was, or could be made, poetical, in the stormy 
period of the Thirty-Years War. As he meditatfid..Qii.the sul^e^. 
il_cpnUnufid-ia-exfia^ ; in his fancy, it assumed successivefylL 
thousand forms ; and after ^11 due strictness of selection, such was 
still the extent of materials remaining on his hands, that he found 
it necessary to divide the play into three parts, distinct in their 
arrangement, but in truth forming a continuous drama of eleven 
acts. In this shape it was sent forth to the a tvork 

of labour tod persevering anxiety but of anxiely'^3 Ktour, £ls it 
then appeared, which had not been bestowed in vain. Wallenstein 
if by far the best performance he had vet produced: itlmentsTa 
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long chapter of criticism by itself ; and a few hurried pages are all 
that we can spend on it. 

.ft .piece m pn^^ ac^^^^ It paints, with much humour 
and grapliical felicity, the manners mtiat rude tumultuous host 
which Wallenstein presided over, and had made the engine of his 
ambitious schemes. Schiller’s ee^^Jy experience of a military life 
seems now to have stood him iiji good stead : hhi.45oldiers^.ftre de- 
lineated with the distinctness of actual observation; in rugged 
sharpness of feature, they sometimes remind us of SmpUet^gea- 
noiwi. Here are all the wild lawless sjiirits of Europe assembled 
within the circuit of a single trench, yiolent, tempestuous, un- 
stable is the life^they lead. Ishnaelites, their hands against eveiy 
inm^ and eveiy man’s hand against them ; the instruments of 
rapine ; tarnished with almost every vice, and knowing scarcely 
any virtue but those of reckless bravery and uncalculating obe- 
dience to their leader, their situation still presents some aspects 
which affect or amuse us ; and these the poet has seized with his 
accustomed skill. Much of the cruelty and repulsive harshness 
of these soldiers, we are taught to forget in contemplating their 
forlorn house less wanderings, and the practical magnanimity,with 
'which even they contrive to wring from Fortcine a tolerable scant- 
ling of enjoyment. Th„eir manner of existence Wallenstein has, 
at an after period of the action, rather movingly expressed : 

' Our life was but a battle and a march, 

And, like the wind’s blast, never-resting, homeless, 

Wo storm’d across the war-convulsod l^rth.’ 


Still farther to soften the asperities of the scene, tlie dialogue 
is cast into a mde jj[pdibrastic metrCj full of forced rhymes, and 
strange double- endings, with a rhythm^ever changing, ever rough 
and lively, which might almost be con^^d to the hard, iiTegular, 
fluctuating sound of the regimental &m. In this Td3icrous^o§- 
with phrases ftnd figiires”o? a“correspondent cast, homely, 
ridiculous, graphic,* these men of service paint their hopes and 
^doiftgs. There are ranks and kinds among them ; representatives 
> df ‘all the constituent parts of the motley multitude, which fob 
flowed this solemn pedantry of the 

^ faithfully given ; no less so are the jo- 
^ cund ferocity and heedless daring of Holky’s Jtigers, or the iron 
^courage and stem camp-philosophy of Pappenheim’s Cuirassiers, 
the the sole principle ia militaiy obedience ; he does not 
reflect oi-calculate ; his business is to do whatever he Jte ordered, 
and, tp piijoy whatever he can rpach. ‘ Free wished I to live,’ he 
says, 
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' Free ■«#*lshed I to live, and easy and gay. 

And sec something now on each new day ; 

In the j(^’S of the moment lustily sharing, 

'Bout the past of the fiiture not thinking or oaring ; 

To the Kaiser, therefore, I sold my b^yfion, 

And by him ^od charge of the whole is taken. 4 
Order me on°mid the whistling fiery shot, 

Over the Khine-stream rapid and roaring wide, 

A third of the troop must go to pot, — 44 wX 
Without loss of time, I mount ancTride ; 

But farther, I beg veiy much, do you see. 

That in all things else you would leave me free.' 

The Rmpenheimer is an older man, more sedate and more 
indomitably Ee Eas wandered over Europe, and gathered settled 
maxims of soldierly principle and soldierly privilege : po t 

jyithout a rationaU oi lift,;, the A’^arious professions of men ha^^e 
passed in nrvuew before him, but no coat that he has seen has 
pleased him like his own ‘ steel do ul>ftt,! ca§e,d in which, it is his 
ivish, 

I * Looking down on the world's poor restless scramble, 

^ r A ' j Careless, througU it, astride of his to ramble.* 

Yet at times with this military stoicism there is blended a dash 
of homely pathos ; he admits, 

* This sword of ours is no plough or spade. 

You cannot delvo or reap with the iron blade ; 

For us there falls no seed, no corn-field grows, 

Neither home nor kindred the soldier knows : 

Wandering over the face of the earth, 

Warming his hands at another’s hearth : 

From the pomp of towns he must onward roam ; 

In the village-green with its cheerful game. 

In the mirth of the vintage or harvest-home. 

No part or lot can the soldier claim. 

Tell me then, in the place of goods or pelf, 

What has be unless tb honour himself? 

Leave not even this his own, what wonder 
The man should bum and kill and plunder T 

But the camp of Wallenstein is full of hustle as well as specu- 
la^on ; there are gamblers, peasants, sutlers, soldiers, recnlitsV' 
^;f<jhpT^iin friars, moving to and fro in restless pursuit of their 
se^ral purposes. The sejemon of the Capuchin is an unparalleled 
(jomposition a medley" (ff texts, puns, nicknames, and verbal 
ftgic, conglutinated by a stupid judgment, and a fiery catholic 
ial. It seems to he delivered with great u nctio n, and to find 

* Goetlio ; the materials faithfully extracted from a real ser- 

mon (by th^esuit Santa Clara) of the period it refers to —There were various 
u esuits Santa Gara, of that period : this is the German one, Abraham by name - 
specimens of whose sermons, a fervent kind of preaohing-run-mad, have beer 
reprinted in lato years for dilettante purposes. (a.D. 1846.) 

\/ M r c e . i ^ 




fit audience in the camp : towards the conclusion they rush upon 
him, and he narrowly escapes killing or ducldna, for having ven- 
tured to glance a censure at the General. The soldiers themselves 
are jeering, wrangling, jostling; discussing their wishes and ex- 
pectations ; and, at last, they combine in a profound deliberation 
on the state of their affairs. A vague exaggerated outline of the 
coining events and personages is imaged to us in their coarse con- 
ceptions. Wh -dimly discover the precarious position of Wallen- 
stein ; the plots which threaten him, which he is meditating .• we 
trace the leading qualities of the principal officers ; and form a 
high estimate of the potent spirit which binds this fierce discor- 
dant mass together, and seems to be the object of universal rever- 
ence where nothing else is revered. 

In the Two Pkcolomi^ the next division of the work, the ge- 
nerals for w!GS5n#1&ttve thus been prepared, appear in person on 
the scene, and spread out before us their plots and counterplots ; 
Wallenstein, through personal ambition and evil counsel, slowly 


resolving to revolt ; and Octavio Piccolomini in secret undermin- 
ing his influence among the leaders, and pi'eparing for him that 
pit of ruin, into which, in the third Part, Wallenstein 8 Deaths we 
see him sink with all his fortunesTTChe militaiy spirit which per- 
vades the former piece is here well sustainocf The ruling motives 
of these cs^ptams and colonels are a little more jefined, or more 
d isguised, th an those of the Cuirassiers and Jagers ; but they oi’e 
the same in ' substance ; the love of present or future pleasure, of 
action, reputation, money, jpower;_8elfishness, but selfishness dis- 
tingtfl^eTby a superficial external propriety, and gilded over with 
^ splendour of. military honour, of courage inflexible, yet light, 
cool, and unassuming. These are not imaginaiy heroes, but 
genuine hired mea.pf.w: we do not dove them; yet there is a 
PQmp about their operations, which agreeably fills up the scene. 
This din of war, this clash of tumultuous conflicting interests, is 
'' as a suitable accompaniment to tlie affecting or commanding 
, movements of the chief characters whom it envelops or obeys. 

^ M ^f the individuals that figure in this world of war, Wallenstein 
* himself, the stro nj[ Atl as which supports it all, is by far the most 
, imposing. Wallenstein is the model < 5 >f a hmh-souled, great, ac- 
complished man, whose wiiug passion is fl^bi^rdhr:"if^lg~Tiaring 
to the utmost pitch of manhood ; helB enthusiastic and vehement 
hut the fire of his soul bums hid beneath a deep stratum of pru-_ 
dence , guiding itself by calculations which extend to the extreme 
Bmitr of his most minute concerns. This prudence, ifcmetimes 
almost bordering on irresolution, forms the outward rind of his 
character, and for a while is the only quality which we discover in 
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lAlucii cc whieli his gfnius appems to ex^ric on 
every indiviSSaljJof his many followers, prepares us to expect a 
great man ; and, when Wallenstein, after long delay and m uch fore - 
warning, is in fine presented to us, we at first experience some- 
thing like a disappointment. We find him, indeed, posscssM^oT* 
a staid grandeur ; yet involved in mysteiy ; i£SaXimgJ>etwe two 
opinions ; and, as it seems, with all his wisdom, blindly c redulous 
in matters of the highest import. It is only when events have 
forced. decision ou him, that he rises m his native might, that his 
giant spirit stands unfolded in its strength fiSore us ; 

* Night must it bo, ere Friedland’s star will beam 


amid difficullies, darkness, and impending ruin, at which the 
boldest of his followers grow pale, he himself is calm, and first in 
this awful crisis feels the serenity and conscious strength of his 
soul return. Wnllenstcin, in fact, though preeminent in power, 
both external and internal, of high intellect and commanding will, 
skilled in war and statesmanship beyond the best in Europe, the 
idol of sixty thousand fearless hearts, is not y et removed 
our syn^athy. We are united with him by feelings, which hejy 
reckons weak, though ^ithey belong, to tlie most generous parts nil 
his nature. His indecision partly takes its rise in the sensibilities” 
of liis heart , as well as in the caution of his judgment : his beliefs 
in asSology, which gives force and confinnation to ^is tendency, 
originates in some soft k indly emotions, and adds a new interest 
to the spirit of the warrior ; if humbles him, to whom the earth is| 
subject, before those mysterious Powers which weigh the destiniesl 
of man in their balance, in whose eyes the greatest and the least 1 
of mortals scarcely differ in littleness, Wallenstein[s_§onfidcnce 
in the friendship of Octavio^ his disinterested love for Max Picco- 


lomiiii, his pafefnaT and hfbtEeri^ urndnesiTare feel ings which 
oYet*' the ’harsKer, morejierpic £ua,lities 
'^lerewith fliey ^e combined; - ‘His " treas on to the Emperor is a 
crime, for which, provoked and tempted as he was, we ^do not 
greatly blame him ; it is forgotten in our admiration ofins nolbl^l 
or recdllSi^tSd only as a venial trespass. SoHUer ^s 6u c-* 
<^Gde^ well wi^ V^Uenstgift, where it was not easy to succeed. 

JruWffbistory has been but little yiclgteji; yet we are com- 
pelled to feel that Wallenstein, whose actions individually are 
trifling, unsuccessful, and unlawful, is a strong, sublime, command- 
ing charact^ ; loo k at him with, int eres^ ^ur concern at his 
fate is tingea wifC a shade of kindly 

L "his^ wstf-companion, we can find l ess 

wjp tqjke ies's pleas ure,. O ctavia ^fiLaualitinft Au:fi:.chiefly 
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peg at i vo : he father walks by the letter of tlie moral law, than by 
its spirit ; his conduct is externally correct, but ^licre is no touch 
of generosity within. He is mor e of ttfe jcourtijsx than of the 
soldier : his weapon is intrigue, not force. Believing firmly that 
* ' wmteve r igA^ js bes t,* he distrusts new and, extraordinary 
things ; he has no^^Jin human nature, and seems to be virtuous 
l^imself more by ctmulatSon than by impulse. We scarcely tliahl: 
him lor £is loyalty ; serving his Emperor, he ruins and betrays his 
friend : and, besides, though he does not own it, personal ambition 
is among his leading motives ; he wishes to be general and prince, 
and Wallenstein is not only a traitor to his sovereign, but a bar to 
this advancement. It is true, Octavio does not personally tempt 
him towards his destruction ; but neither does he warn him from 
it; a nd, perhaps, he knew that fresh temptation was superfluous. 
^R^lenstein did not deserve such treatment from a man whom he 
had trusted as a brotlier, even though such confidence was blind, 
mid guided by^yisioBS and starry omens. Octavio is a skilful, 
■prudent, managing statesman";' 6T the Itmd, praised loudly, if not 
sincerely, by their friends, and detested deeply by their enemies. 
His object may be lawful or even laudable ; but his ways are 
crooked ; we dislike him but the more that }ye know not positively 
how to Wame Imn. 

Octavio Piccolomini and Wallenstein are, as it were, the two 
'^opposing forces by which this whole universe of military politics is~ 
kepTih” motion. The struggle of magnanimity and strength com- 
bined with treason, against cunning and apparent virtue, aided by 
law, gives rise to a series of great actions, which are here vividly 
presented to our view. We mingle in the clashing interests of 
these mei^ of war ; we see them at their gorgeous festivals and 
stormy consultations, and particijiate ®in the hopes or fears that 
agitate them. The subject had many capabilities ; and Schiller 
has turnod them all to profit. Our minds are kept alert by a con- 
stant succession of animating scenes of spectacle, dialogue, inci- 
dent : the plot thickens and darkens as we advance ; the interest 
deepens and deepens to the very end. 

But among the tumults of this busy multitude, there are two 
forms of celestial beauty that solicit our attention, and whose 
destiny, involved with that of those around them, gives it an im- 
portance in our eyes which it could not otherwise have had. Max 
i ipicco lomini. Octavio's son, and T hekla^ the daughter ofWallen- 
steinTdiffiise an ejGEere3 radiance over all this tragedy call 
forth the finest feelings of the heart, where other freii^ s had 
aheady been aroused ; they superadd to the stimifjfpomp of 
sceaes, which had ahea^'^dled our imaginations, tlic enthusi- 
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asm of bright unworn humanity, ‘ the bloom of young^jlesire, the 
pmpB^BjnroflQXe.* Me hisioiy of^^MaxandMeTtla is not "a rare 
one ih poetry ; bSt ScliMler has treaSedfit with a skill which is ex- 
tremely rare. Both of them are represented as combining every 
excellence ; their affection is instantaneous and unbounded ; yet 
the coolest, most sceptical reader is forced to admire them, and 
believe in them. 

Of IVJgjX we are taught from the first to form the highest P TU fta — 
tation s itho common soldiers and their captains speak of him as 
^Ipro ; the Cuirassiers had, at Pappenheim’s death, on 
the field of Liitzen, appointed him their colonel by unanimous 
election. His appearance answers these ideas : Max is the vcrv:- 

imd, Jgimg:. ardou r, p ersonified. - 
Though but passing into maturer age, he has already seen ah3^ 
suffered much ; but_the. experience of the man h^is not yet dead- 
ened or dulled the enthusiasm of the b 9 y, He has lived, since 
his very childhood, constantly amid the clang of wai% and with few* 
ideas but those of camps ; yet here, by a native instinct, his heart 
has attracted to it all that was noble and graceful in the trade oi 
arms, rejecting all that was repulsive or ferocious. He loves Wal 
len stein his patron, his gallant and majestic leader : he loves his 
present way of life, because it is one of peril and excitement, be« 
cause he knows no other, but chiefly because his young unsulhed 
spirit can shed a resplendent beauty over even the wastest region 
in the destiny of man. th o njdauaj^ddier, and the bravest ot 
soldier s, he i s not this olo ne. He feels that there are fairer sceiie^s" 
In life,lvScii these scenes of havoc and distress but deform or 
destroy ; his first acquaintance witli the Princess Thckla unveils 
to him another world, which till then he had not dreamed of ; a 
land of peace and serene elysian felicity, the charms of which he , 
paints with simple and unrivalled eloquence. is 

daring than affec^ merciful and , jg§n3^ t hough his , 

lYAllflYrg^’lSks been unSer tents : modest and altogether unpretend- 
ing, though young and universally admired. We conceive his 
aspect to be thoughtful but fervid, dauntless but mild : h ^is the 
yejy.pjQetiy of war., thj? je^ence of a youthful hero. We"sTiouTd 
ha.ve loved him anywhere ; &t here, amid barren scenes of strife 
apd^danger, he is douhlyudoftr to-us. 

His first appearance wins our favour ; liis eloquence in senti- 
ment prepares us to expect no common magnanimity in action. 
It is as follows : Octavio and Questenberg are consulting on affairs of 
state ; Max tuters : he is just returned from conyoying the Prin- 
cess Thehla and her mother, the daughter and the wife oiFriedland^ 
to the camp at Pilsen. 
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ACT I. SCENE IV* 

Max Piccolomini, Octavio Piccolomini, QuESTENBEEa. 


Max. *Tis he himself ! My father, welcome, welcome ! 

» {He embraces him : on turning rounds he observes Questenberg 

and draws coldly hack.) 

Busied, I perceive ? I will not interrupt you. 

Oct. How now, Max ? View this stranger bettor ! 

An old friend deserves regard and kindness ; 

The Kaiser’s messenger should be rever’d ! 

Max. {drily.) 

Von Questenberg ! If it is good that brings you 
To our liead-quartcrs, welcome ! 

Quest, {has taken his hand ) Nay, draw not 
Your hand away, Count Piccolomini ! 

Not on mine own account alone I grasp it. 

And nothing common will I say therewith. 

Octavio, Max, Piccolomini! {Taking both their hands.) 

Names of benignant solemn import I Never 
Can Austria’s fortune fail, while two such stars. 

To guide and guard her, gleam above our hosU, 

Max You play it wrong. Sir Minister ! To praise, 

I wot, you come not hither ; to blame and censure 
You aro come. Let me be no exception. 

OoT. {to Max.) « 

He comes from Court, where every one is not 
So well contented with the Duke as here. 

Max. And what new fault have they to charge him with I 
That he alone decide^. he ^loBO 
Can understand ? Well! Should it not be so ? 

It should and must ! This man was never made 
To ply and mould himself like wax to others : 

Itw^ ae^nst’-hts ^^0331 iTHb.cahnot do itj 
ITena.s the spirit of a ruler, and 
ThS'Etattoft of a ruler. Well for us 
Iris so' ’ Eew can rule themselves, can use 
Their wisdom wisely : happy foT the whole 
Where there is one among them that cau be 
A contro and a hold for many thousands ; 

That can plant himself like a firm column, 

For the whole to lean on safely ! Such a one 
Is Wallenstein ; s^j^other man might better. 

Servo the Court, iiohe ^o' could servo the 'Army, 

■QtnirsT; ^"The ArmyTIiruly 1 ' 

Max. And it is a pleasure 

'To behold how all awakes and strengtljens 
(And revives around him ; how men’s faculties 
! Como forth ; their gifts grow plainer to themselves ! 

From each he can elicit his endowment. 

His peculiar power ; and does it wisely ; 

Leaving each to be the man he found him, 

Watching only that he always be so 
I I’ th’ proper place ; and thus he makes the talents 
' Of all mankind his own. 

Quest. No one denies him 

Skill in men, and skill to use them. His fault is 
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That in the ruler he forgets the servant. 

As if he had been bom to be commander. 

# Max. And i| he not? By birth he is invested 
With all gifts for it, and»with the farther gift 
Of finding scope to use them ; of acquiring 
For the ruler’s faculties, the ruler’s oflSce. 

Quest. So that how far the rest of us have rights 
Or influence, if any, lies with Friedland? 

Max. Ho is no common person ; he requires 
No common confidence : allow him space ; 

The proper limit he himself will set. 

Quest. The trial shows it ! 

Max. Ay I Thus it is with them I 

Still so ! All frights them that has any depth ; 

Nowhere are they at ease but in the shallows. 

Oct. (to Quest.) 

Lot him have his way, my friend ! The argument 
Will not avail us. 

Max Xfeey bjvolceJfchfi,^pirit 

I’ th* hoqr of need, and Judder when he rises. 

'TTHo great, the wonderful, must be accomplished 
Like a thing of course ! — In war, in battle, 

A moment is decisive ; on the spot 
Must bo doterniin’d, in the instant done. 

With ov’ry noble quality of nature 

The leader must bo gifted : let him live, then, 

In thoir noble sphere ! The oracle within hftn. 

The living spirit, not dead books, old forms. 

Not mould’ nng parchn^nts must ho take to counsel. 

Oct. Mv t 

ar^ asbim&r«,«prepioua.Hall8, and fence.'^ 

oppcassod.mcMPifUB' 

T(f mod^'ato therash will of thgir o^re^sors. 

Ffir tKe^ncontroIled has ever been destructive. 

The way of Order, though it lead through windings. 

Is the best. Eight forward goes the lightning 
And the cannon-hall*: quick, by the nearest path. 

They come, op’ning with murderous crash their way, 

To blast and ruin 1 My Son 1 the quiet road 
Which men frequent, where peace and blessings travel. 
Follows the river’s course, the^alley’s bendings ; 

Modest skirts the cornfield and the vineyard, 

Ilevering property’s appointed bounds ; 

And loading safe though slower to the mark. 

Quest O hear your Father I Him who is at once 
A hero and a man ! 

Oct. It is the child 

O’ th’ camp that speaks in thee, my Son : a war 
Of fifteen years has nursed and taught thee ; peace 
Thou hast no\ er seen. My Som there is a worth 
Beyond the^ worth of warriors :^v’n in war itself 
The object is not war. The rapid deeds 
Of power, th’ astounding wonders of the moment— 

It IS not these that minister to man 
Aught useful, aught benignant or enduring. 

In haste the wandering soldier comes, and builds 
With canvas his light town : here in a moment 
^ a nishing concourse ; markets open ; 

Roads and rivers crowd with merchandise 
And people ; Tiaffic stirs his hundred arms. 
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Ere long, some morning, look, — and it is gone I 
The tents are struck, the host has marched away ; 

Dead as a churchyard lies the trampled Beed>|ield, 

And wast^ is the harvest of the year. 

Max. ( O Father ! that the Kiuser wotUd make peaoe t 
The blooc^nJaurel I would gladly change 
For the first violet Spring should offer us, * 

•The tiny pledge that Earth again was young l] 

OoT. Hows this! What is it that affects ^thee so ? 

Max. Peace I have never seen? Yes, I have seen it! 

Ev"n now I come from it : my journey led me 
Through lands as yet unvisited by war. 

O Father > life has charms, of which we know not : 

We have but seen the barren coasts of life ; 

Like some wild roving crew of lawless pirates. 

Who, crowded in their narrow noisome ship. 

Upon the rude sea, with rude manners dwell ; 

Naught of the fair land knowing but the bays. 

Where they may risk their hurried thievish landing. 

Of the loveliness that, in its peaceful dales. 

The land conceals — O Father ! — O I of this, 

111 our wild voyage we have seen no glimpse. 

OoT. (aives increased atlention.) 

And did this journey show thee much of it ? 

Max *Twas the first holiday of my existenoct 
Tell mo, whore’s the end of all this labour. 

This grinding labour that has stolen my youth. 

And left my heart uncheer’d and void, my spiiiit 
Uncultivated as a wilderaess? 

This camp’s unceasing din ; the neighing steeds ; 

The trumpet’s clang ; the never-changing round 
Of service, discipline, parade, give nothing 
To the heart, the heart that longs for nourishment. 

There is no soul in this insipid bus’ness ; 

Life has another fate and other joys. 

Oct, Much hast thou leam’d, my Son, in this short journey I 
Max. O blessed bright day, when at last the soldier 
Shall turn back to life, and be again a man ! 

Through th’ merry lines the colours are unfurl'd, 

And homeward beats the thrilling soft pfeace-march ; 

All hats and helmets deck’d with leafy sprays. 

The last spoil of the fields ! The city’s gates 
Fly up ; now needs not the petard to burst them : 

The walls are crowded with rejoicing people ; 

Their shouts ring through the air : from every tower 
Bhthe bells are pealing forth the merry vesper 
Of that bloody day. From town and hamlet 
Flow the jocund thousands ; with their hearty 
Kind impetuosity our march impedin^^ 

The old man, weeping that he sees this day. 

Embraces his long-lost son : a stranger 
He revisits his old home ; with spreading boughs 
The tree o’ersbadows him at his return, 

Which waver’d as a twig when he depai'ted ; 

And modest blushing comes a maid to meet him. 

Whom on her nurse’s breast he left. O happy ! 

For whom some kindly door like this, for whom 
Soft arras to clasp him shall be open’d I — 

Quest, {with emotion,) O that 
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The times you speak of should be so far distant ! 

Should not bo tomorrow, be today ! 

Max. And to blame for it but you at Court ? 

I will deal plainly with ^rou, Quostenberg : 

When I observ’d you here, a twinge of spleen 
And bitterness went through me. It is you 
That hinder peace ; yes, you. The General 
Must force it, and you ever keep tormenting him, 

Obstructing all his steps, abusing him ; 

For what ? ^opjijsi^e^the good of Europe lies 
Nearer h;? hsarLt^an whether certain acres 
More.or less of djrty land, he Auatria’a! 

7ou call hlni'tVaitor, repel, Ged knows what, 

Because ho spares the Saxons ; as if that 
Were not the only way to peace ; for how 
If during war, war end not, can peace follow 1 
Go to ’ go to I As I love goodness, so I hate 
This paltry work of yours : and here I vow to Gnd, 

For him, this rebel, traitor Wallenstein, 

To shed my blood, my heart’s blood, drop by drop, 

Ero I will see you triumph in his fall 1 

The Princess Thekla is perh^s Thekla, just 

entering onTTife, steps,’ with the brilliant visions of a 

cloi^r yet undisturbed by the contradictions of reality, beholds 
in Max, not merely her protector and escort to her father's camp, 
but the living emblem of her shapeless yet glowing dreams. She 
knows not deception, Jlie trusts and is tested : tlieir spirits rn'cet* 
and iningre7"ahd*“^ crasp eacTl‘ dtEer"15ifmly and forever.’ All this 
is described by the poet with a quiet inspiration, which finds its 
way into our deepest sympathies. Such beautiful simplicity is 
iii’esistible. ‘ How long,’ the Co untess Te rzky asks, ^ ’> 04 

How long is it since you disclosed your heart ? 

Max. This morning first I risked a word of it. 

CoUN. Not till tills morning during twenty days ? 

Max. ’Twas at the castle where you met us, 'twixt this 
And Neporauk, the last stag^ of the journey. 

On a balcony she and I were standing, our looks 
In slleiico turn’d upon the vacant landscape; 

And before us the dragoons were riding. 

Whom the Duke had sent to be her escort. 

Heavy on my heart lay thoughts of parting. 

And with a faltering voice at last I said : 

All this reminds me, Fraulein, that today 
I must be parted from my happiness ; 

In few hours you will find a fisher. 

Will see yourself encircled by new friends ; 

And I shall be to you naught but a stranger, 

Forgotten in the crowd—** Speak with Aunt Terzky T 
Quick she interrupted me ; I noticed 
A qirv’riii-,' in her voice ; a glowing blush 
Spread o’er her cheeks ; slow rising from the ground, 

Her eyes giet mine : I could control myself 
No longer— 

(TA^ Princm appears at the door, and stops; the Countess hut 
Picco/omini observing her.) 





^ /-'• ^ 'i 
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— I clasp d her wildly in my arms, 

My lips were join’d with hers. Some footsteps stirring 
I' th’ next room parted us ; 'twas you ; what then . 

Took place, you know. t * 

CouN. And can you bo so modest, 

Or incurious, as not once to ask me 
For tny secret, in return ? 

Max. Your secret? 


CouN. Yes, sure f On coming in the moment after, 
How my nieco receiv’d me, what i” th* instant 
Of her first surprise she — 

Max. Ha? 

Thekla {enters hastily). Spare yourself 

The trouble, Aunt ! That he can leam from me. 


We rejoice in the ai-dent, pure, and confiding affection of these 
two angelic beings : hut our feeling is changed and made more 
poignant, when we think that the inexorable hand of Destiny is 
5 ‘ aheady lifted to smite their world with blackness SE||^desolation. 

! Thekla has enjoyed ‘ two little hours of heavenly but her i 

native gaiety gives place to serious anticipations and alanns ; 

%la. that, the xiain^i.otWailleBsteiAis pot a place for hope to dweU 
The instructions and explanations of her j|unt disclose the 
sed'etVshe is not to love Max; a higher, it may be a royal, Tate' 
awaits her; but she is to tempt him f rom his duty, and make him 
lend his influence to her father, whose daring projects she now 
for the first time discovers. From that moment her hopes of hap- 
piness have vanished, never more to return. Yet her own sorrows 
touch her less than the ruin which she sees about to overwhelm 
her tender and affectionate mother. For herself, she waits witli 
gloomy patience the stroke tliat is to emsh her. She is meek, and 
soft, and maiden-like; but she is Fricdlaiid's daughter, and does 
j ’ ' not shrink from what is unavoidable.^ Tlicre is often a rectifude, 

^ and quick inflexibility ’of resolution about Thekla, which contrasts 
beautifully with her inexperience and timorous acuteness of feel- 
ing: on discovering her father’s treason, she herself decides tliat 
Max ‘ shall obey his first impulse,’ and forsa^^Eer. 

'■^'’THere are few scenes in "pbeRyiS^Nr suWimely pathetic than 
this. We behold the sinking but still fiery glory of Wallenstein, 
opposed to the impetuous despsdr o^Max Piccolomini, tom asun- 
der by the claims of duty and of love ; the calm but brokenhearted 
Jt 4 » Thekla, beside her brokenhearted mother, and surroundi^^y the 
' J'"' 'blank faces of Wallenstein’s desponding followers. Th ere i s a 
' " ' ^y&ic al pomp con’csponding to the moral grimdeur of the actiqnx 

, ^ 'tfie successive revolt and departure of the troops is h^ard without 

J i ^ ' -the .walls of the Palace ; the trumpets of the Pappenheimers re- 
^1 1(1 wild feelings of their leader. What follows too is equally 

^ .V V. V. 
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affecting. Max being forced away by his soldiers from the side] 
of Thekla, rides fortli at their head in a state bordering on frenzy. 
Next day come tidings* of his fate, which no heart is hard enough 
to hear unmoved. The effect it produces upon Thekla displays 
all the hidden energies of her soul. The first accidental hearing 
of the news had almost overwhelmed her ; but she summons up 
her strength : she sends for the n^fssenger, that she may question 
him more closely, and listen to his stern details with the heroism 
of a Spartan virgin. 


ACT IV. SCENE X. 

Thekla ; the Swedish Captain ; Fbaulein Neubbunn. 

Capt. {approaches respectfully) 

Princess — I — must pray you to forgive mo 
My most rash unthinking words : I could not — 

Thekla {with noble diymtyf 
You saw me in my grief ; a saa chance made you 
At onco my confidant, who were a stranger. 

Cafi. I fear the sight of me is hateful to you : 

They were mournful tidings I brought hither. 

Thekla. The blame was mine ! ’Twas I that forced them from you; 
Your voice was but tlio voice of Destiny. 

My terror interrupted your recital : 

Finish it, I pray you.# 

Capt. ’ Twill renew your grief ! 

Thekla. I am prepared for’t, I will be prepared. 

Proceed ! How went the action t Let me bear. 

Gaft. At Neustadt, dreading no surprise, we lay 
Slightly entrench’d ; when towards night a cloud 
Of dust rose from the forest, and our outposts 
Hush’d into the camp, and cried : The foe was there ! 

Scarce had we time to spring on horseback, when 
The Pappoiiheimers, coming at full gallop, 

Dash'd 0 er the palisado, and next moment 
These fierce troopers pass’d our camp-trench also. 

But thoughtlessly thoir couftigo had impelled them 
To advance without support ; l^eir infantry 
Was far behind ; only tho Papponheimers 
Boldly following their bold leader — 

{Thekla makes a movement. The Captain pauses for a moment, 
till sh^ heclons him to proceed.) 

On front and flank, with all our horao wo charged them ; 

And ere long forc’d them back upon tho trench, 

Whhre rank'd in haste our infantry presented 
An iron hedge of pikes to stj|p their passage. 

Advance they could not, nor retreat a stop, 

Wedg’d in this narrow prison, death on all sides. 

Then tho Rheingraf call’d upon their leader. 

In fair battle, fairly to surrender ; 

But Colonel Piccolomini — 

{Thekla, tottering, catches "by a seat,) 

# — We knew him 

BVa helmet-plume, and his long flowing hair, 

The rapid riae had loosen’d it : to th’ trench 
1 
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He points ; leaps firat himself his gallant steed 
Clean over it ; the troop plunge after him : 

But — in a twinkle it was done ! — his hoi-so 
Kun through the body by a paitisan, < 

Bears in ite agony, and pitcnes far 

Its rider ; and fierce o’er him tramp the steeds 

0* th’ rest, now heeding neither bit nor bridle. 

{Thekfa, toko has lutemd to the last words with increasing 
anguish f falls into a violent trenior ; she is siiiking to 
the ground: Frdulein Neuhrunn hastens to her, and 
receives her in her amis.) 

Neu. Lady, dearest mistress— 

Capt. (morerf.)' Let me begone. 

Thekla. 'Tis past ; conclude it 

Capt. Seeing their leader fell, 

A grim inexorable desperation 

Seiz’d the troops : their own escape forgotten, 

Like wild tigers thej'^ attack us ; their fery 
Provokes our soldiers, and the battle ends not 
Till the last man of the Pappenheimei*s falls. 

Thekla {with a quivering voice). 

And where— where is— You have not told me all. 

Cai’T. {after a pause.) 

This morning we interr’d him. He was borne 
By twelve youths of the noblest families, 

And all our host accompanied the bier. 

A laurel deck’d his coffin ; and upon it 
The Rheingraf laid his own victorious sword. 

Nor were tears wanting to his fate : for many ^ 

Of us bad known his noble-mindedness. 

And gentleness of manners ; and all hearts 

Were mov’d at his sad end. Fain would the Rheingraf 

Have sav’d him ; but himself prevented it ; 

’Tis said he wish’d to die. 

Neu. {with emotion, to Thekla, who hides her face.) 

0 ! dearest mistress. 

Look up ! 0 why would you insist on this? 

Thekla. Where is his grave ? 

Capt. F th’ chapel of a cloister 

At Neustadt is ho laid, till we recei/e 
Directions from his father, • 

Thekla. What is its name ? 

Capt. St. Catharine’s. 

Thekla. Is’t far from this ? 

Capt. Seven leagues. 

Thekla. How goes the way ? 

Capi‘. You come by Tirschenreit 

And Falkenberg, and through our farthest outposts. 

Thekla. Who commands them ? • 

Capt. Col^el Seckondorf, 

Thekla {steps to a table, and takes a ring from her jewel-hox). 

You have seen me in my grief, and shown me 
A sympathising heart : accept a small 
Memonal of this hour {giving him the ring). 

Now leave me. 

Cafi. {overpoivered.) Princess! — 

{Thekla silently makes him a sign to go, and U[rns from him, 
lie lingers, and attempts to speak; Neithrunn repeats the 
sign; lie gm.) 
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SCENE XL 

Neubrunn; Thekla. 

Thekla {falls on Nmhraniis neck). 

Now, good. Neubrunn, is the time to show the love 
Which thou hast always vow’d me. Prove thyself 
A time friend and attendant ! We must go. 

This very night. 

Neu. Go ! This very night ! And whither? 

Thekla. Whither ? Thero is but one place in the world, 

The place where he lies buried : to his grave. 

Neu. Alas, what would you there, my dearest misti’ess ? 
Thekla. ’^^at there ? Unhappy girl ! Thou wouldst not ask 
If thou hadst ever lov’d. Thero, there, is all 
That yet remains of him ; that one small spot 
Is all the earth to me. Do not detain me 1 
O come 1 Prepare, think how we may escape. 

Neu. Have you reflected on your father’s anger f 
Thekla. I dread no mortal’s anger now. 

Neu. The mockery 

Of the world, the wicked tongue of slander ! 

Thekla. 1 go to seek one that is cold and low : 

Am I then hast’niiig to my lover’s arms ? 

0 God ! I am but hast’ning to his ^avo * 

Neu. And we alone? Two feeble, helpless women t 
Thekla. Wo wfil arm ourselves ; my hand shall guard thee* 
Neu In the gloomy night-time? 

Thekla. Night will hide us. 

Neu. In this rude storm ? 

Thekla. Was his bed made of down. 

When the horses’ hoots went o’er him ? 

Neu. O Heaven ! 

And then the many Swedish posts 1 They will not 
Let us pass. 

Thekla. Are they not men ? Misfortune 
Passes free through all the earth. 

Neu. ^ So far! So — 

Thekla. Does the pilgrim count the miles, when journeying 
To the distant shrine of grace ? 

Neu. How shall we 

Even get out of Eger ? 

Thekla. Gold opens gates. 

Go ! Do go ! 

Neu. If they should recognise us ? 

Thekla. In a fugitive despairing woman, 

No one will look to meet with Friedland’s daughter. 

Neu. And where sWl #e get horses for our flight ? 

Thekla. My Equerry will find them. Go and call him. 

Neu. Will he venture without his master’s knowledge ? 
Thekla. He will, I tell thee. Go ! O linger not I 
Neu. Ah 1 And what will your mother do when yott 
Are vanish’d ? 

Thekla {recollect ing this, and gazing with a look of anguish), 

• O my mother 1 

Neu. Your good mother I 

She has already had so much to suffer. 

Must this last heaviest stroke too fall on her? 
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Thekla. I cannot help it. Go, I priLheo, go ! 

Neu. Think well what you are doing. 

Thekla. All is thought 

That can be thought, already. 

Neu. Were we there, 

What would you do ? 

Thekla. God will dkect me, there. 

Neu. Your heart is full of trouble . 0 my lady I 
This way leads not to peace. 

Thekla. To that deep peace 

Which he has found. 0 hasten ! Go * No words ! 

There is some force, I know not what to call it, 

Pulls me irresistibly, and drags mo 
On to his grave : there I shall find some solace 
Instantly ; the stranglmg band of sorrow 
Will bo loosen’d ; tears will flow. O hasten ! 

Long time ago we miglit have been o’ th’ road. 

No rest for mo till I have fled theso walls : 

They fall upon me, some dark power repels me 
Prom them — Hal What’s this* The chamber’s filling 
With pale gaunt shapes * No room is left for me ! 

More ! more! The crowding spectres press on me. 

And push me forth from this accursed house. 

Neu. You frighten me, my lady: I dare stay 
No longer ; quickly I’ll call Rosenborg. 


SCENE XII. 

Thekla. 

It is his spirit calls me ! ’Tis the host 
Of faithful souls that sacrificed themselves 
In fiery vengeance for him. They upbraid me 
For this loitering : t/iev in death forsook him not, 

Who in their life had led them ; their ludo hearts 
Were capable of this : and / can live 
No I No I That laurel -garland which they laid 
Upon his bier was twined for both of us • 

What is this life without the light of love ? 

I cast it fiom mo, since its worth is gone. 

Yes, when wo found and lov’d each other/ life 
Was something I Glittering lay before mo 
The golden mom : I had two hours of Heaven. 

Thou stoodost at the threshold of tho scene 
, Of busy life ; with timid steps I cross’d it : 

WHow fiiir it lay in solemn shade and sheen ! 

And thou beside me, like some angel, posted 
To lead me out of childhood’s fairy land 
On to life’s glancing summit, hand in hatd ! 

My first thought was of joy no tongue can tell. 

My first look on spotless spirit fell. 

(She sinks into a reverie, then loiih signs (^horror proceeds.) 
And Fate put forth its hand : inexorable, cold, 

* My friend it grasp’d and clutch’d with iron hold, 

And— under th* noofs of their wild horses hurl’d : 

Such is the lot of loveliness i’ th’ world ! r 

Thekla has 3^et another pang to encounter, the jDarting with her 
mother : hut she persists in her determination, and goes forth to 
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die beside her lover s gmve. The heart-rending emotions, which 
this amiable creature has to undergo, are described with an almost 
painful effect : %he fat^ of Max and Thekla might draw tears from 
the eyes of a stoic. 

Less tendll’, but not less sublimely poetical, is the f^te of Wal- 
l enstein himselL We do not pit y Wallenstein ; even in ' ruin iie 
fiecms too great for pity. His daughter having vanished like a fair 
visionTrom the scene, we look forward to Wallenstein’s inevitable 
fate with little feeling save expectant awe : 


This kingfly Wallenstein, whene'er ho falls. 

Will drag a world to ruin down with him ; » 
And as a ship that in the midst of ocean 
Catches fire, and shiv’ring springs into the air. 
And m a moment scatters between sea and sky 
^The crew it bore, so will he hurry to destruction 
Ev’ry one whose fate was join'd with his. 


yet still there is some touch of pathos in his gloomy fall; some 
‘' visiti iij^s-Qf n,atur4^- in tJia mistfirc_^'“andeur of his sl owly-coming, 
l;^ut iiiovi table, and annihilating doom. The la st scene oTEis” life 
i^Liini-Ojag-ihe finest which poetry can boast of. TheidAs death is 
still unknown to him; but he thinks onVTiCx, and almost weeps. 

looks at the stars : dim shadows of superstitious dread .pass 
fitfully across his &ifirit, as he views these fountains of light, and 
^ compares tlicir glorious and enduring existence with the fleeting 
^^•oubled life of man. The strong spirit of his sister is subdued 
by dark forebodings ; onmns are against him ; his astrologer en- < 
ti’eats, one of the relenting conspirators entreats, his own feelings 
call upon liim, to watch and beware. But he refuses to let the 
resolution of his mind be overmastered; he casts away these 
warnings, and goes cheerfully to sijeep, with dreams of hope about 
Ais pillow, unconscious tl^t the are ah'eady grasped which 

will send him to his long and dreamless sleep. The death of Wal- 
lenstein does not cause tears ; but it is perhaps the most high- i 
wrought scene of the play. A shade of horror, of fatcfvd. 
ness^ hangs over it, and giYes~ajI3Gl|rolOT effect of that 

hrilhaiit poet^,.wli^ eyeiyjine of it. Excep t in Ma c-f 

both or the conclusion pXQthell«* we know not whe re to match iti 
Schiller’s genius is of a l^nd much narrower than Shakspeare's ; 


hut in his own peculiar province, the e:^it ipg of lofty ^>.ftftweRf., 
stonfiLnmQtion. he of.jiQ.jaweiaer.'* Others are finer, more 

piercing, varied, thrilling, in tlieii' influence : Scliiller, in his finest 


mood, is overwhelming. 




.t ?fr- 
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This tragedy of close jof the 

ei ghteenth centp rv. may^fely be rated the gg^catest dramatio 
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work o f which that centu^Q^ can boast. Fran ce never, rose into tlui._ 
sphere of Schiller, even in the days of her Corneille : nor iJaniiiyL 
own countiy, since tlie limes of Elizabeth, n^me aiij^ dramatist to 
^0 compared with him in general strength of mind, and feeling, 
and ^c^[ui^d accbmpllshmeriir Aboiit the time SBWallemteirH s 
appeai-ance, we bTlhis "gifted tod were shaddfiiing. saL JUie Castle 
Gel-many, indeed, boasts of Goethe : and on some rare 
occasions, it must be owned tliat Goethe has shown talents of 
a liigher order than are here manifested ; but he has made no 
equally regular or powerful exertion of them : Faust is but a care-\ 
lo ss eftiisjon .cojnpJWd with Wallenstein. The latter is in truth a vasF 
aii^magnificent work. What an assejgiblage of images, idea s, 
tions, disposed in the most felicitous and impro»sivp““ ordorT^Wtr 
have conquerors, statesmen, ambitious generals, niatiiiiiiig sdl- 
diers, heroes, and heroines, all acting and feeling as tlicy would 
in nature, all faithfully depicted, yet all embellished by the spirit 
of poetry, and all made conducive to heighten one paramount im- 
pression, o ur sympat hy with^the tlnree chief characters of the 
picce.^ ^ ' 

Soon after the publication of Wallenstein^ Schiller once more 
changed his abode. The ‘ mountain air of Jeiia’ was conceived by 
his physicians to bo prejudicial in disorders of tlio lungs ; and 
partly in consequence of this opinion, he determined hencefortli 
to spend his winters in Weimar. Perhaps a weightier reason in 
favour of this new an-angement was the opportunity it gave him 
of being near th e thea tre ; a constant attendance on which, now 
that he had once more become a dramatist, seemed highly useful 
for his fai-ther improvement. The summer he, for several years, 
continued still to spend in Jena ; to whi«h, especially its beautiful 
environs, he declai-ed himself pai-ticularly attached. His httle 
garden-house was still his place of study during summer ; till at 
last he settled constantly at Weimai-. Even then he used fre- 
quently to visit Jmia; to which thea-o was a fresh attraction in later 
years, when Goethe chose it for his residence, which, we under- 
stand, it still occasionally is. With Goethe he often stayed for 
months. • 


' Wallenstein has been translated into French by M Benjamin Constant;, 
and the last two parts of it have been faithfully rendered into English by Mr. 
Coleridge. As to the French version, we know nothing, save that it is an m- 
'proped one ; but that little is enough : Schiller, as a dramatist, improved by 
M. Constant, is a spectacle wo feel no wish to witness. Mr. Coleridge's trans- 
-ation IS also, as a whole, unknown to us : but judging from many jargo speci- 
mens, we should pronounce it, e yeptin g ^ ^1^® best, 

indeed the only sufferable, translation from the 6ei-mah with which oiu- litera- 
ture has yet been enriched. 
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This change of place produced little change in Schiller’s habits 
or employment^ he was now as formerly in the pay of the Duke 
of Weimar ; now as fomierly engaged in dramatic composition as 
the great object of his life. What the amount of his pension was, 
we know not : that the Prince behaved to him in a piincely man- 
ner, we have proof sufficient. Fpiir years before, when invited to 
the university of Tubingen, Schiller had received a promise, that, 
in case of sickness or any other cause preventing the continuance 
of his literary labour, his salary sh ould hfiL doubled. It was actu- 
ally increased on occasion of the present removal ; and again still 
farther in 1804, some advantageous offers being made to him from 
Berlin. Schiller seems to have been, what he might have wished 
to be, neither poor nor rich : his simple unostentatious economy 
went on without embarrassment: and this was all that he required. 
To avoid ])ccuniaiy perplexities was constantly among his aims : 
to amass wealth, never. We ought also to add that, in 1802, by 
the voluntaiy solicitation of the Duke, he was cnnobledT *^ fact 
which wo mention, for his sake by whose kindness this honour 
was procured ; not for the sake of Schiller, 'who accepted it with 
gratitude, but had neither needed nor desired it. 

The official services expected of him in return for so much 
kindness seem to have been slight, if any. Chiefly or altogether 
of his own accord, ho appears have applied himself to a close 
insp ection of the theatre, and to hav^ §Jiaredmtli.jGrcaithe the task 
of super intending its concerns. The rehearsals of new pieces 
commonly took place at the Bouse of one of these friends ; they 
consulted together on all such subjects, frankly and cojiiously. 
Schiller was not slow to profit by the means of improvement thus 
afforded him ; in the mechanical details of his art ho grew more 
skilful : by a constant obs«rvation of the stage, he became more 
acquainted with its capabilities and its laws. It was not long till, 
with his characteristic expansiveness of eutciq^rise, he set about 
turning this new knoi^c^ to ^counL I n popjim ction with 
Goe^e, he remodelledmiq^^W^lfew CaVtae,* aiS" Hra menef ^^ Coitnt 
altering both according to his latest views of scenic pro- 
priety. It was farther intended to treat, in the same manner, 
the whole series of leadinf Gennan plays, and thus to produce 
a national stock of dramatic pieces, formed according to the best 
rules ; a vast project, in which some progress continued to be 
made, though other labours often inten'upted it^ For the pre- 
sent, ^hiller was engaged with his Maria Stuart : it appeared 

in 1800 ^ * 

, ^ This tragedy will not detain us long. It is upon a subject, the 
^^jl^^ents of which are now getting t rite, and the moral of which i 
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lias little that can peculiarly recommend it. To exhibit, the re- 
pentance of a lovely but erring woman, to show how her soul 
may be restored to its primitive nobleness, ^ly sufferings, devotion, 
rand death, is the object of Maria Stuart. It is a tra gedy of spiubi:© 

I and m ournful feelings an air of melancholy and obstruction 

perv ading (tuatlopl^g ^ckward on objects of remorse, around 
on imprisonment, and forward on the grave. Its object is un- 
doubtedly obtfidned. ^^e are forced to pardon and to love the 
heroine ; she is beautiful, and miserable,, an^ lo^ty-minded ; and 
her crimes, however dark, have been eipiated by long years of 
weeping and woe. Considering also that they were the fruit not 
of calculation, but of passion acting on a heart not dead, though 
blinded for a time, to their enormity, they seem less hateful than 
the cold premeditated villany of which she is the victim. Elip,- 
I^th i^ selfis hi_heartlcss, envious ;_8he violas law, but she 
hag^no virtue, and she lives triumphant : her a?id^ artificial charac- 
ter serves by contrast to heighten our sympathy with her warm- 
hearted, forlorn, ill-fated rival. These two Queens, particularly 
]Maiy , are well .delineated : their respective qualities are vividly 
brought out, and the feelings they were meant to excite aiise with- 
in us. There is also Mortimer, a fierce, imnetuous, impassioned 
lover ; driven onward chiefly by the heat of his blood, but^still in- 
teresting by his vehemence and unbounded daring. The dialogue, 
moreover, has many beauties ; there are scenes which have merited 
peculiar commendation. Df this kind is the interview between 
the Queens ; and more especially the first entrance of Maiy, when, 
after long seclusion, she is once more permitted to behold the 
cheerful sky. In the joy of a momentaiy freedom, she forgets 
that she is still a captive ; she addresses the clouds, the ‘ sailors 
of tlie air,’ who ‘ are not subjects of Elizabeth,’ and bids them 
cany tidings of her to the hearts that love her in other lands. 
Without doubt, in all that he intended, Schiller has succeeded ; 
Maria Stuart is a beautiful tragedy; it w’ould have .formed the 
glpry of g^eanponau^hulil canBPtmtgrially altexhiduCompared 
witjt^^ Wallenstein, its purpose is narrow, its result jg, common. 
We have no manners true historic^ delineation. The figure of 
the English court is not given; and Elizabeth is depicted more 
like one of the French Medi ci, than like our own politic, capricious, 
"^coquettish, imperious, yet on the whole true-hearted, ‘ good Queen 
Bess.’ With abundant proofs of genius, this tragedy produces a 
(tomparatively small effect, especially on English readers. We 
A^ve already wept enough for Mary Stuart, both over- prose and 
“^rse ; and the persons likely to be deeply touched with the moral 
j^r ^printercst of her stoiy, as it is recorded here, are rather a 
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^separate class' thSn men ii^ general. Mada me de Stael, we observe, 
is her principal tdmirer.^ ^ TvieK«^ ^ c 9^ ' 'Kbj 

i Next year, Schiller took possession of a province more pecu- 
^arly his own : in 1 801, appe are d las JItfaid of Orlea ns {Jun^rau von 
Orleans) ; the first hint of which was suggesied td‘Eim by a series 
of documents, relating to the sentence of Jeanne d’Arc, and its re-^ 
versal, first published about this time b y De rAverdy of the Acor 
demudes Inscriptions. Schiller had been moved in pemsing them : , 
this tragedy gave voice to his feelings. 

Considered as an object of poetry or history, Jeanne d’Arc, the 
most singular personage of modem times, presents a character 
capable of being viewed under a great variety of aspects, and with 
a corresponding variety of emotions. To the English of her own | 
age, bigoted in their creed, and baflOied by her prowess, she ap- 
peared insp^ed»hy„.theJDevil, and was naturally burnt as a ^rce - 
mss. In this light, too, she is painted in the poems^of ShakspSSST 
To yoltaire , again, whose trade it was to war with every kixid of \ 
^superstition, this child of fanatic ardour seemed no better than a 
moonstruck zealot; and the people who followed her, and believed 
in' Her, sometning worse than lunatics. The glory of what she had 
achieved was forgotten, when the means of achieving it were recol- 
lected ; and the Maid of Orleans^ was deemed the fit subject of a 
poem, the wittiest and most profligate for which literature has to 
blush. Our illustrious LlgjiAlmm hides his head when contrasts® 
with Voltaire’s Pucelle : Juan’s biographer, with all his zeal, is buW 
' an innocent, and a novice, by the side of this arch-scorner. I| 

Such a manner of considering the Maid of Orleans is evidently 
Adt the right one. Feelings so deep and earnest as hers can never 
be an object of ridicule : Whoever pursues a pmpose of any sort 
with such fervid dovotedness, is entitled to awaken emotions, at 
least of a serious kind, in the hearts of others. Enthusiasm puts 
on a different shape in every different age : always in some deg:^^ 
sublime, often it is dangerous ; its very essence is a tendency to 
erri)j and exaggeration ; yet it is idie Jundamental quality of strong 
souls ; true nobility of Mood, in which all greatness of thought 
Sr action has its rise. Qui^id vult valde vult is ever the flfst ahd 
surest test of mental capSbm^r*"'Tlus peasant girl, who felt within 
her such fiery vehemence of resolution, that she could subdue the 
minds of kings and captains to her will, and lead armies on to" 
battle, conquering, till her country was cleared of its invaders, 
must eviderftly have possessed the elements of amcgestic character. 
Benevolent feelings, sublime ideas, and above all an overpowering 

will, are here indubitably marked. Nor does the form, wliich h&J 

. 4 I »i ^ . • . I 7 
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activity assumed, seem less adapted for displaying these qualities,, 
than many other forms in which we praise then!' The gorgej)us 
iHspimtioMS of the CatJxolic. religion are slS real as the^Eantom -el 
1 . the loje„of our native soil is. as laudable 3s 
1 ambition, o r the principle of naiUtary honour. Jeanne d’Arc must 
Vhave been a creature of shadowy yet far-glahcing dreams, of un- 
utterable feelings, of ‘ thoughts that wandered through Eternity.' 
Who can tell the trials and the triumphs, the splendours and the 
terrors, of which her simple spirit was the scene ! ‘ Heartless^ 

sneering, god-forgetting French !’ as old Suwari'ow called them, — 
tEey are not worthy of this noble maiden. Hers were errors, but 
errors which a generous soul alone could have committed, and 
which generous souls would have done more than pardon. Her 
[jdarkneBs.and dcTusiohs were of the understanding only ; they but 
make the radiance of her heart more touching and apparent ; as 
clouds are gilded by the orient light into something paore beau- 
tiful than azure itself. 

It is under this aspect that Schiller has contemplated the Maid 
of Orleans, and endeavoured to make us contemplate her. For the 
latter puipose, it appears that more than one plan had occuiTed to 
him. His Erst idea was, to represent J oanna, and the times she lived 
in,^as they actually were : to exhibit the superstition, ferocity, and 
wretchedness of ^e period, in ah their aggravation ; and to show 
us this patriotic and religious enthusiast beautifying the tempes- 
tuous scene by her presence ; swaying the fierce passions of her 
countrymen ; directing their fury against the invaders of France ; 
till at length, forsaken and condemned to di-e, she perished at the 
stake, retaining the same stedfast and lofty faith, which had en- 
nobled and redeemed the errors of her life, and was now to glorify 
the ignominy of her deatli. Thia^ project, after much delihemtion, 
he relinqu ished, as too difficult. By a new mode of management, 
much of the homeliness and rude horror, that defaced and encum- 
bered the reality, is thrown away. The Dauphin is not here a 
voluptuous weakling, nor is his court the centre of vice and cruelty 
and imbecility : the misery of the time is touched but lightly, and 
the Maid of Arc herself is invested with a certain faint degree of 
mysterious dignity, ultinmi^y represented as being in truth a pre- 
ternatural gift ; though wEeffier preternatural, and if so, whether 
^ sent from above or from below, neither we nor she, except by faith, 
^e absolutely sure, till the conclusion. 

The paaj^mfity of this arrangement is liable to question ; in- 
deed, it has been more than questioned. But^extonai-JEemishes 
^e,lqsyn„tEe intrinsic thfi-piec,e : the spirit of Joanna 

i| presented* to us with an exalting and pathetic force sufficient 



‘fcfmake us blind to far jg'eater jjmpr^pri^ties. J^oanna is a'jpure 
creation, of liaTf-^elestial origi^combining the mild charms of 
female loveliness with tbe awful mtgesty of a prophetess, and a 
sacrifice doomed to perish for her country. ^e_resembled^ in 
Schilley*s view, tlie Jj^higenia of the Greeks ;; jmd as sucE, in some 
respec ts, h e^ baa, treateiLber. 

woes and desolation of the land have kindled in Joanna's 
keen and feiwent heart a fire, which the loneliness of her life, and 
her deep feelings of religion, have nourished and fanned into a 
holy flame. She sits in solitude with her flocks, besi de the moun- 
tain chapel of the Virgin, under the ancient Druid oak, a wizard 
ipot^ the haunt of evil spirits aa well, as of good ; and visions aro 
revealed to her such as human eyes behold not. I t se ems the 
force of her own spiiit, expressing its fe„eliAgs in forn^s which re^ 
act upon itself. The strength of her impulses persuades her that 
she is called from on high to deliver her native Finance ; t he in- 
tensity of her own faith persuades others ; she goes forth on her 
mission ; all bends to the fieiy vehemence of her will ; she 
^ired because she thinks herself so. There is something beauti- 
ful and moving in the aspect of a noble enthusiasm, fostered in 
the secret soul, amidlobstmctions and depressions, and at length 
bursting forth with an* overwhelming force to accomplish its ap- 
pointed end : the impediments which long hid it are now become 
testimonies of its power ; the veiy ignorance, and meanness, and 
error, which still in part adhere to it, increase our sympathy with- 
out diminishing our admiration; it seems the triumph, hardly, 
contested, and not wholly carried,JEut still tlie tiiumph^ of ]\nnd 
oyer Fate, of human volition over material necessity. 

All this Schiller felt, and has presented with even more than - 
his usual skill. The s ecret ^echanism of Joanna’s mind is con- 
cealed from us in a^dlnf reIigious^,obscurity r Eiit ite tvptiye , move- 
mp hts "lEffO distinct ; we behold the lofty heroism of her feelings 
she affects us to the veiy heart. The quiet, devout innocence ot 
her early yeai’S, when she lived silent, shrouded in herself, meek 
and kindly thpu^ not conamiping with others, malics us love her: 
the cl^l^sfm'splS^feur whiefe mito her after-life adds rever- 
ence to our love. Her words «nd actions combine an ovei'powering 
force with a calm unpretending dignity : we seem to understand 
how they must have carried in their favour the universal convic- 
tion. Joanna is the most noble being in tragedy. We figure her 
with her slender lovely form, her mild but spirit-speaking counte- 
nance; ‘beautiful and terrible ;* bearing the banner of the Virgin 
before the hosts of her countiy ; travelling in the strength of a 
rapt soul ; Resistible by faith ; ‘ the lowly herdsmaid,’ greater in 
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the grandeur of her simple spirit than the kings and queens of this 
world. Yet her breast is not entirely insensible ^io human feeling, 
nor her faith never liable to waver. Wtien tha^nexorable ven- 
^geance^ which Jiad-Sh,ut,hej:.eaa: .RigainstriEijicSea^^ 

'" enemies , of. Fjr^pce, is suspended at the sight of Lionel, and her 
heart e xperiences th^^ first touch of morti affection", a haT^ l 
cToucToverspreads the s^srene dflieF mind ; it seenfs'^aslTHeaven 
Eaff*TbTsal?eh Tier, or Irbm the beginning permitted demons or 
earthly dreams to deceive her. The agony of her spirit, involved 
in endless and homd labyrinths of doubt, is powerfully portrayed. 
She has crowned the king at Rheims ; and all is joy, and pomp, 
and jubilee, and almost adoration of Joanna: but Joanna’s thoughts 
are not of joy. The sight of her poor but kind and true-hearted 
sisters in the crowd, moves her to the soul. Amid the tumult and 
magnificence of this royal pageant, she sinks into a reverie ; her 
small native dale of Arc, between its quiet hills, rises on her mind’s 
eye, with its straw-roofed huts, and its clear greensward ; where 
the sun is even then shining so brightly, and the sky is so blue, 
and all is so calm, and motherly, and safe. She sighs fo r, the peace 
^thal sequeAtofid-hfime f then shudders to think that she shall 
n ever Accused of witchcraft, b! 3 #ier own asce tic ine- 

Tanchql i ^. fi^theii shnafr^' nd'wof J of dehial to the charge ; for 
her imarfc is dark, it is tarnished by earthly love, she dare not 
raise her thoughts to Heaven. Parted from her sisters ; cast out 
with horror by the people she had lately saved from despair, she 
wanders forth, desolate, forlorn, not knowing whither. Yet she 
does not sink under this sore trial : as she suffers from with- 
out, and IS forsaken of men, her mind grows clear and strong, 
her confidence returns. She is now more firmly fixed in our 
admiration than before ; tenderness js united to our other feel- 
ings ; and her faith has been proved by sharp vicissitude. Her 
coimtiymen recognise their error; Joanna closes her career by 
a glorious death ; we take farewell of her in a solemn mood of 
heroic pity. 

Joanna is the animating^P^rinciple of this trag§4yj the scenes 
employed in developing her character and feelings constitute its 
great ch.aim. Yet ther e are other jpersQuages in it, that leave a 
distinct and pleasing impression of themselves in our memory. 

Soi;el, the soft, languishing, generous mistress of the Dau- 
phin, relieves and heightens by comparison the sterner beauty of 
•the Maid. Dunois, the Bastard of Orleans, the lover of Joanna, 
is a blunt, ^TfikTs^acious soldier, and well described. And T^l- 
th e gray veteran, delineates his dark, unbelieving, indomitable 
soul, by a few slight but expressive touches : he sternly passes 
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down to the land, as he thinks, of utter nothingness, contemptuous 
even of the fate t^iat destroys him, and 

QnLjfefi.lK?ii^f ho sleeps, as does 

hero onTCTsHeld he" wdiud not quit. 

^ A few scattered extracts may in part exhibit some of these in- 
ferior personages to our readers, though they can afford us no 
impression of the Maid herself. Jo annal s character,, Jite, .eygx. 
fin ished piece of art, to be j^^d. of3QSst.he.iieao.,ift jail .its., b ea r , 
ings. I t is not in parts, but as a yhole, that the delineation 
moviS us ; by iigES and * manifold touches, it works upon our 
hearts, till they melt before it into that mild rapture, free alike 
irom the violence and the impurities of Nature, which itTs“fhe 
highest triumpli of the Artist to comrnunicaie. 

ACT III. SCENE IV. 

The Dauphin Charles, with his suite: afterwards JoanNxV. {She is in ar - 
mour, but without her helmet; and wears a gailand in her hair.) 

Dunois {ste'ps forward). 

My heart made choice of her while she was lowly ; 

This now honour raises not her merit 

Or my love. Here in 4ho presence of my King, 

And of this holy Archbishop, I offer her 
My hand and princely rank, if she regard me 
As worthy to be hers. 

Charles. Kesistless Maid, 

Thou addost miracle to miracle ! 

Henceforward I believe that nothing is 
Impossible to thee. Thou hast subdued 
This haughty spirit, that till now defied 
Th’ omnipotence of Love. 

La Hire {stej^s forward). If I mistake not 
Joanna’s form ol mind, what most adorns her 
Is her modest heart. The reVrence of the great 
She merits ; but her thoughts will never rise 
So high. She stnves not after giddy splendours ; 

The true affection of a faithful soul 
Contents her, and the still, sequester’d lot 
Which with this hand I offer her. 

Charles Thou too. 

La Hire ? Two valiant suitors, equal in 
Heroic virtue and renown of war ! 

— ^ thou that kgist unitjed py domjnk^, 

Soffon’d my opposers, part my firme st friends * 

Bothinay not gain thee,l)aca deservmg'^e : 

Speak, then • Thy heart must hero be arbiter, 

Agnes Sorel {approaches). 

Joanna is embarrassed and surpris’d ; ^ 

I see the bashful crimson tinge hor cheeks. 

Let her h%ve time to ask her heart, to open 
Her clos’d bosom in trustful confidence 
With mo. The moment is arriv’d when I 
In sisterly communion also may 



FRIEDRICH SCHILLER. 


Approach the rigorous Maid, and offer her 
The solace of my faithful, silent breast. 

First let us women sit in secret judgment 
On this matter that concerns us ; then expecC 
What we shall have decided. 

Charles (about to go). Be it so then ! 

Joanna. Not so, Sire! * Twa8 not the 
Of vyg in shame that dy*d my cEeelSin crimson : 

To thwlady I have^homtng toiS61iffd§i 

Which I need blush to speak of before men. 

!Much am I honoured by the preference 
Of these two noble Knights: 1;)ut it was^t 
To chase vain worldly grandeuDSi, t'hal rieft 
shepherd moors : not in my hair to bind 
THe”bndal jgarland, that I girt njyself ' 

WTth warlike armom*. To far other work 
Ami appointed r'lahd the spotless virgin 
Alone can do it. I am the soldier * 

Of the God of Battles ; to no living man 
Can I be wife. 

Archbishop. As kindlv help to man 
Was woman bom ; and in obeying Nature, 

She best obeys and reverences Heaven. 

When the command of God who summon’d thee 
To battle is fulfill’d, thou wilt lay down 
Thy weapons, and return to that sex, 

Wliich thou deny’st, which is not call’d to do 
The bloody work of war. 

Joanna. Father, as yet 

I know not how the Spirit will direct me ; 

When the needful time comes round. His voice 
Will not be silent, and I will obey it. 

For the present, I am bid complete the task 
He gave me. My sov’reign’s brow is yet uncrown’d. 

His head un wotted by the holy oil. 

He is not yet a King. 

Charles. We are journeying 

Towards Bheims. 

J OANNA. Let us not linger by the way. 

Our foes are busy round us, shutting up 
Thy passage : 1 will lead thee through them all. 

Donois. And when the work shall be fulfill'd, when 
Have march’d in triumph into Eheims, 

Win not Joanna then — 

Joanna. If God see meet 

That I return with life and viot’ry from 
These broils, my task is ended, and the berdsmaid 
Has nothing more to do in her King’s palace. 

Charles (takinp her hand ). 

It is the Spirit’s voice impels thee now,^ 

And Love is mute in thy inspired bosom. 

Believe me, it will not bo always mute ! 

Our swords will rest ; and Victory will lead 
Meek Peace by th' hand, and Joy will come again 
To ov’iy breast, and softer feelings waken 
In every heart : in thy heart also waken ; 

And tears of sweetest longing wilt thou weep, 

Such as thine eyes have never shed. This heart. 

Now fill’d by Heav’n, will softly open 
To some terrestrial heart. Thou hast begun 
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By blessing thousands ; but Ihou wilt con^ude 
By blessing one. 

Joanna. ^ Dauphin! 

Of the heaveiilv vision. Omt thon selekest 
TdHgiSbe its chosen vel8relp(Xh3ttl<l#t degttuie 
l^omraon dust thd IVtaJd whom God has sent thee ! 

Ye blind of heart ! 0 ye of little fidth ! 

Heaven’s brightness is about you, before your eyes 
Unveils its wonders ; and ye see in me 
Naught but a woman. Dare a woman, think ye. 

Clothe herself in iron harness, and mingle 
In the wreck of battle ? Woe, woe to me. 

If bearing in my hand th* avenging sword 
Of God, I bore in my vain heart a love 
To earthly man I Woe to me I It were better 
That I never had been bom. No more. 

No more of this ! Unless ye would awake the wrath 
Of Him that dwells in me 1 The eye of man 
Desiring me is an abomination 
And a horror. 

Charles. Cease ! ’Tis vain to urge her. 

Joanna. Bid the trumpets sound ! This loit'ring grieves 
And harasses mo Something chases me 
From sloth, and drives me forth to do my mission, 

Slem beck’ning mo to my appointed doom. 

ic 

SCENE V. 

,A Knight. {In hatU,) 

Charles. How now ? 

Knight. The enemy has pass’d the Marne ; 

Is forming as for battle. 

Joanna {as if inspired). Arms and battle ! 

My soul has cast away its bonds ! To arms ! 

Prepare yourselves, while I prepare the rest ! {She hastens ont.) 

{Trumjjcts sound with a piercing tone, and while the scene %8 singing, pass inJto 
a wild tumultuous sound gf battle.) 


SCENE VI. 

{The scene changes to an open space encircled with trees. During the music, 
soldiers are seen hastily retreating across the backgiound.) 

Talbot, leaning upon Fastolp, and accompanied by Soldiers. Soon after, 

Lionel. 

Talbot. Hero set me down beneath this tree, and you 
Betake yourselves again to battle ; quick I 
I need no help to die. • 

F-iVSTOLp. 0 day of woe ! {Lionel enters.) 

Look, what a sight awaits you, Lionel 1 
Our General expiring of his wounds ! 

Lionel. Now God forbid ! Rise, noble Talbot I This 
Is not a time for you to faint and sink. « 

Yield not to Death ; force faltering Nature 
By your slfron^h of soul, that life depart not ! 

Talbot. In vain ! The day of Destiny is come 
That pi-osti-atos with the dust our power in France. 
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In vain, in tbo fierce clasH of dospVate battle, 

Have I risk’d our utmost to withstand it : 

The bolt has smote and crush’d me, and I lie ( 

To rise no more forever. Kheims is lost ; ^ 

Make haste to rescuo Paris. 

Lionel. Paris has surrenderid 

To the Dauphin : an express is just ai lav’d 
With tidings. 

Talbot {tears away his bandages). 

Then flow out, ye life-streams ; 

I am grown to loathe this Sun. 

Lionel. They want me ! 

Fastolf, bear him to a place of safety : 

We can hold this post low instants longer, 

The coward knaves are giving way on all sides, 

Irresistible the Witch is pressing on. 

Talbot. Madness, thou conquerest, and I must yield : 

Stupidity can baffle the very gods. 

High Keason, radiant Daughter of God’s Head, 

Wise Foundress of the system of the Um verso. 

Conductress of the stars, who art thou, then, 

If tied to th’ tail o’ th’ wild horso Superstition, 

Thou must plunge, eyes open, vainly shrieking. 

Sheer down with that drunk Boast to the Abyss ^ 

Cursed who sets liis hie upon the great 

And dignified ; and with forecasting spirit 

Foims wise projects ! The Fool-king rules this world. 

Lionel. Oh I Death is near you ! Think of your Creator ! 
Talbot. Had wo as brave men been deieatod 
By brave men, wo might have consoled ourselves 
With common thoughts of Fortune’s fickleness : 

But that a sorry farce should be oiu ruin ! — 

Did our earnest toilsome struggle merit 
No graver end than this? 

Lionel {grasps kis hand). Talbot, farewell I 
The meed ot bitter tears I’ll duly pay you, 

When the fight is done, should 1 outlive it. 

Now, Fato calls me to the field, where ^ vt 
She wav’nng sits, and shakes her doubtful urn. 

Farewell f we meet beyond the imsocn shetre 

Brief parting for long friendship ' Gud with yon ’ [ExU. 

Tai.bot Soon it 18 over, and to th' Earth I lender, 

To the everlasting Sun, the atoms. 

Which for pain and pleasure join’d to form me ; 

And of the mighty Talbot, whose lonovvn 

Onco fill’d the world, remains naught but a handful 

Of light dust Thus man comes to his end ; 

And oui one conquest m this fight of lilo 
Is the conviction of life’s nothingness. 

And deep disdain of all that sorry stuff 
We once thought lofty and desnablo. 

SCENE VIL 

Enter Charles; Burgundy; Dunojs, Du Chatel; and Soldiers. 

Burgun. Tho trench is stoim’d. 

Dunois. The victoiy is ours. 

Charles {observing Talbot) 

Ha ' who is tins that to the light of day 
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• 

Is bidding his constrained and sad farewell ? 

His bearing speaks no common man : go, haste. 

Assist him, if ai^istance yet avail. 

iSoldiers from (lie DauphirCs mite step forward.) 
Fastolf. Back ! Keep away I Approach not the Departing, 

Whom in life ye never wish’d too near you. 

Burgun. What do I see ? Lord Talbot in his blood I 

{He aoes towards him. Talhoi gazes fixedly at him, and dies.) 
Fastolf. Off, Burgundy I With th’ aflpnrt of tvtmtfftt " 

Po ison not the last look of a hero. 

15un6is7 'Dreadei Talboil Stem, unconquerable] 

.j)Q5t thou content the© with a ©page ep.haixoF, 

And the wide domains of France once could not 
Stay the striving of thy giant spirit ? 

— Now for the first time. Sire, I call you King : 

The crown but totteFd on your head, so long 
As in this body dwelt a soul. 

Charles {after looking at the dead in silence)^ 

It was 

A higher hand that conquer'd him, not we. 

Here on the soil of France ho sleeps^ af doea 
’“A'h^ro on the shield he would hpt quit. 

Bring him away. {Soldiers lift the corpse, and carry it of.) 

— " '' And peace be with his dust I 

A fair memorial shall arise to him 
I’ th' midst of France : here, wheie the hero's course 
And life wore finished, let his bones repose. 

Thus far no other foe has e’er advanced. 

His epitaph shall be the place he fell on. 

* * « * • 


SCENE IX. 

Another empty space in the held of battle. In the distance are seen the towers of 
Jmeims %lluminated by the sun. 

{A Knight, cased in black armour, with his visor shut. Joanna follows him to 
the front of the scene, where he stops and awaits her.) 

Joanna. Deceiver! Now I see thy craft. Thou hast. 

By seeming flight, enticed m| from th© battle. 

And warded death and destiny from off the head 
Of naany a Briton. Now they reach thy own. 

Knight. Why dost thou follow me, and track my steps 
With murd’rous fury ? I am not appointed 
To die by thee, 

Joanna. Deep in my lowest soul, 

I hate thee as the Night, which is thy colour. 

To sweep thee from tne face of Earth, I feel 
Some irresistible desire impelling me. 

Who art thou? Lift thy visor? had not I 

Seen Talbot fall, I should have named thee Talbot. 

Knight. Speaks not the prophesying Spirit in thee? 

J OANNA. It tells me loudly, in my mmost bosom. 

That Misfortune is at hand. 

Knight. Joanna d’Arc ! • 

Up to the gates of Rheims hast thou advanced, 

Led on byivictory. Let the renown 
Already gain’d suffice thee 1 As a slave 
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Ere in wrath s be free 

She Hates j no' one oh^s she ^thftjand. . 

Joanna. "How saysfthou, in the middle of my coarse, 

That T should pause and leave my work imfiniph’d ? 

I will conclude it, and fulfil my vow. 

Knight. Nothing can withstand thee ; thon art most strong ; 

In eVry battle thou prevailest But go 
Into no other battle. Hear my warning ! 

Joanna. This sword I quit not, till the English yield. 

Knight. Look ' Yonder rise the towers of Rhoims, the goal 
And purpose of thy march ; thou seest the dome 
Of the cathedral glittering in the sun : 

There wouldst thou enter in triumphal pomp. 

To crown thy sov’ reign and fulfil thy vow. 

Enter not there. Turn homewards. Hear my warning ! 

Joanna. Who art thou, false, double-tongued betrayer. 

That wouldst frighten and perplex mo ? Barest thou 
Utter lying oracles to me^ 

{The Black Knight attempts to go; she steps in his wag ) 
No ! 

Thou shalt answer me, or perish by me ! 

(She lifts her arm to strike him ) 
Knight {touches her with his hand: she stands immovable). 

Kill what is mortal ! 

{Darkness, lightning, and thunder. The Knight sinks.) 
Joanna {sta^ids at first amazed : hat soon recovers herself). 

It was nothing earthly. 

Some delusive form of Hell, some spirit 
Of Falsehood, sent from th’ everlasting Po^ It 
T o tempt and terrify my fervent soul • 

Bcaiiiig tlio sword of God, what do I fear? 

Victonous will I end my fated course ; 

Though Hell itself with all its fiends assail me. 

My heart and faith shall never faint or fail me. {She is going.) 


SCENE X. 

Lionel, Joanna. 

Lionel. Accursed Sorceve->s, pronarafor battle : 

Not both of us shall leave the jdaco alive. 

Thou hast destroyed thc‘ chosen of mv host ; 

Brave Talbot has breath’d out his mighty siiirit 
In ray bosom. I will avenge the Bead, 

Or share his fate. And wouldst thou know the man 
Who brings thee glory, let him die or conquer, 

I am Lionel, the last survivor 

Of our chiefs , and still un vanquish’d is this arm. 

{He rushes towards her; after ^ short contest, she strikes the swoid 
from his hand.) 

Faithless fortune 1 {He struggles with her.) 

Joanna {seizes him by the plume from behind, and tears his helmet vio- 
lently doum, so that his face u exjiosed : at the same time she 
lifts her sioord with the i ight hand). 

Sutler what thou soughtest ! 

The Virgin sacrifices thee through me ! 

{At this moment she tools m Ins face ; his aspect tbuches her; she 
stands immovable, and then sloivhj diops her arm.) 

Lionel. Why lingerest thou, and &taye«t the stioko of death ? 
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My honour thou hast taken, take my life : 

*T’is in thy hands to take it ; I want not mercy. 

• (She aives him a sign with her hand to depart) 

Fly from thee 7 Owe thee my life f Dio rather I 
Joanna (her face turned away). 

I will not remember that thou owedst 
Thy life to me, 

Lionel I hate thee and thy gift. 

I want not mercy. Kill thy enemy. 

Who meant to kill thee, who abhors thee I 
Joanna. Kill me, and fly I 
Lionel. Ha I How is this ? 

Joanna (hides her face). Woe's me I 

Lionel (approaches her). 

Thou killest every Briton, I have heard. 

Whom thou eubdu’st in battle : why spare me ? 

Joanna (Lifts her sword with a rapid movement against him^ hut quickly 
lets it sink again, when she observes his face). 

0 Holy Virgin ! 

Lionel. Wherefore namest thou 

The Virgin ? She knows nothing of thee ; Heaven 
Has naught to say to thee. 

Joanna {m violent anguish). What have I done ! 

My vow, my vow is broke 1 

( Wrings her hands in despair.) 
Lionel (looks at her with sympathy, and comes nearer). 

Unhappy girl i 

1 pity thee ; thou touchest mo ; thou showodst 
Moicy to mo alone. My hate is going : 

I am constrain’d to fool for thee. Who art thou 1 
Whence comest thou ? 

Joanna. Awayl Begone! 

Lionel. Thy youth. 

Thy beauty melt and sadden me ; thy look 
Goes to my heart : 1 could wish much to save thee ; 

Tell me how I may 1 Come, come with me ! Forsake 
This horrid business ; cast away those arms ! 

J OANNA. I no more deserve to bear them ! 


Lionel. Cast them 

Away then, and come with me ! 

Joanna (with horror). • Como with thee ! 

I^TONEL. Thou mayst be sav'd : come with mo I I will save thee. 

But delay not. A strange sorrow for thee 
Seizes mo, aud an unspeakable desire 

To save thoo. (Seizes her arm.) 

Joanna. Ha 1 Dunois 1 'Tis they ! 

If they should find thee I — 

Lionel. Fear not ; I will guard thee. 

J OANNA. I should die, wore they to kill thee. 

Lionel. • Am I 

Dear to thee ? 

J OANNA. Saints of Heaven I 

Lionel. Shall I over 

See thee, hear of thee, again ? 

Joanna. Never! Never! , 

Lionel. This sword for pledge that I will see thee ! 

, (Se wrests the sword from her.) 

Joanna. Madman I 

Thou dar’st ? 

Lionel. I yield to force ; again I’ll see thee. [JSxit 
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Tj!L^.Jri|Toduction of supernatural agency in this play, and the 
final aberration from the truth of histo^, have been considerably 
censured by the German critics : Schl ^el, we recollect, calls 
Joanna’s end a ‘ rosy death/ In this dramaturgic discussion, the 
mere reader need taie no great interest. To require our belief in 
apparitions and miracles, things which we cannot now believe, no 
doubt for a moment disturbs our submission to the poet’s illu- 
sions : l^ut the miracles in this story are rare and .trajisient, and 
of small aceount In Ihe general result : they give our reason little 
trouble, and perhaps contribute to exalt Ihe heroine in our ima- 
ginations. JU is still the mere human grandeur of Joanaalfi Jspirit 
that we love ^d reverence ; the lofty devotedness with which she 
is transported, the generous benevolence, the irresistible deter- 
mination. Ihe heavenly mandate is but the means of i^nfolding 
these qualities, and furnishing them with a proper passport to the 
minds Q£he i:..agfi. To have produced, without ihe aid of fictions 
liEe^S^se, a Joanna so beautified and exalted, would undoubtedly 
have yielded greater satisfaction : but it may be questioned whe- 
ther the difficulty would not have increased in a still higher ratio. 
The sentiments, the characters, are not only accurate, j^ jBxqui- 
srEeTy beautiful ; the incidents, excepting the vciy^ last, are possi- 
ble, or even probable : what remains is but a very slender evil. 

After all objections have been urged, and this among others 
i has certainly a little weight, the Maid of OrleamjNiil remain one 
of the very finest of modem dramas. Perhaps, among aU Schil- 
ler’s plays, it is the one which evinces most of that quality deno- 
minated genius in the strictest meaning of the word. Wallensism - 
’embodies more thought, more knowledge, more conoe^bn ; but 
'^it is only in parts illuminated by that ethereal brightness, wliichT 
jsl^e^ me/ part of this. Tl^ spirit of the romantic ages is 
^ihere ^ ; but the whole^is'exalted, enibelirshed, en- 

nobled. It is what the critics call idealised. The heart must be 
cold, the imagination dull, which the Jungfrau von Orleans will not 
move. 

In Germany this case did not occur : the reception of the work 
was beyond example flattering. The leading idea suited the Ger- 
man mind ; the execution of it inflarded the hearts and imagina- 
tions of the people ; they felt proud of their great poet, and d^e- 
lighted to enthusiasm with his poetry. At the first exliibition of 
^e play in Leipzig, Schiller being in the theatre, though not 
among the audience, this feeling was displayed in a rather singular 
m^Lnner. When the curtain dropped at the end of the first act, 
there arose on all sides a shout of “jE's lebe Friedrich Schiller!" 
accompanied by the sound of tmmpets and other militaiy music : 
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at the conclusion of the piece, the whole assembly left their places, 
went out, and •crowded round the door through which the poet 
was expected to corner and no sooner did he show himself, than 
his admiring spectators, uncovering their heads, made an avenue 
for him to pass ; and as he walked along, many, we are told, held 
up their children, and exclaimed, “ ITiat is he 

This must have been a proud moment for Schiller ; but also 
an agitating, painful one; and perhaps on the whole, the latter 
feeling, for the time, prevailed. Such noisy, formal, and tumul- 
tuous plaudits were little to his ta'Ste : the triumph they confer, 
though plentiful, is coarse ; and ^chiller s modest n ature m ade i 
him-JBhim-the publm gaze, not se^TF!! Se loved men, andTdid^ 
not affect to despise their approbation ; but neither did this form 
his leading motive. To him, art like yi^ue was its iwn rew^4j 
he delighted in liis tasTts for ihe sake of the fascinating feelings 
which they yielded him in their performance. Poet ^ wa s the 
clioaen^fLoi-hia .mind, which his pleasure lay in cuitivatingTm 
other things he wished not that his habits or enjoymeiitf should 
be different from those of other men. 

At Weimar his present way of life was like his former one at 
Jena: his business was to study and compose; his recreations 
were in the circle of his family, where he could abandon himself 
to affections, grave or trifling, and in frank and cheerful inter- 
course with a few friends. Of the latter he had lately formed a 
social club, the meetings of which afforded him a regular and in- 
nocent amusement. He still loved solitaiy walks : in the Park at 
Weimar he might frequently be seen wandering among the groves 
and remote avenues, with a note-book in his hand ; now loitering 
slowly along, now standing still, now moving rapidly on ; if any 
one appeared in sight, he would dart into another alley, that his 
dream might not be broken,^ ‘ One of his favourite resorts,* we 

' Doering (p. 176) ; — who adds as follows : ' Another testimony of approval, 

* very different in its nature, he received at the first production of the play in 

‘ Weimar. Knowing and valuing, as ho did, the public of that city, it could 
' not but surprise him neatly, when a certain young Doctor S called out 

* to him, ** Bravo, Schiller/*' frfm the gallery, in a very loud tone of voice. 

* Offended at such impertinence, the poet hissed strongly, in which the au- 

* dience joined him. He likewise expressed in words his displeasure at this 
' conduct ; and the youthful sprig of medicine was, by direction of the Court, 

* faiiiher punished for his indiscreet applause, by some admonitions from the 

* police.' • 

* * Whatever he intended to write, he first composed in his head, before 

* putting down a line of it on paper. He used to call a work ready so soon as 
' its existence in his spirit was complete : hence in the public tWe often were 

* reports that such and such a piece of his was finished, when, in the common 
^ sense, it was not even begun.'— Lexicon, § Schiller. 
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are told, ‘ was the thickly-overshadowed rocky path wliic^h leads to 

* the Edmische HauSy a pleasure-house of the Duke’s, built under 

* the direction of Goethe, There he would*often sit in the gloom 

* of the crags, overgrown with cypresses and boxwood ; shady 
hedges before him ; not far from the murmur of a little brook, 

‘ which there gushes in a smooth slaty channel, and where some 
‘ verses of Goethe are cut upon a brown plate of stone, and fixed 

* in the rock/ He still continued to study in the night : the 

morning was spent with his children and his wife, or in pastimes 
such as we have noticed ; in the afternoon he revised wdiat had 
been last composed, wrote letters, or visited his friends. /His 
evenings were often passed in the theatre i jjt wa S-the onl y pubhc 
place of amusement which he ever visited ; nor wa s,itlor tne pur- 
gose of amusement that he visited tliis: it was his o^servTOi^ 
^“ere he* watched the effect of scenes ®^^^i®3^rH^vised new 

schemes of art, or coiTected old ones. To the players he was 
kind, friendly: on nights, when any of his pieces had been acted 
successfully, or for the first time, he used to invite the leaders o# 
the company to a supper in the Stadtliaus, where the time Was 
spent in mirthful diversions, one of which was frequently a reci- 

fftation, by Genast, o#tho Capuchin’s sermon in Wallenstein's Camp. 
Except on such rare occasions, he returned home directly from 
the theatre, to light his midnight lamp, and commence the most 
earnest of his labours. 

The assiduity, with which he struggled for improvement in 
dramatic composition, had now produced its natural result : the 
requisitions of his taste no longer hindered the operation of his 
genius ; a il.had a t leiigth become a second nato^ A new proof 
at once of his feitility, and oflns/solicitude for farther improve- 
ment, appeared in 1803. The Brg^u^ifon Messina -was an experi- 
ment ; an attempt to exhibit a modern subject and modern senti- 
mepta, jn an antique garb. The principle on which the interest 
of this play rests is, the Fatalism of the anciciits:rthH‘'pl6t 
extreme simplicity; a Chorua alsais introduced, an elaborate dis- 
cussion of the nature and uses of that accompaniment being pre* 
fixed by way of preface. The expe riment was no^^ccessfuJU- 
with a multitude of individual beauties this of Messina ia 
found to be ineffectual as a whole : it does not move us ; tl^e gre^ t 
object of ev ery tra gedy ig ^nqt a ttained . Tlie. Chorus, which Schil- 
Jfij,,.sweiTing Greek moo0£^has dividedTSIfi^’^^bJ^^- 

ti^jqdin g made to enter and depart with the principala 

to whomtEey are attached, has in his hands become the medium 
of conveying many beautiful effusions of poetry ; 
the progress of the plot; it dissipates and diffuses o ur sympa *> 
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jiies:; in the fate M^^Ei’ospects of 

M^uel aadXlfls&aa;,.is ex^wiadod^pn the fate andjorospccts of man. " 
For beautiful and toudiing delineations of life; for pensive" and 
pathetic reflections, sentiments, and images, conveyed in language 
simple but nervous and emphatic, this tragedy stands high in the 
'|rank of modem compositions. Xliere is m it a breath of young 
4tfimh»m^aajaad ardour, mingled impressively mth tlib fbethi' gsrof 
^ay^htiired experience, ~\vhbse recbnectTpai^lfSS^ll^en^^^ me- 
Xanchc^J^h^^eiyiiopps aro^che(|uered and solemn., "^Thb^TllSh 
jpiacatle Sestiny which consignsTffie~'*KBtK(5^^ enmity 

and mutual destruction, for the guilt of a past generation, involv- 
ing a Mother and a Sister in their inin, spreads a sombre hue over 
all the poem : wo ai'e not unmoved by tlie characters of the hostile 
Brothers, and we pity the hapless and amiable Beatrice, the vic- 
tim of their feud Still there is too little actio n in tlie play ; thi3L 
incidents are to o abundantly diluted with reflcclion ; the mterest 
pauses, flags, and fails to produce its full effect. For its speci- 
mens of lyrical poetiy, tender, affecting, sometimes exquisitely 
beautiful, the Bride of Messina Avill long dcseiwo a cai’eful perusal ; 
but as exemplifying a new foim of the drama, it has found no 
\hnitators, and is likely to find none. 


The slight degree of failure or miscalculation which occurred 
in the present instance, was next year abundantly redeemed. Wil- 
helm Tell, sent out in 18 04, is on e of Sch iller’s very finest dra mas ; 
i l^liLb its some^ 01 the liigiiest triumplis' winch his'^emus, com- 
iis art, evar realised. T he first ^sceht "of Freedom 
to^jofllL2xmdem.Wijiid* t he pTifmJiixg>.Af herliiaiidard onjffie 


rocky pinn acle of F uroue. i^pre celebrated, in the stylo ivhich it 
'deservedT. T here is no false tinsel-decoration ahouFT^Cn^siS^Jf' 
"TSfincment, no declamatoiy seiitimehtalitiy. All is doivnright, sim- 
ple? Iff df agreeable to Nature ; yet a llisjidorimd!^anSpunfied 
rendered bea utiful, witliout losing its resemblance. An air of 
rfeshness and vhblcsomeness breatliei over ^ If; y e ^ are amo ng 
h mest, inofie nsiYje!>.yet fearlc^ajicasajLi^,.. 
ungSzJ[ed~ by the theories, ^,^f,.nrQre. .cp.niplex and perverted con- 
ditions of society. The opening of the first scene sets iis down 
among the Alps. It is * a high rocky shore of the Luzern Lake, 

‘ opposite to Schivytz. The lake malces a little bight in the land, 
a hut stands at a shoi-t distance from the banlCthe fisher-boy 

* is rowing himself about in his boat. Beyond tlio lake, on the 

* other side, we see the green meadows, the hamlets and faiins of 

* Schwytz, lying in the clear sunshine. On our left are obseiwed 

* the peaks of the Hacken surrounded witli clouds: to the right, 
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•f* aim far in tlie distance," appear the glaciers. We hear the 
‘ ^s mches, and the tinkling of cattle-bells.* This first impression 
never leaves us ; we are in a scene where all is grand and lovely ; 
but it^ the loveliness, and grandeur Qfginpreteiiding*^nadul- 
t^ted Nature, These Switzers are no^ ^cadian. shepherds, or 
'^^eculative patriots; there is not one crook or beechen bowl 
among them, and they never mention the Social Contract, or the 
Eights of Man. T hey are honest people, driven by^oppresgjlQn ta. 

thek priviiefges; an J fl&ey go to work like men in earnest, 
bent on the despatch of business, not on the display of sentiment* 
<Che y^e not philoso phers or_.tnhune8 ; but frank, stabKart land- 
XOBn-: even in the field of Eiitli, they do not forget their common 
feelings ; the party that arrive first indulge in a harmless little 
ebullition of parish vanity : We are first here!** they say, “we 


Unterwaldeners ! ” Th^y h ave not charters ©rewritten la^ to 
which they can appeal they have the tiiditionaiw rigS^ of 
kheir fathers, and bold hearts and strong arms to mak e flS^ T good. 

' ^he rules by which they steer are not deduced from remote pre- 
misesTlby a fine process of thought; they arp^th e acc umulated re- 
sult of expaiience, transmitted from peasant sir?^to*^easant son. 
TKSre is something singularly pleasing in this exhibition of 
genuine humanity ; of wisdom, embodied in old adages and praot 
tical maxims of prudence ; of magnanimity, displayed in the quiet 
unpretending discharge of the humblest eveiy-day duties. Truth^ 
is superior to Ficti on : we feel at home among these brave good 
people ; their fortune interests us more than that of all the brawl- 
ing, vapid, sentimental heroes in creation. Yet to make them 
interest us was the veiy highest problem of ^rt ; it^^sTo' copy ' 
loMy Nature, to give' us a copy of it fmbellidied’'ahdlrefijaed by 
the agency of genius, yet preserving the likeness in fvery lin'fear 
i^ent. ^4he highest quality of art is to conceal itself /the se pea- 
sants of Schiller's are what eveiy one imagines he could imitate 
successfully ; yet in the hands of any but a true and strong-minded 
poet they dwindle into repulsive coarseness or mawkish insipidity. 

' Among our own writers, who have tried such subjects, we remem- 
ber none that has succeeded equally with Schiller. 
but ill-fated genius has, jji ..far different circumstances and mth 
"far other means, showu that he could 

Samrday Night of Bums is, in, its own humble way, a g quigtly 
beautiful, as sirttp j^x mu nditiis, as the scenes of Tell, No other has 
even ^ approached d:hem, ; thou^hT ’ TOCre^ ^^gifted peTBbn^' 2iJi4it- 
Jlrj^ordswqrth »ord^^ are his 

pedEs, and leech-gatherers, and dalesmen, without their attrac- 
tion!^ and their moral ; but they sinkj into whinmg dr ivelle rs be- 
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side Rosselmann the Priest^ Ulrio tlie JSmMf Hans of the Wally and 
the other sturdy confederates of Riitli?^ 

^he sldll widi which*^^^^ in this jjilay i 

corresp on ds to the truth of its detoeation oOSiactfir. The inci^ 
dents of the Swiss Revolution, as deM le A, utlsxdiudd ^ 
are here faithfully preserved, even to their minutest branches. 
The beauty of Schiller’s descriptions all can relish; their J&deli ty 
is w hat suj^Brises jeyeiy reader who has been in Switzerland.^Sdbil- 
ler never saw the scene of his play; biii Hs diEgenceTEB quickness 
and intensity of conception, supplied this defect. Mountain and 
conspirac y and a ction, a re all brought before us in 
their true forms, all glowing in poe t’s 

fancy. The t vy^flpny of Gessler . and the jnisery to which it has 
reduced the lan d ; ,t he exasperation, yet^atient courage of the 
people; liEelr cliruacters, and those of the ir lead ers, Fjirst , StajjJ&i 
fft ph er. and Melchthal ; their exertion s and uhimate su ccess, de- 
scribed as thl^'are'liere, keep up a constant interest in the piece. 
I t abound s in act i on, as much as the Bride is^fective 

^ that poinfT ^ 

thC^n est deli neatipn jsjind^^^ the chaxajcter ofJVifit 

^elm T ell, tlie heronf^tl^ f^ Rpyolt. and of the present drama, 
fn Tell“'afe combined all the attnbutes of a great man, without 
the help of e ducation or ©rgreat occasions to develop fhein. ig^ 
knowledge^as beenTgathered chiefly from his own experi ence, and 
this is bounded by his native mountains : he has had noTessons 
or examples of splendid virtue, no wish or opportunity to earn 
renown : he has grown up to manhood, a simple yeoman of the 
Alps, among simple yeomen ; and has never aimed at being more. 
Y^t we trace in p ^f»pp spirit thirsting for 

activity, vet bound in hy HipfiTfpr ^ Tjruden 

heai-t benevolent, geUerous, imconscious alike of boasting or of fear, 

hnniUjig 

Tell’s charact^ : all is nafi^, all is genuine ; 


It is t] 

ttie ^eal be|iufy in : 

heroes not declaim : he dislikes to talk of noble conduct, he ex- 
hibits it. He speaks little of his freedom, because he has always 
enjoyed it, and feeiJLs that l^p can always defend it. His reasons 
ior destroying Gessler are not drawn from jurisconsults wnF 
"^li^g^on lSor^ty, but from tSb'^e ^fggtog O fl^fure : the 

instnan Vogt must die rbecauie" irnbt, tE? wife and children 
of Teil will be destroyed by him. The scene, where the peaoefi^ 
but indomitable archer sits waiting for Gessler in the hollow way 
among the*rocks of Kiissnacht, presents him in a striking light. 
Former scenes had shown us Tell under many amiable and attrac- 
tive aspects ; we knew that he was tender as well as brave, that he 
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loved to haunt the mountain tops, and inhale in silent dreams the 
influence of their wild and magnificent beauty : we had seen him 
the most manly and warm-hearted of fathers and husbands; 
t repid, modest, and de cisive in the midst of peril, and vcntuiing 
his life to bring help to the oppressed. "IBuThrarerhis mind is ex- 
alted into stem solemnity ; its principles of action come before us 
with greater clearness, in this its fieiy contest. The name of mur- 
der jstrikes a damp across his frank and fearless spfrit ; wlnle tEe"^ 
recollection of his children and their mother proclaims emphati- 
cffij that there is no remedy. Gessler must perish : Tell swore 
it darkly in his secret soul, when the monster forced him to aim 
at the head of his boy ; and he will keep his oath. His thoughts 
wander to and fro, but his volition is unalterable ; the free and 
peaceful mountaineer is to become a shedder of blood : woe to 
them that have made him so ! 

Travellers come along the pass ; the unconcern of their every- 
day existence is strikingly contrasted with the dark and f^^|5'eful 
purposes of Tell. The shallow innocent garrulity of Stiissi the 
Forester, the maternal vehemence of Armgart’s ’‘the hai’d- 
hearted haughtiness of Gessler, successively presented to tf#, give 
an air of truth to the delineation, and deepen the impressiveness 
of the result. 


ACT IV. SCENE III. 

TAe hollow way at KUssnacht. You descend from behind amid rocTcs; and 
travellers, before appearing on the scene, are seen from the height above. 
Jiochs encircle the whole space ; on one of the foremost is a pi ogeciing crag 
’ overgrown with brushwood. 

Tell [enters with his how). 

Here through the hollow way heni pdss ; ^here is 
No other road to KUssnacht : here I’ll do it! 

The opportunity is good ; the bushes 
Of alder there will hide me ; from that point 
My arrow hits him ; the strait pass prevents 
Pursuit. Now, Oessler, balance thy account 
With Heaven ! Thou must be gone : t hy sand is r^. 

Remote and harmless I have liv’d ; m;^ bow 
Ne’er bent save on the wild beast of the |orest ; 

My thoughts wore free of murder. Thou hast scar’d me 
From my peace ; to fell asp-poison hast thou 
Changed the milk of kindly temper in mo ; 

Thou hast accustom’d me to horrors. Gessler 1 
The archer who could aim at his boy’s head, 
t Can send an arrow to his enemy’s heai’t. 

Poor little boys I My kind true wife ! I will 
Protect them from thee, Landvogt I When I drew 
That bowstring, and my hand was quiv’ring, 

And with devihsh joy thou mad’st me point it 
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At tho cliikl, and I in fainting anguish 
Entreated thee in vain ; then with a grim 
Irrevocable oath, deep in my soul, 

I vow’d to God in Heav’n? that the next aim 
I took should be thy heart. The vow I made 
In that despairing moment’s agony. 

Became a holy debt ; and I will pay it. 

Thou art my master, and my Kaisor^s Vogt ; 

Yet would the Kaiser not have suffer’d'thee 
To do as thou hast done. He sent thee hither 
To judge us ; rigorously, for he is angry ; 

But not to glut thy savage appetite 

With murder, and thyself be safe, among us : 

There is a Gnd to punish them that wrong us 

Come forth, thou bringer once of bitter sorrow. 

My precious jewel now, my trusty yew ! 

A mark I’ll set thoo, which tho cry of woe 
Could never penetrate : to t^.ee it shall not 
Be impenetrable And, good bowstring ! 

Which so oft in sport hast serv’d me truly. 

Forsake me not in this last awful earnest ; 

Yet once hold fast, thou faithful cord ; thou oft 
For me hast wing’d the biting arrow ; 

Now send it sure and piercing, now or never ! 

Fail this, there is no second in my quiver. 

( Travellers cross the scene, ) 

Here let me sit on this stone bench, set up 
For brief rest to the wayfarer ; for hero 
There is no home. Each pushes on qmck, transient. 

Regarding not the other or his sorrows 
Here goes the anxious merchant, and the light 
Unmomed pilgrim ; the pale piqus monk. 

The gloomy robber, and the mirthful showman ; 

The earlier with his heavy-laden horse. 

Who comes from far-oflf lands ; for every road 
Will lead one to the end o’ th’ World. 

They pass ; each hastening forward on his path. 

Pursuing his own business : iliine is death ! 

dovn.) 

Erewhile, my children, were your father out. 

There was a merriment at his return ; 

For still on coming home, he brought you somewhat. 

Might be an Alpine flower, rare bird, or elf-bolt. 

Such as the wand’rer finds upon the mountains : 

Now he is gone in quest of other spoil. 

On tho wild way he sits with thoughts of murder : 

*Tis for his enemy’s life he lie»in wait. 

And yet on you, dear children, you alone 
He thinks as then : for your sake is he here ; 

To ^ard you from the Tyrant’s vengeful mood. 

He bends his peaceful bow for work of blood. 

{Rises.\ 

No common game I watch for. Does the hunter 
Think it i^ught to roam tho live-long day. 

In winter’s cold ; to risk the desp’rate leap 
Prom crag to crag, to climb tho slipp’ry face 
O* th’ dizzy steep, glueing his steps in’s blood ; 
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And all to catch a pitiful chamoig ? 

Hero is a richer prize afield : the heart 
Of my sworn enemy, that would destroy me. 

(A sound of gay music is heard iil the distance; it approachtij) 

All my aays, the bow has been my comrade, 

I have trained myself to archery ; oft 
Have I took the bull’s-eye, many a prize 
Brou^^ht home from merry shooting ; but today 
I will perform my master-feat, and win me 
The best prize in the circuit of the hills. 

{A wedding company crosses the scene, and mounts up 
through the Pass. Tell looks at them, leaning on his 
low; Stuessi the Forester ybfnj him.) 

Stuessi. 'Tis Klostermev’r of Morlischachen holds 
His bridal feast today : a wealthy man ; 

Has lialf a score of glens i’ th’ Alps. They’re going 

To fetch the bride from Imisee ; tonight 

There will bo mirth and wassail down at KUssnacht. 

Come you ! All honest people are invjted. 

Tell. A serious guest befits not bridal feasts. 

Stuessi. If sorrow press you, dash it from your heart ! 

Seize what you can : the times are hard ; one needs 
To snatch enjoyment nimbly while it passes. 

Here ’tis a bridal, there ’twill be a burial. 

Tell. And oftentimes the one leads to the other. 

Stuessi. The way o’ th’ world at present I There is naught 
But mischief everywhere : an avalanche 
Has come away in Glams ; and, they tell me, 

A side o’ th’ Glfirnish has sunk under ground. 

Tell. Do then the very hills give way ! On earth 
Is nothing that endures, 

Stuessi. In foreign parts, too, 

Are strange wonders. I was speaking with a man 
From Baden: a Knight, it seems, was riding 
To the king ; a swarm of hornets met bioi 
By the way, and fell on’s horse, and stung it 
Till it dropt down dead of very torment. 

And the poor Knight was forced to go afoot. 

Tell, Weak creatures too have stings. 

{Armgar^s Wfe eniers with several children, and places 
herself at the hitrance of the Pass.) 

Stuessi. ‘ ’Tis thought to bode 

Some great misfortune to the land ; some black 
Unnatural action. 

Tell. Ev’ry day such actions 

Occur in plenty : needs no sign or wonder 
To foreshow them. 

Stuessi. Ay, truly I Well for him 

That tills his field in peace, and undisturb’d 
Sits by his own fireside 1 •» 

Tell. The peacefuUest 

Dwells not in peace, if wicked neighbours hinder. 

(Tell looks often, with restless expectation, towards the top 
of the Pass.) 

Stuessi. Too true.— Good b’ye 1— You’re waiting here for some one ! 

Tell. That am I. 

Stuessi. Glad meeting with your friends 1 , 

You are from Uri ? His Grace the Landvogt 
Is expected thence today. 

Traveller (enters). Expect not 
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The Landvogt now. The waters, from the rain, 

Are flooded, and have swept down all the bridges. 

(Tell stands wp.) 

Abmoart {coming forward). 

The Vogt not come 1 

Stuessi. Did yo\i want aught with him ? 

Armoart. Ah ! yes, indeed ! 

Stuessi. Why have you placed yourself 

In this strait pass to meet him ? 

Armoart. In the pass 

He cannot turn aside from me, must hoar me. 

Friesshardt {comes hastily down the Pass, and calls into the Scene). 
Make way I make way I My lord the Landvogt 
Is riding close at hand. 

Armoart. The Landvogt coming ’ 

{She goes with her children to the front of the Scene. GeSSLER 
and Rudolph deb Harr as apjyear on horsehach at the 
top of the Pass ) 

Stuessi {to Friesshardt). 

How got you through the water, when the flood 
Had carried down the bridges ? 

Friess. ^ We have battled 

With the billows, friend ; we hood no Alp-flood. 

Stuessi. Were you o* board i’ th* storai? 

Friess. That were we ; 

While I live, I shall remember 't. 

Stuessi. Stay, stay I 

O toll mo ! 

Friess. Cannot ; must run on t" announce 
His lordship in the Castle. {Exit.) 

Stuessi. Had these fellows 

r th’ boat been honest people, *t would have sunk 
With ev’ry soul of them. But, for such rakohoUs, 

Neither fire nor flood will kill them. {He loohs round.) 

Whither 

Went the Mountain-man was talking with me? {Exit.) 


Gessler and Rudolph der Harras on horselach. 

Gessler. Say what you like, I am the Kaiser’s servant, 

And must think of pleasing him. Ho sent me 
Not to caress these hinds, to soothe or nurse them : 

Obedience is the word ! The point at issue is 
Shall Boor or Kaiser here bo lord o’ th’ land. 

Armoart. Now is the moment ! Now for my petition ^ 

{Approaches timidly.) 

Gessler. This H a t at Aldorf, mar k you, I set 
Not for the joW^^^^"1Sr"io the hearts 
O* th’ people ; these I know of old : but that 
They might be taught to bend^heir nocks to me, 

Which are too straight and stm : and in the way 
Where they are hourly passing, I have planted 
This offence, that so their eyes may fall on’t. 

And remind them of their lord, whom they forget. 

Rudolph. But yet the people have some rights — 

Gessler. Which now 

Is not a time for settling nr admitting. 

,^Gf^apsburg must wax powerful ; what the Father 
Gloriously began, the Sommist fbfward : 
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This people is a stone of stumblinpr, which 
One way or t’other must be put aside. 

{They are about to pass along. The Won\^an throws herself 
before the Landvogt.) ^ 

Armqart. Mercy, gracious Landvogt I Justice! Justice I 

Gesslbr. Why do you plague mo here, and stop my way, 
r th’ open road ? Off 1 Let me pass ! 

Armqart. My husband 

Is in prison ; these orphans cry for bread. 

Have pity, good your Grace, have pity on us ! 

Rudolph. Who or what are you, then ? Who is your husband K 

Armqart. A poor wild-hay-man of the Rigiberg, 

Whose trade is, on the brow of the abyss, 

To mow the common grass from craggy shelves 
And nooks to which the cattle dare not climb. 

Rudolph {to Gessler). 

By Heaven, a wild and miserable life 1 

Do now I do let the poor drudge free, I pray you ! 

Whatever bo his crime, that horrid trade 
Is punishment enough. 

{To the Woman.) You shall have justice : 

In the Castle there, make your petition ; 

This IS not the place. 

Armqart. No, no ! I stir not 
From the spot till you give up my husband ! 

’Tis the sixth month he has lain i’ th* dungeon, 

Waiting for the sentence of some judge, in vain. 

Gessler. Woman ! WouldsU lay hands on me? Begone ! 

Armqart. Justice, Landvogt 1 thou art judge o’ th’ land hero, 
r th’ Kaiser’s stead and God’s. Perform thy duty I 
As thou expoctest justice from above. 

Show it to us. 

Gessler. Off I Take the mutinous rabble 
From my sight. 

Armqart {catches the bridle of {he horse). 

No, no ! I now have nothing 
More to lose. Thou shalt not move a step, Vogt, 

Till thou hast done mo right. Ay, knit thy brows, 

And roll thy eyes as sternly as thou wilt ; 

Wo are so wretched, wretched now. we care not 
Aught more for thy anger. ^ 

Gessler. Woman, make way I 

Oi else my horse shall crush thee. 

Armqart. Let it ! there— 

{She pulls her children to the ground, and throws herself 
along with them, in his way.) 

Hero am I witli my children : let the orphans 
Be trodden underneath thy horse’s Hbofs I 
’Tis not the worst that thou hast done. 

Rudolph. Woman 1 Art* mad ? c- 

Armqart {with still greater violence). 

*Tis long that thou hast trodden 
The Kaiser’s people under foot. Too long 1 
Oh 1 I am but a woman ; were I a man, 

I should find something else to do, than lie 
Hero ciying in the dust. , 

{The music of the wedding is heard again, tat the top of the 
Pass, but softened by distance.) 

Gessler. WTiero are my servants ? 
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Quick ! Take her hence ! I may forget myself. 

And do the thing I shall repent. 

Rudolph. My lord. 

The servants cannot pass ; the place above 
Is crowded by a bridal C(ilnpany. 

Gessler. I’ve been too mild a ruler to this people ; 

They are not tamed as they should be ; their tongues 
Are still at liberty. This shall be alte^d ! 

I will break that stubborn humour ; Freedom 
With its pert vauntings shall no more be heard of : 

I will enforce a new law in these lands ; 

There shall not — 

{An arrow pierces him; he claps his hand upon his heartf 
and is about to sinJe. With a faint voice) 

God be merciful to me ! 

Rudolph. Herr Landvogt— God ! What is ft ? Whence came it ? 
Aemqart {springing up). 

Dead ' dead ! Ho totters, sinks ! T has hit him ! 

Rudolph {^niigs from his horse). 

Horrible ! — 0 God oi Heaven ’ — Herr Ritter, 

Cry to God for mercy ’ You are dying. 

Gessler. 'Tis Tell’s arrow. 

{Ha 9 slid down from his horse into Rudolph's arms, 
who sets him on the stone bench.) 

Tell {appears above, on the point of the rock). 

Thou hast found the archer ; 

Seek no other. Free are thp cottages, 

Secure is iimoconcTfronTthco ; thou wilt 
Torment the land no more. 

' {Disappears from the height. The people rush in.) 

Stuessi {foremost). What? What has happen’d ? 

Armqart. The Landvogt shot, kill’d by an arrow. 

People {rushing m). Who? 

Who is shot ? 

{Whilst the foremost of the wedding company enter on the Scene, 
the hindmost are still on the height, and the music continues.) 
Rudolph He’s bleeding, bleeding to death. 

Awaj^ • Seek help ; pursue the murderer ! 

Lost man ! Must it so end with thee ? Thou wouldst not 
Hear my warning ! 

Stuessi. Sure enough ! There lies he 

Pale and going fast, * 

Many Voices. Who was it killed him ? 

Rudolph. Are the people mad, that they make music 
Over murder ? Stop it, I say ! 

{The music ceases suddenly; more people come crowding round.) 
Herr Landvogt, 

Can you not speak to me ? Is thore nothing 
You would entrust me witl '{ 

{Gessler males signs with his hand, and vehemently repeats 
them, as tJfky are not understood.) 

Where shall I run ? 

To KUssnacht ! I cannot understand you : 

O grow not angry ! Leave the things of Earth, 

And tlnnk how you shall make your peace with Heaven ! 

{The whole bridal company surround the dying man, wUJC 
an expression of unsympathising horror.) 

StuessV Look there » How pal© he grows ! Now I Death is coming 
Round his heart : his eyes grow dim and fixed. 
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Armgart {lifts up one of her children). 

See, children, how a miscreant departs ! 

Rudolph. Out on you, crazy hags ! Have ye no touch 
Of feeling in ye, that ye feast your eyes 
On such an object ? Help me, lend your hands ! 

Will no one help to pull the tort’ring arrow 
From his breast ? 

Women {start hacl:). We touch him, whom God has smote ! 

Rudolph, My curse upon you ! {Draws his sword,) 

Stubbsi {lays his hand on Rudolph* s arm). 

Softly, my good Sir ! 

Your government is at an end. The Tyrant 
Is fallen : we will endure no farther violence ; 

We are free. 

All {tumultuously). The land is free 1 

Rudolph. * Ha ! runs it so ? 

Are reVrence and obedience gone already ? 

{To the armed Attendants, who press in.) 
You see the murd’rous deed that has been done. 

Our help is vain, vain to pursue the murd’rcr ; 

Other cares demand us. On ! To Kussnacht I 
, To save the Kaiser’s fortress I , For at present 
All bonds of order, duty, are unloosed. 

No man’s fidelity is to be trusted. 

{Whilst he departs with the Attendants, appear six 
Fratres Miserioordi,®.) 

Armoart. Room I Room I Here come the Friars of Mercy, 

Stuessi. The victim slain, the ravens are assembling 1 " 

Fratres Miserioobdi® 

{form a half -circle round the dead body, and sing in 
a deep tone). 

With noiseless tread death comes on man. 

No plea, no prayer delivers him ; 

From midst of busy life’s unfinished plan. 

With sudden hand, it severe him : 

And ready or not ready, — no delay, 

Forth to his Judge’s bar he must away I 

r 

The death of Gessler, which forms the leading object of the 
plot, happens at the end of the fourth act; the fifth, occupied 
with representing the exjml§ipiL of liife satellitg§, and-llw final tri- 
umph and liberation ofme Swiss, though diversified with occur- 
rences and spectacles, moves oh with inferior an^ation. A certain 
is, indeed, distinctly felt throughout all the piece ; 
do not point one way; ^ere is n o conn exion , or a 
very slight one, between the enterprise 

< 2 f Rutlir Thisl is tke p rincipal, o r gather sole, deficiency ^eOhe 
-present work ; a deficiency inseparable from the f^££d*-display 
of the histofical ev^nt, an3 lar more than compensated by the 
deeper int^fest and the wider range of action and a eimeatiop r 
,f^cli a strict adherence to the facts allows. By th&^pVesent mode 
of management, Alpine life in all its length and breadth is placed 
before us : from the feudal halls of Attinghausen to Huodi tht 
Fisher of the Luzern Lake, and Armrart — 
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The poor wild-hay-man of the Rigiberg, ^ ^ 

Whose trade is, on the brow of the abyss, 

To mow the common grass from craggy shelves 
And nooks to %hich the cattle dare not climb, — 


we stand as if in presence of the Swiss, beholding the achiejvement 
of their freedom in its minutest circumstances, with all its simpli- 
city and unaffected gi*eatness. The light of the poet*s gen ius is 
upon the Four Forest Cantons, at the opening of the Fourteenth 
Centuiyj the whole time and scene shine as mth the bnghtness, 
the truth, and more than the beauty, of reality. 

The tragedy of Tell wants unity of interes t and of action ; but 
in spibS"*©? this^ it may justly claim the high dignity of ranking 
with ihT*very best of Schiller s pja^g- ^^coffi pre ^ei^ve and! 

ambiuous than WqUenst4lJ^i less etfler^rSfiS 
a look of nature and substantial truth, which neither of its rivals! 
can boast of. The feelings it inculcates and appeals to ai'o thosef] 
of universal human nature, an(L presented in Iheir* purest, most^ 
unpretending form. There isfOT^ghl-wTOb^^ no 

poetic lovfi* Tell loves his wife as honest men love their wives ; 
anu'^o^isode of Beitha and Budenz, though beautiful, is very 
brief, and without effect on the general result. It is delightful 


and salutary to the heai-t to wander among the scenes of Tell : all 
is lovely, yet all is real. Ph ysical ^pd moral grandeu r arej^ited^; 
"^t et both are the u nadorn^ grandeur hf Natuy^ . SSere^e the 
lakes and green valleys beside us, the Schrcckhom, the Jungfrau, 
and their sister peaks, with their avalanches and their palaces of 
ice, all glowing in the southern sun ; and dwelling arpong them 


are a race of manly h usbandmen, heroic without ceasing to ba.. 
^omeTy^j^eticJwiSo ceasing to be genuine. 

6 We have dwelt the loifger on this play, not only on account 


of its peculiar fascinations, but also — as it is our last ! Schiller's 


faculties had never been more brilliant than at present : strong 
in mature age, in rare and varied accomplishments, JjjgL^l^sjQqw 
reaping t he full f ruit of his studious vigils ; the rapidity with 
which he wrote such noble poems, at once betokened the exu- 
berant riches of his mind, and the prompt command which ho 
eiyoyed of them. Still all fliat ho had done seemed but a fraction 


of his appointed task : a bold imagination was carrying him for- 
ward into dislant untouched fields of thought and poetry, where 
triumphs yet more glorious were to be gained. Schemes of nejw 
writings, new kinds of writing, were budding in his fancy; he was 
yet, as he had ever been, surrounded by a multitude of projects, 
and full of ardour to labour in fulfilling them. But Schiller's 
labeuys and triumphs were drawing to a close,^ Tl^e inyisible 
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Messenger was already near, which overtakes alike the busy and 
the idle, which arrests man in the midst of his pleasures or his 
occupations, and changes his countenance and sends him aUiau- 
I In 1804, having heen at Berlin witnessing the exhibition of 
I his Wilhelm Tell, he was seized, while returning, with a paroxysm 

* of that malady which for many years had never wholly left him. 
The attack was fierce and violent; it brought him to the verge 
of the grave ; but he escaped once more ; was considered out of 
danger, and again resumed his poetical employments. Besides 
various translations from the French and Italian, he had sketched 
a tragedy on the history of Perkin Warbeck, and finished two acts 
of one on that of a kindred but more fortunate impostor, Dimitri 
of Russia. His mind, it would appear, was also frequently eii- 

^ gaged with more solemn and sublime ideas. T he universe of 
’ human thought he had now explored and e^^yed ; but he seems 
I toTiav^lRyinit^ crontenlltfieni in any of its provinces. 

’ Many of his Ijg^tej .indicate an incessant and increasing 

longing for soip.j?„. solution of the mystery of life ; at times it is a 
gTobiny resignation to the want and the despair of any. His ar- 
I dent spirit could not satisfy itself with things seen, though gilded 
, with all the glories of intellect and imagination ; it soared away in 
*, search of other lands, looking with unutterable desire for some 

* surer and brighter home beyond the horizon of this world. Death 
he had no reason to regard as probably a near event; but we 
easily perceive that the awful secrets connected with it had long 
been familiar to his contemplation. The veil which hid them 
4rom his eyes was now shortly, when he looked not for it, to be 
rent asunder. 

The sp ring of 18 05, which Schilkr had anticipated with no 
ordinary hopes o? enjoyment and actifity, came on in its course, 
oold, bleak, and stormy ; and along with it his sickness returned. 
The help of physicians was vain ; the unwearied services of trem- 
bling affection were vain: his disorder kept increasing; on the 9th 
of May it reached a crisis. Early in the morning of that day, he 
grew insensible, and by degrees delirious. Among his expressions, 
the word Lichtenherg was frequently noticed ; a word of no import ; 
indicating, as some thought, the writer of that name, whose works 
he had lately been reading; according to others, the castle of Leuch- 
tenbei g, which, a few days before his sickness, he liad been pro- 
j^o.sing to visit. The poet and the sage was soon to lie low ; but 
. ^ friends were spared the farther pain of seeing him depaid in 
madness. The fieiy canopy of physical suffering, which had be- 
wildered and blinded his thinking faculties, was drawn aside ; and 
the si)irit of Schiller looked forth in its wonted serenity, once 
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again .before it away forever. After noon bis delirium 

abated ; about four o’clock he fell into a soft sleep, from which he 
ere long awoke in full pgssession of his senses. Kestored to con- 
sciousness in that hour, when the soul is cut off from human help, 
and man must front the King of Terrors on his own strength, 
Schiller did not frint or fail in this his last and shai'pest triaL 
Feeling that his end was come, he addressed himself to meet it as 
became him ; not with affected carelessness or superstitious fear, 
but with the quiet unpretending manliness which had marked the 
tenor of his life. Of his friends and family he took a touching 
but a tranquil farewell : ho ordered that his funeral should be pri- 
vate, without pomp or parade. Some one inquiring how ho felt, 
he said “ Calmer and calmer simple but memorable words ex- 
pressive of the mild heroism of the man. A bout six ho spnk into 
a deep sleep ; once for a moment he looked up with a lively air, 
ani said, ‘‘ things were growing plain and clear to him!** 
Again he closed his eyes ; and his sleep deepened and deepened, 
till it changed into the sleep from which there is no awakening ; 
and all that remained of Schiller was a lifeless form, soon to bo 
mingled with the clods of the valley. 

The news of Schiller’s death fell cold on many a heaii; : not 
in Germany alone, but over Europe, it was regarded as a public 
loss, by all who understood its meaning. In Weimar especially, 
the scene of his noblest efforts, the abode of his chosen friends, the 
sensation it produced was deep and rmiversal. The public places 
of amusement were shut ; all ranks made haste to testify their feel- 
ings, to honour themselves and the deceased by tributes to his 
memory. It was Friday when Schiller died; his funeral was meant 
to be on Sunday ; but the state of his remains made it necessary 
to proceed before. Doering thus describes the ceremony : 

‘ According to his own directions, the bier was to be borne by 
‘ private burghers of the city ; but several young artists and stu- 
‘ dents, out of reverence for the deceased, took it from them. It 
‘ was between midnight and one in the morning, when they ap- 
‘ proached the churchyard. The overclouded heaven threatened 
‘ rain. But as the bier was sdt down beside the grave, the clouds 

* suddenly split asunder, and the moon, coming forth in peaceful 

* clearness, threw her first rays on the cofiin of the Departed. 

* They lowered him into the grave ; and the moon again retired 

‘ behind her clouds. A fierce tempest of wind began to howl, as* 

* if it were i^pminding the bystanders of their great, irreparable 

* loss. At this moment who could have applied without emotion 
‘ the poet's own words : 
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Alas, the ruddy morning tingos 
A silent, cold, sepulchre stone ; 

And evening throws her crimson fringes 
But round ms slumber dark and lone !’ 


So lived and so died Friedrich Schiller ; a man on whose his- 
uory other men will long dwell with a mingled feehng of reverenco 
and love. Our humble record of his life and writings is drawing 
to an end : yet we still linger, loath to part with a spirit so dear 
to us. From the scanty and too much neglected field of his bio- 
graphy, a few slight facts and indications may still be gleaned ; 
slight, but distinctive of him as an individual, and not to be de- 
spised in a p enup r so great and so unmerited. 

ScliilleFs age was forty-five years and a few montlis when he 
died.^ Sickness had long wasted his form, which at no time could 
boast of faultless symmetry. He was tall and strongly boned; but 
unmuscular and lean : his body, it might be perceived, was wast- 
ing under the energy of a spirit too keen for it. His fiice was pale, 
the cheeks and temples rather hollow, the chin somewhat deep 
and slightly projecting, the nose in-egularly aquiline, his hair in- 
clined to auburn. Withal his countenance was attractive, and had 
a certain manly beauty. The lips were curved together in a line, 
expressing delicate and honest sensibility; a silent enthusiasm, 
impetuosity not unchecked by melancholy, gleamed in his softly 
kindled eyes and pale cheeks, and the brow was high and thought- 
ful. To judge from Schiller’s face expressed well the 

f features of his mind : if is mildness temperings strength; fieiy ai*- 
douf shining through the clouds of suffering and disappointment, 
deep but patiently endured. Pale was its proper tint; the checlis 
and temples w^ere best hollow, Thefe are few faces that affect us 
more than Schiller’s ; it is at once meekj^ ie u ev^m pr^tp’ri di n g, and 

; ^ ~ 

I n his dress an d may^ as in all tilings, he was p lain and 
unaffected, '^mong ^angS's; something shy and retiring mi^t 
''Otjcttsitmfldiy be observed in him : in his own family, or among his 
select friends, he was kind-hearted, free, and gay as a little child. 
In public, his external appearance had nothing in it to strike or 
attract. Of an unpresuming aspect, wearing plain apparel, his 
looks as he walked were constantly bent on the ground ; so that 

I . ‘ ^ 

y,' • * He left a widow, two sons, and two daughters/ of whom we regret to 

■ay, that we have learned nothing. ' Of his three sisters the youngest died 

* b^ore him ; the eldest is married to the Hofrath Reinwald,**!!! Meinungen ; 

* the second to Herr Fi-ankh, the clergyman of Meckmiihl, in Wiirtemberg.'— 
Doering, 
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frequently, as we arc told, ‘ he failed to notice the salutation of a 

* passing acquaintance ; but if he heard it, he would catch hastily 

* at his hat, and give hi% cordial “ Outen Tag** * Modesty, simpli- 
city, a total want of all parade or affectation were conspicuous in 
him. These are the usual concomitants of true greatness, and 
serve to mitigate its splendour. Common things he did as a com- 
mon man. His conduct in such matters was uncalculated, sponta- 
neous ; and therefore natural and pleasing. 

' j Concerning his mentalcharac|to, the greater part of what we 
had to” sayTTSgTTeeh already said, in speaking of his works. The 
most cursory perusal of these will satisfy us that he had a mind of 
the highest order; grand bv nature, and cultivated by the Mfli- 


duous study of a lifetime. ^ It ^ jipt the predongjiiating 
.any one mcul^ Tm^esses us in Schiller; but the general force 
^f all. Every na ge of his writings bears the stamE.QOat£^jrS- 
gou^ neysr^^tniths, new aspects oritif OA#®Tmtli7lS(n thought, 
imagery, lofty emotion. Schiller would have been no com- 
mon man, though he had altogetlier wanted the qualities peculiar 
to poets. His i ntelkct is clear, de ep, and comp^^Jt]^§ive ; its de- 
ductions, frequently elicitecOi'ona' nume^^^ distant premises, 
are presented under a magnificent aspect, in the shape of theorems, 
embracing an immense multitude of minor propositions. Yet it 
|ecniSL 4 W 5 Lerfu^^ for Schiller^ 

is not his fancy is eygr pror^pt 

unetapiors , illus^'atiqns , j3omjpans^ons^^ t?. — POint 
per^'fffiqns of his reas^OU. Theearnestn ess of his toinper farthe r 
disqualified him for this : hisTbnHeni^ was lutlier to adore the 
grand and th^ lofty, than to despise the little and the mean. Per- 
h aps hi s greatest faculty was a half poetical, h alf philosonlucal 
^ faculty teemitig witBmSgfiificence anSHfflfffiiftj^ ; i 
now adorning, or aiding to erect, a stately pyramid of scientific/ 
speculation ; now brooding oyer tlm abysses of thought and feel-l 
ing, till thougfifs and feelings, else^ unutterable, were embodied 
in expressive forms, and palaces and landscapes glowing in eth» 
real beauty rose like exhalations from the bosom of the deep. I 
Combined and partly of Idpdred with these intellectual facul- 
tios, was that vohemenge^^jjtemn^^ which is necessary for 
their full developnient. SchmeP^^e ^ was at o^e^^erv and 
t£n^r; i mpetu ous , soft, affectionat^^^ enthusiasm . th® 

universe with grandeur, au.dZaeiit his spirit forth to explore its < 
jSecrets and mj.pglfi. warmly iuits interests^ JHiuiTplo^eiryl^ 
jgas n ot one tmit m^py gifts, ft was not the * l ^n and fla shy song* < 
jof an ear apt for harmony, combined with a ^udiiy 3 ^sibilj ty, 
lor a mere animal ferocity of passion, and an imagination creative 


FRIEDRICH SCHILLER. 


150 


because unbridled : it was, what true poetry is always, tho 
I fluintessence of general mental ricl^es, the purified result of strong 
fought aaid cdhcepliori, and of refined As well as powei^uT emo- 
Iti^r In his writings, we behpld him a lUQraligt, a philosopher, a 
man of universal knowleSge: in each* of these capacities he is 
great, buf^so in more ; ?or all that he achieves in these is bright- 
ened and gilded with the touch of another quality ; his maxims, 
his feelings, his opinions are transformed from the lifeless shape 
of Sidai itiic ..truths, into living shapes that address faculties far 
ffiSrffian the understanding. 

"'^he gifts by 1^ch'“such' transformation is effected, the gift of 
pure, ardent, tendersengj^^ to those of fancy and ima- 

gination, are perhaps no^nolly denied to, arty man endowed with 
the power of reason; possessed in various degrees of strength, 
they add to the products of mere intellect corresponding tints of 
new attractiveness ; in a degree great enough to be remarkable they 
constitute a poet. Of this peculiar faculty how much had fallen to 
Schiller’s lot, we need not attempt too minutely to explain. With- 
out injuring his reputation, it may be admitted tbat, in general, 
his works exhibit rather extraordinary strength than extraordinary 
“SheilBSS 6f Versafility. His power of dramatic imitation is perhaps 
fhelrgfv bmEest. thT^iakspe^ean J^n (T; and in its best 
; ifi^e, it is ferther nmited to a certain range of characters. It is 


with the grave, the earnest, the ei^lted, the aff ectiona te, the 
mournful thatlie succ^3s“: he is n ot destit ute of humour, as his 
show, Jiut^neifher ia iiS Hc£ ih'it ; and for 
sprightly ridicule in any of its forms he has seldom shown either 
taste or talent, ijjjfijjicejprincipally made the drama his depart- 
ment; he might have shone equally in many others. The vigorous 
and copious invention, the knowledP^e of life, of men and things, 
displayed in his theatrical pieces, mi^t have been available in 
veiy different pui^uits ; frequently the charm of his works has 
little to distinguish it from the charm of intellectual and moral 
force in generi ; it is often the capacious thought, the vivid ima- 
gery, the iippetuous feeling of th^^ iprator- rather than the wild 
pathos, and capricious enchantment, o f tl^ po^t. Yet that he was 
capable of rising to the loftiest regions no reader of his 

MaiS^ of Orleans^ his character of Thehla, or many other of his 


pieces, will hesitate to grant. Son^times we suspect that it is tho 
.very grandei^^ijf to general which prevents us from exclu- 

sively admiring his poetic geaiu^ We are not lulled by the syren 
song of poetry, because her melodies aore blended with the clearer, 
manlier tones of serious reaspn, knd of honest though exalted 
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Much laborious discussion has been wasted in defining genius, 
pai-ticularly by the countrymen of Schiller, some of Avhom have 
narrowed the conditions of the term so far, as to find but three/^ 
men of genius was cheated : HoiAfix,.Sh^ and 

GoelhSTT^ such rigid precision, apphed to a matter in itself 
indefinite, there may be an apparent, but there is no real, increase 
of accuracy. The creative power, the faculty not only of imitating 
given forms of being, but of imagining and representing new ones, 
which is here attributed with such distinctness and so sparingly, 
has been given by nature in complete perfection to no man, nor 
entirely denied to any. T^e shades of it cannot be distin^ished 
by so loose a scale as langufiL^l‘‘ A definition of genius whicb ex- 
cludes such a mind as Schill^s will scarcely be agreeable to phi- 
losophical correctness, and it will tend rather to lower than to 
exalt the dignity of the word. Possessing all the general mental 
faculties in their highest degree of strength, an intellect ever 
active, vast, powerful, far-sighted ; an imagination never weary of 
producing grand or beautiful forms ; a heart of the noblest temper, 
sympathies comprehensive yet ardent, feelings vehement, impetu- 
ous, yet full of love and kindliness and tender pity ; conscious of 
the rapid and fervid exercise of all these powers within him, and 
able farther to present their products refined and harmonised, and 
* married to immortal Schiller may or may not be called a 

jna^ of genitiS liyTBrs critics ; but his mind in either case will re- 
niidn one of the most enviable which can^fall to the share of a 

^ In a poet worthy of that name, the powers of the mtellect ^re^ 
indissolubly interwoven with the rnoritl fe^fings'; And die exercise J 
of his art depends not more on the perfection of the one than of / 
the other. The poet, who* does not feel nobly and justly, as well/ 
as passionately, will never peimaneiitly succeed in making others h 
feel : the forms of error and falseness, infinite in number, are 
transitory in duration , trut^of tho ug ht and ^ntiment, but chiefly 
of sentiment, trut h a ldSSi^Stgj:’l)^.g!^^ unchangeable.'’" ITutj^ap- 
piT^ a Jellpit in the products of reason and imaginati(^n can ^ 
scarcely ever be divided from, at least, a love for Virtud iliid ^gen- 
'^t-gre^alaxess. Our feelings are in favouF oT heroism ; we mSFl'd” “ 
be pure and perfect. Happy he whoso resolutions are so strong, 
or ^dl Qse tem ptation s are so weak , that he can convert these feel- 
ings intoacSonT!"^ The severest pang, of which a proud and sensi- 
tive nature can be conscious, is the perception of its own debasS^- 
ment. Th® sources of misery in life are many : vice is one of the 
surest. Any human creature, tarnished ivith guilt, will in general 
be wretched ; a man of genius in that case will be doubly so, for 
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his ideas of excellence are higher, his sense of failure is more 
[ keen. In such miseries, Schiller had no share. The sentiments, 
f which animated his poetry, were converted into principles of con- 
duct; his actions were as blameless as his writings were pure. 
With his simple and high pupdilections, with his strong devoted- 
ness to a noble cause, he contrived to steer through life, unsullied 
by its meanness, unsubdued by any of its difficulties or allure- 
ments. With the world, in fact, he had not much to do ; without 
effort, he dwelt apart from it; its prizes were not the wealth which 
could enrich him. His great, almost hi s sin |;le aimj was tp^^pfold 
his spiritual faculties, to study and contemplate and improve jheir 
ijitell^tual crefidSons. Bent upon this, Avith the stedfastness of 
an apostle, the more sordid temptations of the world passed harm- 
lessly over him. Wishing not to seem, but to be, envy was a feel- 
ing of which he knew but httle, even before he rose above ilsTeveL 
Wealth or rank he regarded as a means, not an end ; his own 
humble fortune supplying him with all the essential conveniences 
of life, the world had nothing more that he chose to covet, nothing 
more that it could give him. He was not rich; but his habits 
were simple, and, except by reason of his sickness and its conse- 
quences, unexpensive. At all times he was far above the meanness 
of self-interest, particularly in its meanest shape, a love of money. 
Doering tells us, that a bookseller having travelled from a distance 
expi^essly to offer him a higher price for the copyright of Wallen^ 
stein, at that time in the press, and for which he w^as on terms with 
Cotta of Tubingen, Schiller answering, “ Cotta deals steadily with 
me, and I with him,” sent away this new merchant, without even 
the hope of a future bargain. The anecdote is small ; but it seems 
to paint the integiity of the man, careless of pecuniary concerns in 
comparison with the strictest uprightn^s in his conduct. In fact, 
his real wealth lay in being able to pursue h is darling studies, and 
to live inthe sunshine of inendStop^ afixl^ '3omeatic love. This he 
had always longed for ; tliis he at last ergoyed. And though sick- 
ness and many vexations annoyed him, the intrinsic excellence of 
his nature chequered the darkest portions of their gloom with an 
effulgence derived from himself. The ^dour of his 
per^>hy benevolence^was equable and placid ; his temper, though 
overflowing with generous warmth, seems almost never to have 
shown any hastiness or angdJ^. To all men he was humane and 
sympathising; among his friends, open-hearted, generous, helpful; 
VI the circle of his family, kind, tender, sportive. And what gave 
an especial charm to aU this was, thq unobj^siyqness }yith which 
it was attended : there w'as no parade, no displa y, no p article of _ 
affbfijtaJtkm ; rating and conductinfTimsSf simjAy as aiiTionest 
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njan and citizen, he hQQWei. forgetting ^at he 

great. 

•^’KfTguch were the prevailing habits of Schiller. That in the roild 
and beautiful brilliancy of their aspect, there must have been some 
specks and imperfections, the common lot of poor humanity, who 
’Imows not ? That these were small and transient, we judge from 
the circumstance that scarcely any hint of them has reached us : 
nor are we anxious to obtain a full description of them. For prac- 
tical uses, we can sufficiently coigecture what they were ; and the 
heai’t desires not to dwell upon them. This man is passed away 
from our dim and tarnished world: let him have the benefit of 


departed friends; let him be transfigured* ifi 61 ir’thortightBrimd' 
shine without the Httle blemishes that clung to him in 

Hfe. 

Schiller gives. a fine example of the German character : he has 
all its good qunlitfes in a high degree, with very r^oTifi^efects. 
We trace in him all that do wnrightness and ^hat sin- 

.. -x__ /.I X — -]id, fo!* which thb Germans are remarked; 


Q^r tlieir p^ient, long-continuing, eamestd^ 

nesg j their imagination, d elighting in the ; 

their intellect, rising into refined abstractions, strSching itself into 
> comprehensive generalisations. But the excesses to which such 
a character is liable are, in him, prevented by a firm and watchful 
. fegnse of propriety. His simplicit y never degenerates into inopB| 
or insipidltv ; his enthusiasm must be based on reason ; hql 
rarely suffers his love of the vast to betray him into toleration of 
the vague . The boy Schiller was extravaf^ant ; but the man ad- 
mits no bombast in his style, no inflation in his thoughts or 
actions. He is the p^t of t^th: our understandings and con- 
sciences are satisfied,' whilie our hearts and imaginations ar^ 
moved. His ore ^ emphA tin^H y ^ dtnre ^fippied and emheh 

lis h e d ; his are refinedandtoucmngty beautiful, but; 

they are liko^vSemtSy 
they do not mislead. Above 




cant ; 

thousand branches, ridiculous or hateful, none. He does not to-j 
tort his character or genius in to shapes, wh ich ne'lSnEs.mo^^ 
b^Miilg thah theimattttiFone : he does not^ang out principlesj 
wTiich*m’e not his, or harbour beloved persuasions which he half] 
or wholly knows to be Mse. He did not often wholLssoi^ 


Preiudic^^ i-he * embrace 

cause it }vas the grandest and most com&rtaWe.* Truth, with! 
Schiller, or prhat seemed such, was an indispensable requisite : if 
he but suspected an opinion to be false, however dear it may have 
been, he seems to have examined it with rigid scrutiny, and if he 
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found it guilty, to have plucked it out, and resolutely cast it forth. 
The sacrifice might cause him pain, permanent pain ; real damage, 
he imagined, it could hardly cause him. • It is irksome and dan- 
gerous to travel in th e dark; but better so, than with an Ignis- 
to guide us. Considering the warmth of his sensi bilities ; ; 
Schiller’s merit on this point is greater than we migST^at^first 
suppose. For a man with whom i ntelle ct is the ruling or exclu- 
sive faculty, whose sympathies, loves, hatreds, are comparatively 
coarse and dull, it may be easy to avoid this half-wilful entertain- 
jtoient of error, and this cant which is the consequence and sign of 
[kt. But for a man of keen tastes, a large fund of innate probity is 
[inecessary to prevent his aping the excellence which he loves so 
rmuch, yet is unable to attain. Among persons of the latter sort, 
it is extremely rare to meet with one completely unaffected. 
Schiller’s other noble qualities would not have justice, did we 
neglect to notice this, the truest proof of their nobility. Honest, 
unpretending, manly simplicity pervades all parts of his character 
and genius and habits of life. We not only admire him, we trust 
him and love him. 

‘ The character of child-like gi^p^ty ,’ he has himself observed,^ 

' ‘ which genius imj^SSSs on^Tts worlts, it shows also in its private 

* life and manners. It is bashful, for nature is ever so ; but it is not 

* p nidia h, for only corruption is prudish. I ^s ^ar-sighte(L for na- 

* ture can never be the contrary; but it is not* cunhingl for this only 

‘ art can be. It i s faithful to its character and inclinations; but not ^ 

* so much because^t is directed by principles, as because after all 
‘ vibrations nature constantly reverts to her 'original position, con- 
‘ stantly renews her primitive demand. It is modest , nay timid, for 
‘ genius is always a secret to itself ; but it is noOnxTous, for it knows 

* not the dangers of the way which it travels. Of the private habits 
‘ of the persons who have been peculiarly distinguished by their 

* genius, our information is small; but the little that has been re- 

* corded for us of the chief of them, — of Sophocles, Archimedes, 

* Hippocrates; and in modem times, and' TaSBD^r^pf 
‘ irafWllJ,'^lbrecht Diirer, Cervantes, Shfde^carr,'TTelding,''and 

* others,— confirms this observation/ Schiller hiijiself confirms it ; 
perhaps more strongly than most of the examples here adduced. 
No man ever wore bis faculties more meekly^ or performed great 
works with less consciousness of their greatness. Abstracted from 
the contemplation of himself, his eye was turned upon the objects 

^'pf his labour, and he pursued them with the eagerness, the entire-" 
ness, the spontaneous sincerity, of a boy pursuing spori. Hence 
this * child-like simplicity,’ the last perfection of his other excel- 
. * ITaive und sentimentalische Dichtung. 
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lences. was a m ight y spiiit^jUliuQ^ful of its migli t. He 

walked the ^rtn in cairn : ‘ the st^El" df'lw® speay was like 

a weaver’s beam but he wielded it like a wand. 

^ r«p»eaent it, is the form in which Scliil- 

leF^life ancTworks have graduaUy pmnted their character, in the 
mind of a secluded individual, whose solitude he has often charmed, 
whom he has instructed, and cheered, and moved. The original 
impression, we know, was faint and inadequate, the present copy 
of it is still more so ; yet we have sketched it as we could : the 
^gure of Schiller, and of the figures he conceived and drew are 
mere; himself, ‘and in his hand a glass which shows us many 
jmore.’ To those who look on him as we have wished to make 
them, Schiller will.not need a farther panegyric. For the sake 
of Litpi'fltwrev it may still be remarked, thtTTi!^ merit was pecu- 
liarly due to Literature was his creed, the dictate his 

conscience ; he was an App§.tlG, (^fthe Sub lime an4 . Beautif ul, and 
this his calling made a hero of hun. For it was i mthe sp irit, of a. 
tnie pnflTi th aklie view ed it, and undertook to cultivate it ; and its 
inspirations constantly maintained the noblest temper in his soul. 
Th e^end of Literature wa ^ not, in Schiller’s judgment, to amuse 

simyry, 

gi nation. or quaint paradoxes and epigrammatic disquisitions for 
the understanding : I^ast of all was it to grati fy i n any phnpo 
selfishness of its p ^nf ossoig , to m inister^~ tiicii^*jp ty. their 
love oLaQjDney, or even of fame. For persons" who degrade if^to 
such purposes, the'TIeepest contempt of which his kindly nature 
could admit was at all times in store. ‘ Unhappy mortal !’ says he 
to the literary tradesman, the man who writes for"^^ Unhappy^ 
‘ mortal ! who with science and art, the noblest of all instruments, 

‘ effectest and attemptest nothing more than the day-drudge with 
‘ the meanest I who, dn the domain of perfect Freedom, bearest 
‘ about in thee the ^pirit of Slave !’ As Schiller viewed it, genuine 
J^ite^ti3U:e_include» of -philosophy, religion^ art; what- 

3ever..sp^ak fiLto the immortal part of man. The d augh ter, .is i 
fikewise the nurs6 o f.aU that^s spiritual aii d e xaltedln aur^.yh^ - 1 
boon she bestnw^Tis tr\ ]fb ♦-tnit.h not merely nhvsi^ l, 
nrtlitiyflLeco hfflSica ir such as the s^sual man in us is perpetually 
demanding, ever ready to reward ,^nd likely in general to find ; 
but inward truth in its 

thousand moaincations, which only the most ethereal portion^:! 
our natuae can discem,c but without which that portion of it lan- 
guishes add diesr and we are left divested of our birthright, thence- 
forward ‘ ofLhe earth ea^y,’ machines for earning and enjoying, 
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no longer worthy to be called the Sons of Heaven. The treasures 
of Literature are thus celestial, imperishable,^ b^y<md all wice : j 
with her is the shrine of our best hopes, th^ ? * 

mgphood ; to be among the guardians and servants^ of this is 
i?oDies{tunction that can be entrusted to a mortal. G-enius, even 
tin its faintest s cintillat ions, is ‘ the inspired gift of God;’ a solemn 
mandate to its ownerTo go forth and labour in his sphere ^to keep 
alive ‘ the sacred fire* among his brethren, which the heaiy und 
pOlltlterd'^imosphere of this world is forever threatening to extin- 
guish. Woe to him if he neglect this mandate, if he hear not its 
small stall voice ! Woe to him if he turn this inspired gift into Jlio 
servant of his evil or i^'oble' passions ; if he offer it on the altar 
of vanity, if he sell it for a piece of money ! 

* TheAjitist, it is true,* says Schiller, ‘ is the son of his age ; 

* but pity for him if he is its pupil, or even its favourite ! Let 

* some beneficent Divinity slSafeh him when a suckling from the 
breast of his mother, and nurse him with the millc of a better 

* time ; that he may ripen to his full stature beneath a distant 

‘ Grecian sky. And having grown to manhood, let him return, a 
‘ foreign shape, into his century ; not, however, to delight it by 
‘ his presence ; but terrible, like the son of to purific 

The Matter ofTIis works he will take from the present ; but 
^ tneir Form he will derive from a nobler time, nay, from beyond 

* all time, from the absolute unchanging unity of his nature. Here 
‘ffrom the pure aether of hi^spiritual essence, flows down the 

* fFountaiii of Beauty, uncontaminated by the pollutions of ages 
‘Sand generations, which roll to and fro in their turbid vortex far 

* beneath it. His Matter caprice can dishonour as she has en- 

* nobled it; but the chaste Form is withdrawn from her mutations. 

^ The Roman of the first century had Icng bent the knee before 

* his CsBsars, when the statues of Rome were still standing erect ; 

* the temples continued holy to the eye, when their gods had long 
‘ been a laughing-stock ; and the abominations of a Nero and a 
^ Commodus were silently rebuked by the style of the edifice which 
‘ lent them its concealment. \Man has lost his dignity, but Art 

* hgR sflvAd it ^tond preserved n Tor him InTexpressive marblesT 
*JC £ath still hves in fi ction, and from ^e^o^yJh&nrigiftgiwill be 

‘ But how is the Artist to guard himself from the conniptions 

* of his time, which on every side assail him ? By despising its 
*i^3cisions. Let him look upwards to his dignity and his mission, 

' not downwards to his happiness and his wahts. Free alike from 
‘ the vain activity, that iongs to impress its traces on the fleeting 
‘ instant ; and from the discontented spirit of enthusiasm, that 
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* measures by the scale of perfection the meagre product of realit}% 

* let l>iTr> leave to common sensCt which is here at home, the province- 
‘ of the actual ; while he strives from the union of the possible with 

* the necessary to bring out the ideal. This let him imprint and 
‘ express in fiction and truth, imprint it in the sport of his imagin- 

* ation and the earnest of his actions, imprint it in all sensible and 
‘ spiritual fonns, and cast it silently into everlasting Time.’ ^ 

Nor were these sentiments, be it remembered, the mere boast- 
ing manifesto of a hot-brained inexperienced youth, entering on 
literature with feelings of heroic ardour, which its difficulties and 
temptations would soon deaden or pervert : they are the calm prin- 
ciples of a man, expressed with honest manfulness, at a period 
when tlie world could compare them with a long course of con- 
duct. In this just and lofty spirit, Schiller undertook tlie business 
of literature ; in the same spirit, he pursued it witli unflinching 
energy all the days of his life. The common, and some uncom- 
mon, difficulties of a fluctuating and dependent existence could 
not quench or abate his zeal : sickness itself seemed hai’dly to 
affect him. During his last fifteen years, he wrote his noblest 
works ; yet, as it has been proved too well, no day of that period 
could have passed without its load of pain.* Ptiin could not turn 
him from his purpose, or shake his equanimity : in death itself he 
was calmer and calmer. Nor has he gone without his recompense. 
To the credit of the world it can be recorded, that their sufirages, 
w^hich he never courted, were liberally bestowed on him : happier ^ 
than the mighty Milton, he found ‘ fit hearers,’ even in his life- ' 
time, and they were not ‘ few.’ His efiect on the mind of his own 
country has been deep and universal, and bids fair to be abiding : ^ 
liis efiect on other countries must in time be equally decided ; for 
such nobleness of heart and soul shadowed forth in beautiful im- . 
perishable emblems, is a treasure which belongs not to one nation Jr 
but to all. In another age, this Schiller will stand forth in the » 
foremost rank among the master-spirits of his centuiy; and be 
admitted to a place among the chosen of aU centuries. His ‘vvorks, 
the memory of what he did and was, will rise afar off like a tow’er- 
jng lan^lTnnijf Jp tlj,e Eolitudc qC the Past, when distance -shall 
dwarfed i nto in visibilitxihg lesser p^ple that’ Oncomp^saed. him, 
and hid him irom the near beholder. 

On the whole, we may pronounce him happy. His days passed 

* Ueher die cesthetiscKe ErzieKung des Menschen, ^ 

* On a surgical inspection of his body after death, the most vital organil" 
were found totally deranged. * The structure of the lungs was in great part 
' destroyed, tSe cavities of the heart were nearly grown up, the liver had be- 
come hard, and the gall-bladder was extended to an extraordinary size/— - 

Eoering. ' 
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in the contemplation of ideal grandeurs, he lived among the glo- 
ries and solemnities of universal Nature; his thoughts were of 
sages and heroes, and scenes of elysian beauty. It is true, he had 
no rest, no peace ; but he eiyoyed the fieiy consciousness of his 
own activity, which stands in place of it for men like him. It is 
true, he was long sickly ; but did he not even then conceive and 
body forth Max Piccolomini, and Thekla, and the Maid of Orleans, 
and the scenes of Wilhelm Tell f It is true, he died early ; but the 
^ student will exclaim with Charles XII. in another case : “ Was it 
enpjigh of life, whe n he ha d conquered kingdoms ?” These 
kingdoms which Schiller conquereTwero nor!bY'"0!rie nation at the 
expense of suffering to another; they were soiled by no patriot’s 
blood, no widow’s, no orphan’s tear: they are kingdoms conquered 
from the barren realms of Dai*kness, to increase the happiness, and 
dignity, and power, of all men ; new forms of Truth, new maxims 
of Wisdom, new images and ^'‘enes of Beauty, won from the ‘ void 
and formless Infinite a imJ/juz h atel, ‘ a possession forever,' to all 
the generations of the Earth. 
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No. 1.' 

[Pap^e 22.] 

DANIEL SCHUBART. 

The enthusiastic discontent so manifest in the Robbers has by some been 
in part attributed to Schiller’s intercourse with Schubart. This seems as 
wise as the hypothesis of Gray’s Alderman, who, after half a century of 
turtle-soup, imputed the ruin of his health to eating two unripo grapes : 

* he felt them cold upon his stomach, tho moment they w'ere over ; he 

* never got the better of them.* Schiller, it appears, saw Schubart only 
once, and their conversation was not of a confidential kind. For any in- 
fluence this interview could have produced upon the former, the latter 
could have meiited no mention here : it is on other grounds that we refer 
,to him. Schubart’s history, not devoid of interest in itself, unfolds in a 
striking light the circumstances under which Schiller stood at present ; 
and may serve to justify the violence of his alarms, which to the happy 
natives of our Island might otherwise appear pusillanimous and excessive. 
For these reasons we subjoin a sketch of it. 

Schubart's character is not a new one in literature ; nor is it strange 
that his hfc should have been unfortunate. A warm genial spuit; a glow- 
ing fancy, and a friendly heart; every faculty but diligence, and every 
virtue but ‘ the understrapping virtue of discretion such is frequently the 
constitution of the poet ; the natural result of it also has frequently been 
pointed out, and sufficiently bewailed. This man was one of the many 
who navigate the ocean of life with ‘more sail than ballast;* his voyage 
contradicted every rule of seamanship, and necessanly ended in a wreck. 

Christian Friedrich Daniel Schubart was bom at Obersontheim in 
Swabia, on the 26th of April 1739. His father, a well-meaning soul, 
officiated there in the multiple capacity of schoolmaster, precentor, and 
curate; dignities which, with various mutations and improvements, he sub-* 
sequcntly held^n several successive villages of the same district, Daniel, 
from the first, was a thing of inconsistencies ; his life proceeded as if by 
itts and starts. At school, for a while, he lay dormant : at the age of seven 
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he could not read, and had acquired the reputation of a perfect dunce. 
But ‘ all at once,’ says his biographer, ‘ the rind which enclosed his spirit 
started asunder and Daniel became the prodigy of the school ! His good 
father determined to make a learned man of him : he sent him at the age 
of fourteen to the Nbrdlingen Lyceum, and two years afterwards to a simi- 
lar establishment at Niirnberg. Here Schubart began to flourish with all 
his natural luxuriance ; read classical and domestic poets ; spouted, specu- 
lated ; wrote flowing songs ; discovered ‘ a decided turn for music,’ and even 
composed tunes for the harpsichord I In short, he became an acknow- 
ledged genius • and his parents consented that he should go to Jena, and 
perform his cursus of Theology.^ 

Schubart’s purposes were not at all like the decrees of Fate: he set 
out towards Jena; and on arriving at Erlangen, resolved to proceed no 
farther, but perform his cursus where he was. For a time he studied well; 
but afterwards ‘tumultuously,’ that is, in violent fits, alternating with 
fits as violent of idleness and debauchery. He became a Bursche of the 
first water; drank and declaimed, rioted and ran in debt; till his parents, 
unable any longer to support such expenses, were glad to seize the first 
opening in his cursus^ and recal him. He returned to them with a mind 
fevered by intemperance, and a constitution permanently injured; his 
heart burning with regret, and vanity, and love of pleasure; his head 
without habits of activity or principles of judgment, a whirlpool where 
fantasies and hallucinations and ‘fragments of science’ were chaotically 
jumbled to and fro. But he could babble college-latin ; mnd talk with a 
trenchant tone about the ‘ nwolutions of Philosophy.* Such accomplish- 
ments procured him pardon from his parents : the precentorial spirit of 
his father was more than reconciled on discovering that Daniel could also 
preach and play upon the organ. The good old people still loved their 
prodigal, and would not cease to hope in him. 

As a preacher Schubart was at first very popular; he imitated Cramer; 
but at the same time manifested first-rate pulpit talents of his own. These, 
however, he entirely neglected to improve : presuming on his gifts and 
their acceptance, he began to ‘play such fantastic tricks before high 
Heaven,’ as made his audience sink to yawning, or explode in downright 
laughter. He often preached extempore ; once he preached in verse ! 
His love of company and ease diverted him from study : his musical pro- 
pensities diverted him still farther. He had special gifts as an organist ; 
but to handle the concordance and to make ‘ the heaving bellows learn to 
blow' were inconsistent things. 

Yet withal it was impossible to liate poor Schubart, or even seriously 
to dislike him. A joyful, piping, guileless mortal, good nature, innocence 
/)f heart, and love oi frolic beamed from every feature of his countenance; 
he wished no ill to any son of Adam, He w^as musical and poetical, a 
maker and a singer of sweet songs; humorous also, speculative, discursive; 
his speech, tlioiigh aimless and redundant, glittered with the hues of fanc^ 
and heie and there with the keenest rays of intellect. He w^as vain, biw 
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liad no touch of pride; and the excellences which he loved in himself, he 
acknowledged and as warmly loved in others. He was a man of few or no 
principles, but his nervous system was very good. Amid his chosen com- 
rades, a jug of indifferent beer and a pipe of tobacco could change the 
earth into elysium for him, and make his brethren demigods. To look 
at his laughing eyes, and his effulgent honest face, you were tempted to 
forget that he was a perjured priest, that the world had duties for him 
which he was neglecting. Had life b^^n all a may-game, Schubart was 
the best of men, and the wisest of philosophers. 

Unluckily it was not: the voice of Duty had addressed him in vain; 
but that of Want was more impressive. He left his father’s house, and 
engaged himself as tutor in a family at Konigsbronn. To teach the young 
idea how to shoot had few delights for Schubart: he soon gave up this 
place in favour of a younger brother; and endeavoured to subsist, for some 
time, by affording miscellaneous assistance to the clergy of the neighbour- 
ing villages. Ero long, preferring even pedagogy to starvation, he again 
became a teacher. The bitter morsel was sweetened with a seasoning of 
music ; he was appointed not only schoolmaster but also organist of Geiss- 
lingen. A fit of diligence now seized him : his late difficulties had im- 
pressed him ; and the parson of the place, who subsequently married Schu- 
bart's sister, was friendly and skilful enough to turn the impression to 
account. Had poor Schubart always been in such hands, the epitliet 
‘ poor’ could never have belonged to him. In this little village-school he 
introduced some important reforms and improvements, and in consequence 
attracted several valuable scholars. Also for his own behoof, he studied 
honestly. His conduct here, if not irreprehensible, was at least very much 
amended. His marriage, in his twenty-fifth year, might have improved it 
still farther ; for his wife was a good, soft-hearted, amiable creature, who 
loved him with her whole heart, and would have died to serve him. 

But new preferments awaited Schubart, and with them new tempta- 
tions. His fame as a musician was deservedly extending : in time it 
reached Lndwigshiirg, and the Grand Duke of Wiirtemberg himself heard 
Schubart spoken of! The schoolmaster of Geisshngon was, in 1768, pro- 
moted to be organist and band-director in this gay and pompous court. 
With a bounding heart, he tossed away his ferula, and hastened to the 
scene, where joys for evermore seemed calling on him. He jilunged into 
the heart of business and amusement. Besides the music which he taught 
and played, publicly and privately, with great applause, he gave the mili- 
taiy officers instruction in various branches of science; he talked and 
feasted; he indited songs and rhapsodies ; he lectured on History and the 
Belles Lettres. All this was more than Schubart’s head could stand. In 
a little time he fell in debt ; took up with virtuosi ; began to read Voltairef 
and talk against religion in his drink. From the rank of genius, he was 
fast degenerating into that of profligate: his affairs grew more and more 

f nharrassed ; and he had no gift of putting any order in them. Prudence 
as not one of Schubart’s virtues; the nearest approximation he could 
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make to it was now and then a little touch of cunning. His wife still 
loved him ; loved him with that perverseness of affection, which increases 
in the inverse ratio of its requital : she had long patiently endured his 
follies and neglect, happy if she could obtain a transient hour of kindness 
from him. But his endless course of riot, and the straits to which it had 
reduced their hapless family, at length overcame her spirits: she grew 
melancholy, almost broken-hearted; and her father took her home to 
him, with her children, from th^ spendthrift who had been her rum, 
Schubart’s course in Ludwigsburg was verging to its close ; his extrava- 
gance increased, and debts pressed heavier and heavier on him ; for some 
scandal with a young woman of the place, he was cast into prison ; and 
let out of it, with an injunction forthwith to quit the dominions of the 
Grand Duke. 

Forlorn and homeless, here then was Schubart footing the hard high- 
way, with a staff in his hand, and one solitary Thaler in his purse, not 
knowing whither he should go. At Ileilbronn, the Burgermeister Wachs 
permitted him to teach his Burgenneisterinn the harpsichord ; and Schu- 
bart did not die of hunger. For a space of time he wandered to and fro, 
with numerous impracticable plans; now talking for his victuallk; now lec- 
turing or teaching music ; kind peojde now attracted to him by his genius 
and misfortunes, and anon repelled from him by the faults which had 
abased him. Once a gleam of court-prefennent revisited his path : the 
Elector Palatine was made acquainted with his gifts, and sent for him to 
Schwetzingen to play before him. His playing gratified the Electoral ear; 
he would have been provided for, had he not in conversation with his High- 
ness happened to express a rather free opinion of the Manheim Academy, 
which at that time was his Highness’ hobby. On the instant of tliis luck- 
less oversight, the door of patronage was slammed in Scliuhart’s face, and 
he stood solitary on the pavement as before. 

One Count Schmettau took pity on him ; offered him his purse and 
home ; both of which the way-worn wanderer was happj to accept At 
Schmettau’s he fell-in with Baron Leiden, the Bavarian emoy, who advised 
him to turn Catholic, and accompany the returning embassy to Munich. 
Schubart liesitated to become a renegade; hut departed with his new patron, 
upon trial. In the way, he played before the Bishop of Wiirzburg ; was 
rewarded by his Princely Beverence with gold as well as praise ; and amved 
under happy omens at Munich, Here for a while fortune seemed to smile 
on him again. The houses of the great were thrown open to him ; ho 
talked and played, and fared sumptuously every day. He took serious 
counsel mth himself about the great Popish question; now inclining this 
way, now that : he was puzzling which to choose, when Chance entirely 
‘^reheved him of the trouble. ‘A person of respectability’ in Munich wrote 
to Wurtemberg to make inquiries who or wliat this general favourite 
was; and received for answer, that the general favourite wife a villain, and 
had been banished from Ludwigsburg for denying that there was a HcJ|| 
Ghost ! — Schubart was happy to evacuate Munich without luck of druinr 
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Once more upon the roail without an aim, the wanderer turned to Augs- 
burg, simply as the nearest city, and— set up a Newspaper ! The Deutsche 
Chronik flourished in his hands ; in a little while it had acquired a decided 
character for sprightliness and talent; in time it became the most widely 
circulated journal of the country. Schubart was again a prosperous man : 
his writings, stamped with the vigorous impress of his own genius, tra- 
velled over Europe ; artists and men of letters gathered round him ; he 
had money, he had fame ; the rich and noble threw their parlours open to 
him, and listened with delight to his overflowing, many-coloured conver- 
sation. He wrote paragraphs and poetry ; he taught music and gave con- 
certs ; he set up a spouting establishment, recited newly-published poems, 
read Klopstock’s Messias to crowded and enraptured audiences. Sehubart’s 
-evil genius seemed asleep, but Schubart himself awoke it. He had borne 
a grudge against the clergy, ever since his banishment from Ludwigsburg ; 
and he now employed the facilities of his journal for giving vent to it. He 
criticised the priesthood of Augsburg ; speculated on their selfishness and 
cant, and took every opportunity of turning them and their proceedings 
into ridicule. The Jesuits especially, whom he regarded as a fallen body, 
he treated with extreme freedom ; exposing their deceptions, and holding 
up to public contumely certain quacks whom they patronised. The Jesuitic 
Beast was prostrate, but not dead : it had still strength enough to lend a 
dangerous kick to any one who came too near it. One evening an offi- 
cial person waited upon Schubart, and mentioned an arrest by virtue of 
a warrant from the Catholic Biirgermeister ! Schubart was obliged to go 
to prison. The heads of the Protestant party made an effort in his favour : 
they procured his hberty, but not without a stipulation that he should im- 
mediately depart from Augsburg. Schubart asked to know his crime ; but 
the Council answered him : “We have our reasons; let that satisfy you:" 
and with this very moderate satisfaction, he was forced to leave their city. 

But Schubart was now grown an adept in banishment ; so trifling an 
event could not unhinge his equanimity. Driven out of Augsburg, the 
philosophic editor sought refuge in Ulm, where the publication of his 
journal had, for other reasons, already been appointed to take place. The 
Deutsche Chronik wes as brilliant here as ever: it extended more and more 
through Germany ; ‘ copies of it even came to London, Paris, Amsterdam, 
And Petersburg.’ Nor had its author’s fortune altered much; he had 
still the same employments, and remunerations, and extravagances ; the 
same sort of friends, the same sort of enemies. The latter were a little 
busier than formerly: they propagated scandals; engraved caricatures, 
indited lampoons against him ; but this he thought a very small matter. 
A man that has been three or four times banished, and fits often put in 
prison, and for many years on the point of starving, will not trouble him- 
self much about a gross or two of pasquinades. Schubart had his wife 
And family ag^n beside him, he had money also to support them ; so he 
6ang and fiddled, talked and wrote, and * built the lofty rhyme,’ and cared 
tPo fig for any one. 
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But enemies, more fell than these, were lurking for the thoughtless 
Man of Paragraphs. The Jesuits had still their feline eyes upon him,, 
and longed to have their talons in his flesh. They found a certain Ge- 
neral Bled, who joined them on a quarrel of his own. This General 
Bied, the Austrian Agent at Ulm, had vowed inexpiable hatred against 
Schubart, it would seem, for a very slight cause indeed : once Schuhart 
had engaged to play before him, and then finding that the harpsichord 
was out of order, had refused, flatly refused ! The General’s elevated 
spirit called for vengeance on this impudent plebeian ; the Jesuits encour- 
aged him ; and thus all lay in eager watch. An opportunity ere long 
occurred. One week in 1778, there appeared in Schubart’s newspaper an 
Extract of a Letter from Vienna, stating that * the Empress Maria Theresa 
had been struck by apoplexy.’ On reading which, the General made in- 
stant application to his Ducal Highness, requesting that the pubhsher of 
this ‘ atrocious libel’ should he given up to him, and ‘ sent to expiate his 
crime in Hungary,’ by imprisonment — for life. The Duke desired his 
gallant fnend to be at ease, for that he had long had his own eye on this 
man, and would himself take charge of him. Accordingly, a few days after- 
wards, Herr von Scholl, Comptroller of the Convent at Blaubeuren, came 
to Schubart with a multitude of compliments, inviting him to dinner, “as 
there was a stranger wishing to be introduced to him.” Schubart sprang 
into the Schlitten with this wolf in sheep’s clothing, and away they drove 
to Blaubeuren. Arrived here, the honourable Herr von Scholl left him 
in a private room, and soon returned with a posse of official Majors and 
Amtmen, the chief of whom advanced to Schubart, and declared him — 
an arrested man ' The hapless Schubart thought it was a jest ; but alas 
here was no jesting ! Schubart then said with a composure scarcely to be 
looked for, that “ he hoped the Duke would not condemn him unheard !” 
In this too he was deceived ; the men of office made him mount a carriage 
with them, and set oflP without delay for Hohenasperg. The Duke him- 
self was there with his Duchess, when these bloodhounds and their prey 
arrived : the princely couple gazed from a window as the group went past 
them, and a fellow-creature took his farewell look of sun and sky ! 

If hitherto the follies of this man have cast an air of farce upon his 
sufferings, even when in part unmerited, such sentiments must now give 
place to that of indignation at his cruel and cold-blooded persecutors. 
Schubart, who never had the heart to hurt a fly, and with all his indis- 
cretions, had been no man’s enemy but his own, was conducted to a nar- 
row subterraneous dungeon, and lefV without book or pen, or any sort of 
occupation or society, to chew the cud of bitter thought, and count the 
leaden months as they passed over him, and brought no mitigation of his 
misery. His Serene Transparency of Wurtemberg, nay, the heroic Gene- 
ral himself, might have been satisfied, could they have seen him : physical 
squalor, combined with moral agony, were at work on Schubq^rt ; at the end 
of a year, he was grown so weak, that he could not stand except by leaning 
on the walls of his cell. A htUe while, and he bade fair to get beyond th9 
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reach of all his tyrants. This, however, was not what they wanted. The 
prisoner was removed to a wholesome upper room ; allowed the u«e of cer- 
tain books, the ^ight of certain company, and had, at least, tlie privilege to 
think and breathe without obstruction. He was farther gratified by hear- 
ing that his wife and children had been treated kindly : the boys had been 
admitted to the Stuttgard school, where Schiller was now studying ; to their 
mother there had been assigned a pension of two hundred gulden. Charles 
of Wurtemberg was undoubtedly a weak and heartless man, but we know 
not that he was a savage one : in the punishment of Schubart, it is possible 
enough that he believed himself to be discharging an important duty to 
the world. The only subject of regret is, that any duty to the world, be- 
yond the duty of existing inoffensively, should be committed to such hands; 
that men like Charles and Ried, endowed with so very small a fraction of 
the common faculties of manhood, should have the destiny of any living 
thing at their control. 

Another mitigating circumstance in Schubart’s lot, was the character of 
his gaoler. This, humane person had himself tasted the tender mercies of 
‘ paternal’ government; he knew the nature of a dungeon better even than 
his prisoner. * For four years,’ we are told, * he had seen no human face ; 

* his scanty food had been lowered to him through a trap-door ; neither 

* chair nor table were allowed him, his cell was never swept, his beard and 
‘ nails were left to grow, the humblest conveniences of civilised humanity 
‘ were denied him!'^ On this man affliction had produced its softening, 
not its hardening influence: he had grown religious, and merciful in 
heart; he studied to alleviate Schubart’s hard fate hy every means within 
his power. He spoke comfortingly to him ; ministered to his infirmities, 
and, in spite of orders, lent him all his books. These, it is true, were only 
treatises on theosophy and mystical devotion ; hut they were the best he 
had ; and to Schubart, in his first lonely dungeon, they afforded occupation 
and solace. 

Human nature will accommodate itself to anj thing. The King of Pon- 
tiis taught himself to eat poisoft : Schubart, cut out from intemperance and 
jollity, did not pine away in confinement and abstemiousness ; he had lost 
Voltaire and gay company, he found delight in solitude and Jacob Bbhm. 
Nature had been too good to him to let his misery in any case be unal- 
loyed. The vague unguided ebullience of spiiit, whicli had so often set the 
table in a roar, and made him the most fascinating of debauchees, was now 
mellowed into a cloudy enthusiasm, the sable of which was still copiously 
blended with rainbow colours. His brain had received a slight though in- 
curable crack ; there was a certain exasperation mixed wuth his unsettled 
fervour; but he was not wretched, often even not uncomfortable. His re- 
ligion was not real ; but it had reality enough /or present purposes ; he was 
at once a sceptic and a mystic, a true disciple of Bbhm as well as of Vdl- 

^ And yet ftr. Fox is reported to have said ; There wan one preb Government on the 
Continent, and that one was — Wdrtemherg. They had a parliament and ‘throe estatea* 
W like the English —So much for paper constitutions 1 
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taire. For afflicted, irresolute, imaginative men like Schubart, this is not a 
rare or altogether ineffectual resource : at the bottom of their minds they 
doubt or disbelieve, but their hearts exclaim against the slightest whisper 
of it; they dare not look into the fathomless abyss of Infidelity, so they 
cover it over with the dense and strangely- tinted smoke of Theosophy. 
Schubart henceforth now and then employed the phrases and figures of 
religion ; but its principles had made no change in his theory of human 
duties ; it was not food to strengthen the weakness of his spirit, but an 
opiate to stay its craving. 

Schubart had still farther resources : like other great men in captivity, 
he set about composing the history of his life. It is true, he had no pens 
or paper ; but this could not deter him. A fellow-prisoner, to whom as he 
one day saw him pass by the grating of his window, he had communicated 
his desire, entered eagerly into the scheme : the two contrived to unfasten 
a stone in a wall that divided their apartments ; when the prison-doors were 
bolted for the night, this volunteer amanuensis took his place, Schubart 
trailed his mattress to the friendly orifice, and there lay down, and dictated 
in whispers the record of his fitful story. These memoirs have been prer 
served ; they were published and completed by a son of Schubart’s : we have 
often wished to see them, but in vain. 

By day, Schubart had liberty to speak with certain visitors. One of 
these, as we have said above, was Schiller. That Schubart, in their single 
interview, was pleased with the enthusiastic friendly boy, we could have 
conjectured, and he has himself informed us. ‘ FiXcepting Schiller,* said 
the veteran garretteer, in writing afterwards to Gleim, ‘ I scarcely know of 
‘ any German youth in whom the sacred spark of genius has mounted up 
‘ within the soul like flame upon the altar of a Deity. We are fallen into 

* the shameful times, when women bear rule over men ; and make the toi- 

* letto a tribunal before which the most gigantic minds must plead. Hence 
‘ the stunted spirit of our poets ; hence the dwarf products of their imagi- 

* nation ; hence the frivolous witticism the heartless sentiment, cnppled 
‘ and ricketed by soups, ragouts and sweetmeats, which you find in fashiou- 

* able balladmongers.* 

Time and hours wear out the roughest day. The world began to feel 
an interest in Schubart, and to take some pity on him : his songs and 
poems were collected and published ; their merit and their author’s misery 
exhibited a shocking contrast. His Highness of Wiirtcmberg at length con- 
descended to remember that a mortal, of wants and feelings like his own, 
had been forced by him to spend, in sorrow and inaction, the third part of 
an ordinary lifetime ; to waste, and worse than waste, ten years of precious 
time ; time, of which not all the dukes and princes in the universe could 
give him back one instant. He commanded Schubart to be liberated ; and 
the rejoicing Editor (unacquitted, unjudged, unaccused ! ) once more be- 
held the blue zenith and the full ring of the horizon. He jojned his wife* 
at Stuttgard, and recommenced his newspaper. The Deutsche Chronik was 
again popular ; the notonety of its conductor made amends for the decay, 
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which critics did not fail to notice in his faculties. Schubart’s sufierings 
had in fact permanently injured him ; his mind,was warped and weakened 
by theosophy and solitude; bleak northern vapoiurs often flitted over it, 
nnd chilled its tropical luxuriance. Yet he wrote and rhymed ; discoursed 
on the corruption of the times, and on the means of their improvement. 
He published the first portion of his Life, and often talked amazingly 
about the Wandering Jew, and a romance of which he was to form the 
subject. The idea of making old Joannes a temporibus, the ‘Wandering,’ 
or as Schubart’s countrymen denominate him, the ‘Eternal Jew,* into a 
novel hero, was a mighty favourite with him. In this antique cordwainer, 
as on a raft at anchor in the stream of time, he would survey the changes 
and wonders of two thousand years: the Homan and the Arab were to 
figure there ; the Crusader and the .Circumnavigator, the Eremite of the 
Thebaid and the Pope of Rome. Joannes himself, the Man existing out 
of Time and Space, Joannes the unresting and undying, was to be a deeply 
tragic personage. Scluibart warmed himself with this idea; and talked 
about it in his cups, to the astonishment of simple souls. He even wrote 
a certain rhapsody connected with it, which is published in his poems. But 
here he rested ; and the project of the Wandering Jew, which Goethe like- 
wise meditated in Ins youth, is still unexecuted. Goethe turned to other 
objects : and poor Schubart was surprised by death, in the midst of his 
schemes, on the 30th of October 1791. 

Of Schubart’s character as a man, this record of his life leaves but a 
mean impression. Unstable in his goings, without principle or plan, he 
flickered through existence like an ignis-fatuus ; now shooting into mo- 
mentary gleams of happiness and generosity, now quenched in the mephitic 
marshes over which his zig-zag path conducted him. He had many ami- 
able qualities, but scarcely any moral worth. From first to last his circum- 
stances were against him ; his education was unfortunate, its fluctuating 
aimless wanderings enhanced its ill effects. The thrall of the passing mo- 
ment, he had no will ; the fine endowments of his heart were left to riot in 
chaotic turbulence, and their forces cancelled one another. With better 
models and advisers, with more rigid habits, and a happier fortune, he 
might have been an admirable man : as it is, he is far from admirable. 

The same defects have told with equal influence on his character as a 
wntcr. Scliubart had a quick sense of the beautiful, the moving, and the 
true ; his nature was susceptible and fervid ; he had a keen intellect, a 
fiery imagination ; and his ‘ iron memory’ secured forever the various pro- 
duce of so many gifts. But he had no diligence, no power of self-denial. 
His knowledge lay around him like the plunder of a sacked city. Like 
this too, it was squandered in pursuit of casual objects. He wrote in gust# ; 
the labor lima et mora was a thing he did not know. Yet his writings have 
great merit. • His newspaper essays abound in happy illustration and bril- 
liant careless thought. His songs, excluding those of a devotional and 
theosophic cast, ai'e often full of nature, heartiness, and true simplicity- 
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‘ From his youth upwards,’ we are told, *he studied the true Old- German 
‘ Volkalied; he watched the artisan on the street, the craftsman in his 
‘ workshop, the soldier in his guardhouse, the maid by the spinning- 
‘ wheel; and transferred the genuine spirit of primeval Germanism, which 

* he found in them, to his own songs.* Hence their popularity, which 
many of them still retain. * In his larger lyrical pieces,’ observes tlie same 
not injudicious critic, ‘ we discover fearless singularity ; wild imagina- 
‘ tion, dwelling rather on the grand and frightful, than on the beautiful 
‘ and soft; deep, but seldom long-continued feeling; at times far-darting 
‘ thoughts, original images, stormy vehemence ; and generally a glowing, 
‘ self-created, figurative diction. He never wrote to show his art ; but 

* poured forth, from tlie inward call of his nature, the thought or feeling 
‘ which happened for the hour to have dominion in him.’ ^ 

Such were Schubart and his works and fortunes; the disjecta membra 
of a richly-gifted but ill-starred and infatuated poet ! The image of hia 
persecutions added speed to Schiller's flight from Stuttgard ; may tho' 
image of his wasted talents and ineffectual life add strength to our re- 
solves of living otherwise ! 


No. 2. 

[Page 23.] 

LETTERS OF SCHILLER. 

A FEW Extracts from Schiller’s correspondence may be gratifying to somei 
readers. The Letters to Dalhergy which constitute the clnef pait of it as 
yet before the public, are on the whole less interesting than might have 
been expected, if we did not recollect that the writer of them was still an 
inexperienced youth, overawed by his idea of Dalberg, to wliom he could' 
communicate with freedom only on a single topic ; and besides oppressed 
with grievances, which of themselves would have weighed down his spirit,, 
and prevented any frank or cordial exposition of its feehiigs. 

Of the Reichsfreiherr von Dalberg himself, this correspondence gives 
us little information, and. we have gleaned little elsewhere. He is men- 
tioned incidentally in almost every literary history connected with his time ; 
and generally as a mild gentlemanly person, a judicious critic, and a waim 
lover of the arts and their cultivators. The following notice ol his death, 
is extracted from the ConvevBatiom-Lexicon, Part III. page 12 ; ‘ Died at 

* Manheim, on the 27th of December 1806, in his 85th year, Wolfgang 

* Heribert, Reichsfreiherr von Dalberg ; knighted by the Emperoi Leopold 

J Jord^n*8 Lexicon ; from which most part of the above details are taken —There exista 
now a decidedly compact, Intelligent and intelligible Lafe of Schuhart, done, iii thiee little 
volumes, by Strauss, some years ago. (Note o/lS57.) 
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* on his coronation at Frankfort. A warm friend and patron of the arts 
‘ and sciences ; while the German Society flourished, at Manheim, he 

* was its first President ; and the theatre of that town, the school of the 
‘ best actors in Germany, of Iflland, Beck, Beil, and many others, owes to 
‘ him its foundation, and its maintenance throughout his long Intendancy, 

* which he held till 1803. As a writer and a poet, he is no less favourably 

* known. We need only refer to his Cora, a musical drama, and to the 

* MOnch von CaimeV — These letters of Schiller were found among his 
papers at his death ; rescued from destruction by two of his executors, and 
published at Carlsruhe, in a small duodecimo, in the year 1819. There is 
a verbose preface, but no note or comment, though some such aid is now 
and then a little wanted. 

The letters most worthy of our notice are those relating to the exhi- 
bition of the Robbers on the Manheim stage, and to Schiller’s consequent 
embarrassments and flight. From these, accordingly, the most of our 
selections shall be taken. It is curious to see with what timidity the inter- 
course on Schiller’s part commences; and how this awkwaid shyness- 
gradually gives place to some degree of confidence, as he becomes ac- 
quainted with his patron, or is called to treat of subjects, where he feels 
that he himself has a dignity, and rights of his own, forlorn and humble 
as he is. At first he never mentions Dalberg but with all his titles, some 
of which to our unceremonious ears seem ludicrous enough. Thus m the 
full style of German reverence, he avoids directly namiDg his corre- 
spondent, but uses the oblique designation of ‘ your Excellency,’ or some- 
thing equally exalted: and he begins his two earliest letters with an 
address, which, literally interpreted, runs thus : ‘ Empire-free, Highly- 
wellbom, Particularly -much -to -be -venerated. Lord Privy Counsellor!’ 
Such sounding phrases mdte us smile ; but they entirely depend on 
custom for their import, and the smile which they excite is not by any 
means a philosophic one. It is bqt fair that in our version we omit them, 
or render them by some morq grave equivalent. 

The first letter is as follows : 

[No date.-] 

* The proud judgment, passed upon me in the flattering letter, which I 
‘ had the honour to receive from your Excellency, is enough to set the 
‘ prudence of an Author on a very slippery eminence. The authority of 

* the quarter it proceeds from, would almost communicate to that sentence 
‘ the stamp of infallibility, if I could regard it as anything but a mere 
‘ encouragement of my Muse. More than this a deep feeling of my weak- 
‘ ness will not let me think it ; but if my strength shall ever climb to the 
‘ height of a master-piece, I certainly shall have this warm approval of 
‘ your Excellency alone to thank for it, and ^o will the world. For several 
‘ years I have had the happiness to know you from the public papers : long 

* ago the splendour of the Manheim theatre attracted my attention. And, 

‘ I confess, ever since I felt any touch of dramatic talent in myself, it has 
‘ been among my darling projects some time or other to remove to Man-* 
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* heim, the true temple of Thalia ; a project, however, which my closer 
connexion with Wiirtemberg might possibly impede. 

* Your Excellency's very kind proposal on the subject of the Bobbers, 

* and such other pieces as I may produce in future, is infinitely precious to 

* me ; the maturing of it well deserves a narrower investigation of yoiir 

* Excellency’s theatre, its special mode of management, its actors, the non 
‘ plus ultra of its machinery ; in a word, a full conception of it, such as I 

* shall never get while my only scale of estimation is this Stuttgard theatre 

* of ours, an establishment still in its minority. Unhappily my economical 

* circumstances render it impossible for me to travel much ; though I 
‘ could travel now with the greater happiness and confidence, as I have 

* still some pregnant ideas for the Manheim theatre, which I could wish 
‘ to liave tlie honour of communicating to your Excellency. Eor the rest, 

* I remain,’ &c. 

Erom the second letter we learn that Schiller had engaged to tlieatrallzc 
liis original edition of the Bobbers, and still wished much to be connected 
in some shape with Manheim. The tliird explains itself : 

‘ Stuttfffird, Qtk October 1781. 

‘Here then at last returns the luckless prodigal, the remodelled Bob- 
‘ bers ! I am sorry that I have not kept the time, aiipointed by mysedf ; but 

* a transitoiy glance at the number and extent of the changes I have made, 

* will, I trust, be sufficient to excuse me. Add to this, that a contagious 
‘ epidemic was at work in our military Hospital, which, of course, interfered 
‘ very often with ray otia poetica. After finishing my work, I may assure 

* you I could engage with less effort of mind, and certainly with far more 
‘ contentment, to compose a new piece, than to undergo the labour I have 
‘just concluded. The task w'as complicated and tedious. Here I had 

* to correct an error, which naturally was rooted in the very giound-work of 
‘ the play ; there perhaps to sacrifice a beauty to the limits of the stage, tlie 

* humour of the pit, the stupidity of the gajleiy, or some such sorrowful 
‘ convention ; and I need not tell you, that as in nature, so on the stage, an 
‘ idea, an emotion, can have only one suitable expression, one proper tone. 

* A single alteration in a trait of character may give a new tendency to the 
^ whole personage, and, consequently, to his actions, and the mechanism of 
‘ the piece which depends on them. 

‘ In the original, the Robbers are exhibited in strong contrast with each 
‘ other; and I dare maintain that it is difficult to draw half a dozen robbers 

* in strong contrast, without in some of them offending the delicacy of the 
‘ stage. In my first conception of the piece, I excluded the idea of its ever 
‘ being represented in a theatre ; hence came it that Franz was planned as 

* B, reasoning villain; a plan "which, though it may content the thinking 
. * Reader, cannot fail to vex and weary the Spectator, who does not come to 

‘ think, and who wants not philosophy, but action. 

‘ In the new edition, I could not overturn this arrangement without 

* breaking down the whole economy of the piece. Accordingly I can 
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‘predict, -with tolerable certainty, that Franz when he appears on the 
‘ sta"e, will not play the part which he has played with the reader. And, at 

* all events, the rushing stream of the action will hurry the spectator over all 
‘ the finer shadings, and rob him of a third part of the whole character. 

‘ Karl von Moor might chance to form an era on the stage ; except a 
‘ few speculations, which, however, work as indispensable colours in the 
‘ general picture, ho is all action, all visible life. Spiegelberg, Schweitzer, 
‘ Hermann, are, in the sUictest sense, personages for the stage ; in a less 

* degree, Amelia and the Father. 

‘ Written and oral criticisms I have endeavoured to turn to advantage. 
‘ The alterations are important; certain scenes are altogether new. Of 
‘ this number, are Hermann’s counter-plots to undermine the schemes of 
‘ Franz; his interview with that personage, which, in the first composition 

* of the work, was entirely and very unhappily forgotten. His interview 

* with Amelia in the garden has been postponed to the succeeding act; and 
‘ my friends tell me that I could have fixed upon no better act than this, 
‘ no better time than a few moments prior to the meeting of Amelia with 
‘ Moor. Franz is brought a little nearer human nature ; but the mode of 
‘ it is ratlier strange. A scene like his condemnation in the fifth act has 

* never, to my knowledge, been exhibited on any stage ; and the same may 
‘ be said of the scene where Amelia is sacrificed by her lover. 

‘ If the piece should be too long, it stands at the discretion of the man- 

* ager to abbreviate the speculative parts of it, or here and there, without 
‘ prejudice to tlie general impression, to omit them altogether. But in the 

* printing^ 1 use tlie freedom humbly to protest against the leaving out of 
‘ anything, I had satisfactory reasons of my own for all that I allowed to 
‘ pass ; and my submission to the stage does not extend so far, that I can 
‘ have holes in my work, and mutilate the characters of men for the con- 
‘ venience of actors. 

‘In regard to the selection of costume, without wishing to prescribe 
‘ any rules, I may be permitted to remark, that though in nature dress is 
‘ unimportant, on the stage it is never so. In this particular, the taste of 
‘ my Bobber Moor will not be difficult to hit. He wears a plume ; for this 
‘ is mentioned expressly in the play, at the time when he abdicates his 
‘ office. I have also given him a baton. His dress should always be noble 
^ without ornament, unstudied but not negligent. 

‘ A young bat excellent composer is working at a symphony for my 
‘ unhappy prodigal : I know, it will be masterly. So soon as it is finished, 
‘ I shall take the liberty of offering it to you. 

‘ I must also beg you to excuse the irregular state of the manuscript, 

* the incorrectness of the penmanship. I was in haste to get the piece 
‘ read} for you ; hence the double sort of handwriting in it; hence also my 
‘ forbearing to correct it. My copyist, according to the custom of all re- 

* forming caligraphers, I find, has wofully abused the spelling. To con- 
‘ elude, I recommend myself and my endeavours to the kindness of an 
‘ honoured judge. I am,’ &c. 
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‘ Stuttgardf December 1781 . 

* With the change projected by your Excellency, in regard to the pub- 

* lishing of my play, I feel entirely contented, especially as I perceive that 
‘ by this means two interests that had become very alien, are again made 

* one, without, as I hope, any prejudice to the results and the success of 
‘ my work. Your Excellency, however, touches on some other very weighty 

* changes, which the piece has undergone from your hands ; and these, in 
‘ respect of myself, I feel to be so important, that I shall beg to explain 
‘ my mind at some length regarding them. At the outset, then, I must 

honestly confess to you, I hold the projected transference, of the action 

* represented in my play, to the epoch of the Landfried, and the Sup- 
‘ pression of Private Wars, with the whole accompaniment which it gains 
‘ by this new position, as infinitely better than mine ; and must hold it so, 

< although the whole piece should go to ruin thereby. Doubtless it is an 
‘ objection, that in our enlightened century, with our watchful police and 

< fixedness of statute, such a reckless gang should have arisen in the very 

* bosom of the laws, and still more, have taken root and subsisted for 

* years : doubtless the objection is well founded, and I have nothing to 

* allege against it, but the license of Poetry to raise the probabilities of 

* the real world to the rank of true, and its possibilities to the rank of pro- 

< bable. 

‘ This excuse, it must be owned, is little adequate to the objection it 

* opposes. But when I grant your Excellency so much (and I grant it 
' ‘ honestly, and with complete conviction), what will follow ? Simply that my 

* play has got an ugly fault at its birth, which fault, if I may say so, it must 

* carry with it to its grave, the fault being interwoven with its very nature, 

* and not to be removed without destruction of the whole. 

‘ In the first place, all my personages speak in a style too modem, too 
‘ enlightened for that ancient time. The dialect is not the right one. 

< That simplicity so vividly presented to 7is by the author of Gotz von 
‘ Berlichingenj is altogether wanting. Many long tirades, touches great 
‘ and small, nay, entire characters, are taken from the aspect of the present 
‘ world, and would not answer for the age of Maximilian. In a word, this 

* change would reduce the piece into something like a certain woodcuj 
‘ which I remember meeting with in an edition of Virgil. The Trojans 

* wore hussar boots, and King Agamemnon had a pair of pistols in his belt. 

‘ I should commit a crime against the age of Maximilian, to avoid an error 
‘ against the age of Frederick the Second. 

‘Again, my whole episode of Amelia’s love would make a frightful 

* contrast vuth the simple chivaliy attachment of that period. Ameha 
‘.would, at all hazards, neecfto be re-moulded into a chivalry maiden; and 
‘ I need not tell you that this character, and the sort of love which reigns 
‘ in my work, are so deeply and broadly tinted into the whble picture of 
‘ the Bobber Moor, nay, into the whole piece, that every part of the 

delineation would require to be re-painted, before those tints could be 
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< removed. So likewise is it with the character of Franz, that speculative, 
‘ metaphysico-refiniiig knave. 

‘ In a word, I think I may aflEirm, that this projected, transposition of 

* my work, which, prior to the commencement, would have lent it the 

* highest splendour and completeness, could not fail now, when the piece 
‘ is planned and finished, to change it into a defective quodlibet, a crow 

* with peacock’s feathers. 

* Your Excellency will forgive a father this earnest pleading in behalf 
‘ of his son. These are but words, and in the long-run every theatre can 
‘ make of any piece what they think proper; the author must content him- 
‘ self. In the present case, he looks upon it as a happiness that he has 

< fallen into such hands. •With Herr Schwann, however, I will make it a 

* condition that, at least, he print the piece according to the first plan. In 
‘ the theatre, I pretend to no vote whatever. 

‘ That other change relating to Amelia’s death, was perhaps even more 
‘ interesting to me. Beheve me, your Excellency, this was the portion of 

* my play which cost me the greatest efibrt and deliberation, of all which 

* the result was nothing else than this, that Moor miLst kill his Amelia, 
‘ and that the action is even a positive beauty^ in his character; on the one 
‘ hand painting the ardent lover, on the other the Bandit Captain, with the 

* liveliest colours. But the vindication of this part is not to be exhausted 
‘ in a single letter. For the rest, the few words which you propose to sub- 
‘ stitute in place of this scene, are truly exquisite, and altogether worthy 

* of the situation. I should be proud of having written them. 

‘ As Herr Schwann informs me that the piece, with the music and 
‘ indispensably necessary pauses, will last about five hours (too long for 
*■ any piece!), a second curtailment of it will be called for. I should not 

* wish that any but myself undertook this task, and I myself, without the 

* sight of a rehearsal^ or of the first representation^ cannot undertake it. 

‘ If it were i)Ossible that your Excellency could fix the general rehearsal 

* of the piece, some time between the twentieth and the thirtieth of tliis 

* mouth ; and make good to me the main expenses of a journey to you, I 
‘ should hope, in some few days, I might unite the interest of the stage 
‘ with ray own, and give the piece that proper rounding-off, which, without 
‘ an actual view of the representation, cannot well be given it. On this 

* point, may I request the favour of your Excellency’s decision soon, that I 
‘ may be prepared for the event. 

‘ Herr Schwann wntes me that a Baron von Gemmingen has given 

* himself the trouble and done me the honour to read my piece. This 
Herr von Gemmingen, I also hear, is author of the Deutsche Hausvater, 

‘ I long to have the honour of assuring him that I lilced his Hausvater 
‘ uncommonly, and admired in it the traces tf a most accomplished man 

* and writer. But what does the author of the Deutsche Hausvater care 
•* about the jjabble of a young apprentice ? If I should ever have the 
‘ honour of meeting Dalberg at Manheim, and testifying the affeAion 
'* and reverence I bear him, I will then also press into the arms of that 
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‘ other, and tell him how dear to me such souls are as Dalborg and Gera- 
‘ mingen. 

‘Your thought about the small Advertisement, before our production 

* of the piece, I exceedingly approve of ; along with this I have enclosed 
‘ a sketch of one. For the rest, I have the honour, with perfect respect, 
‘ to be always,’ &c. 

This is the enclosed scheme of an Advertisement; which was after- 
wards adopted : 

‘THE BOBBERS, 

‘ A PLAY. 

‘ The picture of a great, misguided soul, furnished with every gift for 
‘ excellence, and lost in spite of all its gifts; unchecked ardour and bad 
‘ companionship contaminate his heart ; huny him from vice to vice, 
‘ till at last he stands at the head of a gang of murderers, heaps horror 

* upon horror, plunges from abyss to abyss into all the depths of despera- 
‘ tion. Great and majestic in misfortune ; and by misfortune improved, 
‘ led back to virtue. Such a man in the Robber Moor jou shall bewail 
‘ and hate, abhor and love. A hypocritical, malicious deceiver, you shall 

* likewise see unmasked, and blown to pieces in his own mines. A feeble, 
‘ fond, and too indulgent father. The soitows of enthusiastic love, and 
‘ the torture of ungoverned passion. Hero also, not without abhorrence, 
‘ you shall cast a look into the interior economy of vice, and from the 

* stage be taught how all the gilding of fortune cannot kill the inward 
‘ worm ; how terror, anguish, remorse, and despair follow close upon the 
‘ heels of the wicked. Let the spectator weep today before our scene, and 
‘ shudder, and learn to bend his passions under the laivs of reason and 
‘ religion. Let the youth behold with atfright the end of unbridled extra- 
‘ vagance ; nor let the man depart from our theatre, without a feeling that 
‘ Providence makes even villains instruments of His pm-poses and judg- 

* ments, and can marvellously unravel the most intricate perple^^ities of 

‘ fate.’ * 

Whatever reverence Schiller enter tained for Dal berg as a critic and a 
patron, and however ready to adopt his alterations when they seemed judi- 
cious, it is plain, from various passages of these extracts, that in regard to 
writing, he had also firm persuasions of his own, and conscientiousness 
enough to adhere to them while they continued such. In regard to the 
conducting of his life, his views as yet were far less clear. The following 
fragments serve to trace him from the first exhibition of his play at Man- 
heim, to his flight from Stuttgard ; 

j 'Stuttffard, 17th January 17S2. 

‘ I here in writing repeat my warmest thanks for the courtesies received 
‘ from your Excellency, for your attention to my slender efforts, for the 

* dignity and splendour you bestowed upon my i)iece, for all jour Excel- 
‘ lency did* to exalt its little merits, and hide its weaknesses by the greatest 
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* outlay of theatric art The shortness of my stay at Manheim would not 

* allow me to go into details respecting the play or its representation ; and 
‘ as I could not say all, my time being meted out to me so sparingly, I 

* thought it better to say absolutely nothing. I observed much, 1 learned 
‘much; and 1 believe, if Germany shall ever find in me a true dra> 
‘ matic poet, I must reckon the date of my commencement from the past 

* week,’ * ♦ * 


‘ SMtffard, May 1782. 

* ♦ ♦ * My impatient wish to see the piece played a second time, 
‘ and the absence of my Sovereign favouring that purpose, have induced 
‘ me, with some ladies and male friends, as full of curiosity respecting 

* Dalberg’s theatre and Bobbers as myself, to undertake a little journey to 

* Manheim, which we are to set about tomorrow. As this is the principal 

* aim of our journey, and to me a more perfect enjoyment of my play is 
‘ an exceedingly important object, especially since this would put it in my 
‘ power to set about Fiesco under better auspices, I make it my earnest 
‘ request of your Excellency, if possible, to procure me this enjoyment on 
‘ Tuesday, the 28th current.* ♦ ♦ » 


' SttUtgard^ Juns 1782. 

‘ The satisfaction I enjoyed at Manheim in such copious fulness, I have 
‘ paid, since my return, by this epidemical disorder, which has made me 
‘ till today entirely unfit to thank your Excellency for so much regard and 
‘ kindness. And yet I am forced almost to repent the happiest journey of 
‘ my life ; for by a truly mortifying contrast of Manheim with my native 
' country, it has pained me so much, that Stuttgard and all Swabian scenes 
‘ are become intolerable to me. Unhappier than I am can no one be. I 
‘ have feeling enough of my bad condition, perhaps also feeling enough 
‘ of my iheriting a better ; and m both points of view but one prospect of 

* relief. 

‘ May I dare to cast myself into your arms, my generous benefactor ? 

‘ I know how soon your noble heart inflames when sympathy and humanity 
‘ appeal to it ; I know how strong your courage is to undertake a noble 
‘ action, and how warm your zeal to finish it. My new friends in Man- 
‘ heim, whose respect for you is boundless, told me this : but their assur- 
‘ ance was not necessary ; I myself in that hour of yoi^ time, which I had 

* the happiness exclusively to enjoy, read in your countenance far more 

* than they had told me. It is this which makes me bold to give myself 
‘ without reserve to you, to put my whole fate into your hands, and look 
‘ to you for the happiness of my life. As yet t am little or nothing. In^ 
‘ this Aictic Zone of taste, I shall never grow to any thing, unless happier 
‘ stars and a Qvecian climate lAaim me into genuine poetry. Need I say 

* more, to expect from Dalberg all support? 

‘Your Excellency gave me every hope to this effect; the squeeze of 
* N 
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‘ the hand that sealed your promise, I shall forever feel. If your Excel- 
‘ lency will adopt the two or three hints I have subjoined, and use them 
‘ in a letter to the Duke, I have no very great misgivings as to the result.* 
‘And now with a burning heart, I repeat the request, the soul of all 
‘ this letter. Could you look into the interior of my soul, could you see 
‘ what feelings agitate it, could I paint to you in proper colours how my 
‘ spirit strains against the grievances of my condition, you would not, I 
‘ know you would not, dela/ one hour the aid which an application from 
‘ you to the Duke might procure me. 

, ‘Again I throw myself into your arms, and wish nothing more than 

* soon, very soon, to have it in my power to show by personal exertions in 
‘ your service, the reverence with which I could devote to you myself and 

* all that I am.' 

The ‘ hints’ above alluded to, are given in a separate enclosure, the 
main part of which is this : 

‘ I earnestly desire that you could secure ray union with the Manheim 
‘ Theatre for a specified period (which at your request might be lengthened), 
‘ at the end of which I might again belong to the Duke. It will thus have 
‘ the air rather of an excursion than a final abdication of my country, and 

* will not strike them so ungraciously. In this case, however, it would be 
‘ useful to suggest that means of practising and studying medicine might 
‘ be afforded me at Manheim. This will be peculiarly necessary, lest they 

* sham, and higgle about letting me away.* 


‘ Stuttgard, lUh July 1782. 

* My long silence must have almost drawn upon me the reproach of 

* folly from your Excellency, especially as I have not only delayed answer- 
‘ ing your last kind letter, but also retained the two books h^ me. All this 
‘ was occasioned hy a harassing affair wh?ch I have had to do with here. 
‘ Your Excellency will doubtless be surprised when you learn that, for my 
‘ last journey to you, I have been confined a fortnight under arrest. Every 
‘ thing was punctually communicated to the Duke. On this matter I liave 
‘ had an interview with him. 

‘ If your Excellency think my prospects of coming to you anywise at- 
‘tainahle, my only prayer is to accelerate the fulfilment of thnn. The 
‘ reason why I now wish this with double earnestness, is one which I dare 
‘ trust no whisper of to paper. This alone I can declare for certain, that 
‘ within a month or two, if I have not the happiness of being with jou, 

‘ there will remain no further hope of my ever being there. Kre that 
i time, I shall be forced to take a step, which will render it impossible for 

• me to stay at Manheim.’ * • * 
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The next two extracts are from letters to another correspondent. 
Doering quotes them without name or date: their purport sufficiently 
points out their place. 

‘ I must haste to get away from this : in the end they might find me 

* an apartment in the Hohenasperg, as they have found the honest and 

* ill-fated Schubart. They tUlk of better culture than I need. It is pos- 

* sible enough, they might cultivate me difierently in Hohenasperg: but 

* I had rather try to make a shift with what culture I have got, or may still 
‘ get, by my unassisted efforts. This at least I owe to no one but my own 

* free choice, and volition that disdains constraint.* 


* In regard to those affairs, concerning which they wish to put my spirit 

* under wardship, I have long reckoned my minority to be concluded. The 

* best of it is, that one can cast away such clumsy manacles : me at least 

* they shall not cramp.’ 


[ATo date.} 

* Your Excellency will have learned from my friends at Manheim, what 

* the history of my affairs was up to jour arrival, which unhappily I could 
‘ not wait for. When I tell you that I am jlying my country^ I have painted 

* my whole fortune. Eut the worst is yet behind. I have not the neces- 

* sary means of setting my mishap at defiance. For the sake of safety, 
‘ I had to withdraw from Stuttgard with the utmost speed, at the time of 

* the Prince’s arrival. Thus were my economical arrangements suddenly 
‘ snapped asunder : I could not even pay my debts. My hopes had been 
‘ set on a removal to Manheim ; there I trusted, by your Excellency’s as- 

* sistance, that my new play might not only have cleared me of debt, but 
‘ have permanently put me inta better circumstances. All this was frus- 
‘ trated by the necessity for hastening my removal. I went empty away ; 
‘ empty in purse and hope. I blush at being forced to make such disclo- 
‘ sures to you ; though I know they do not disgrace me. Sad enough for 
‘ me to see realised in myself the hateful saying, that mental growth and 

* full stature are things denied to every Swabian ! 

‘ If my former conduct, if all that your Excellency knows of my cha- 
‘ racter, inspires you with confidence in my love of honour, permit me 

* frankly to ask your assistance. Pressingly as I now need the profit 1. 
‘ expect from my Fiesco, it will be impossible for me to have the piece in 

* readiness before three weeks : my heart was oppressed ; the feeling of 
‘ my own situation drove me back from my poetic dreams. But if at the 

* specified period, I could malie the play nut only ready y but as I also hope, 
‘ worthy y I talife courage from that persuasion, respectfully to ask that your 
‘ Excellency would be so obliging as advance for me the price that will 

then become due. I need it now, perhaps more than I shall ever do 
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« agiiii ihi*ouglioat my life« I had near 200 florins of debt [in Stuttgard, 

* which I oonld not pay. 1 may confess to yon, that this gives me more 

* nneasiness than any thing about my future destiny. 1 shall have no rest 

* till I am free on that side. 

* In eight days, too, my travelling purse will be exhausted. It is yet 

* utterly impossible for me to labour with m^ mind. In my hand, there- 

* fore, are at present no resources. 

« • » 

* My actual situation being clear enough from what I have already said, 

* I hold it needless to afflict your Excellency with any importuning picture 
‘ of my want Speedy aid is all that I can now think of or wish. Herr 
‘ Meyer has been requested to communicate your Excellency’s resolution 

* to me, and to save you from the task of writing to me in person at all. 

* With peculiar respect, I call myself,* &c. 


It is pleasing to record that the humble aid so earnestly and modestly 
solicited by Schiller, was afforded him ; and that he never forgot to love 
the man who had afforded it ; who had assisted him, when assistance was 
of such essential value. In the first fervour of his gratitude, for this and 
other favours, the poet warmly declared that * he owed all, all to Dalberg ;* 
and in a state of society where Patronage, as Miss Edgeworth has observed, 
directly the antipodes of Mercy, is in general ‘ twice cursed,’ cursing him 
that gives and him that takes, it says not a little for the character both of 
the obliged and the obliger in the present instance, that neither of them 
ever ceased to remember their connexion with pleasure. Schiller’s first 
play had been introduced to the Stage by Dalberg, and his last was dedi- 
cated to him.* The venerable critic, in his eighty-third year, must have 
received with a calm joy the tragedy of accompanied by an address 
so full of kindness and respect : it must, have gratified him to think that 


* It clearly appears I am wrong here ; I have confounded the Freiherr Wolfgang 
Heribert von Dalberg, Director of the Manheim Theatre, with Archduke and FUrst 
jPrimtu Karl Theodor Dalberg, his younger Brother, — a man Jastly eminent in the Po- 
litleal-Eoclesiastical world of his time, and still more distinguished foi his patronage 
of letters, and other benefactions to his country, than the Freiherr was. Neither is the 
Play of TeU ‘ dedicated’ to him, as stated in the text; there is merely a copy presented, 
with some verses by the Author inscribed in it; at which time Karl Theodor was in 
his sixtieth year. A man of conspicuous station, of wide activity, and high influence 
and esteem in Germany. He was the personal friend of Herder, Goethe, Schiller, Wie- 
land; by Napoleon he was made FUrst Prirms^ Prince Primate of the Confederation of 
the Rhine, being already Archbishop, Elector of Mentz, &c. The good and brave deeds 
he did in nis time appear to have been many, public and private. Pensions to deserving 
men of letters were among the number: Zacharias Werner, I remember, had a pension 
from him, — and still more to the purpose, Jean Paul. He died in 1817. There was a 
third Brother also memorable for his encouragement of Letters and Arts. “ 1st hem 
DaXherg <|o, Is there no Dalberg here?” the Herald cries on a certain occasion (Sea 
Conv. Lexicon, b. iii.) 

To Sir. Edward Bulwer, In his Sketch of the Life of 'Schiller (p. c ), I am indebted for 
very kindly pointing out fflis error; as well as for much other satistaction derived from 
that work. (a.d. 1845.) 



, APPENDIX. NO. XL lit 

the youth who was once his, and had now become the world's, could, after 
long experience, still say of him ; 

And fearlewly to thee may Tell be alwini, . 

For every noble feeling is thy own. 

Except this early correspondence, very few of Schiller's letters have 
been given to the world.^ In Doering's Appendix, w<e have found one 
written six years after the poet’s voluntary exile, and agreeably contrasted 
in its purport with the agitation and despondency of that unhappy period. 
We translate it for the sake of those who, along with us, regret that while 
the world is deluged with insipid correspondences, and * pictures of mind* 
that were not worth drawing, the correspondence of a man who never wrote 
unwisely should lie mouldering in private repositories, ere long to be irre- 
trievably destroyed ; that the * picture of a mind’ who was among the con- 
script fathers of the human race, should still be left so vague and dim. 
This letter is addressed to Schwann, during Schiller’s first residence in 
Weimar : it has already been referred to in the Text. 


« Wgitaar, 2d Ifoy 1768. 

* ,You apologise for your long silence to spare me the pain of an apo- 
‘ logy. 1 feel this kindness, and thank you for it. You do not impute my 
‘ silence to decay of friendship ; a proof that you have read my heart more 
‘ justly than my evil conscience let me hope. Continue to believe that the 

* memory of you lives ineffaceahly in my mind, and needs not to be bright- 

* ened up by the routine of visits, or letters of assurance. So no more of 
‘ this. 

* The peace and calmness of existence which breathes throughout your 

‘ letter, gives me joy ; I who am yet drifting to and fro between wind and 
‘ waves, am forced to envy you that uniformity, that health of soul and body. 
‘ To me also in time it will be granted, as a recompense for labours I havo 
‘ yet to undergo, • 

‘I have now been in Weimar nearly three quarters of a year: after 
‘ finishing my Carlos^ I at last accomplished this long-projected journey. 

* To speak honestly, I cannot say but that I am exceedingly contented with 

* the place ; and my reasons are not difficult to see. 

* The utmost political tranquillity and freedom, a very tolerable dispo- 

* sition in the people, little constraint in social intercourse, a select circle 
‘ of interesting persons and thinldng heads, the respect paid to literary 
‘ diligence : add to this the unexpensiveness to me of such a town as Wei- 

* mar. Why should I not be satisfied ? 

‘ With Wieland I am pretty intimate, and to him I must attribute no 
‘ small influence on my present happiness ; fSr I like him,^and have rea- 

* son to believe that he likes me in return. My intercourse with Herder is 
‘ more limited, though I esteem him highly as a writer and a man. It is 

* There have since been copious contributions : Correspendenee Chetfie, Conv- 
» Bpondtnce with Madam von Wollzogtn, and perhaps others which I have not seen. ( a j). 1846.) 
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the caprice of chance alone which causes this ; for we opened our ac- 
quaintance under happy enough omens. Besides, I have not always time 

* to act according to my likings. With Bode no one Can be very friendly. 

* I know not whether you think here as I do. Goethe is still but expected 

* out of Italy. The Duchess Dowager is a lady of sense and talent, in 
‘ whose society one does not feel constrained. 

* I thank you for your tidings of the fate of Carlos on your stage. To 

* speak candidly, my hopes of its success on any stage were not high ; and 
‘ I know my reasons. It is but fair that the Goddess of the Theatre avenge 

* herself on me, for the little gallantry with which I was inspired in writing. 
‘ In the mean time, though Carlos prove a never so decided failure on the 
‘ stage, I engage for it, our public shall see it ten times acted, before they 

* understand and fully estimate the merit that should counterbalance its 
‘ defects. When one has seen the beauty of a work, and not till then, I 

* think one is entitled to pronounce on its deformity. I hear, however, 

* that the second representation succeeded better than the first. This arises 

* either from the changes made upon the piece by Dalberg, or from the 
‘ fact, that on a second view, the public comprehended certain things, 
‘ which on a first, they — did not comprehend. 

‘ For the rest, no one can be more satisfied than I am that Carlos^ from 
‘ causes honourable as well as causes dishonourable to it, is no speculation 

* for the stage. Its very length were enough to banish it. Nor was it out 

* of confidence or self-love that I forced the piece on such a trial; perhaps 
‘ out of self-interest rather. If in the affair my vanity played any part, it 
‘ was in this, that I thought the work had solid stuff* in it sufficient to out- 
‘ weigh its sorry fortune on the boards. 

* The present of your portrait gives me true pleasure. I think it a 
‘ striking likeness ; that of Schubart a little less so, though this opinion 
‘ may proceed from my faulty memory as much as from the faultiness of 
‘ Lobauer’s drawing. The engraver ments all attention and encouragement; 

* what I can do for the extension of his gocfd repute shall not be wanting. 

‘ To your dear children present my warmest love. At Wieland’s I hear 
‘ much and often of your eldest daughter; there in a few days she has won 

* no little estimation and affection. Do I still hold any place in her re- 
‘ membrance ? Indeed, I ought to blush, that by my long silence I so ill 

* deserve it, 

‘ That you are going to my dear native country, and will not pass my 
‘ Father without seeing him, was most welcome news to me. The Swabians 
‘ are a good people ; this I more and more discover, tlie more I grow ac- 

* quainted with the other provinces of Germany. To my family you will be 

* cordially welcome. Will y„ou take a pack of compliments from me to 

* them? Salutfe my Father in my name; to my Mother and my Sistera 
‘ your daughter will take my kiss.’ 

‘ And with these hearty words,’ as Doering says, * we shall conclude this 
‘ paper.’ 
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No. 3. 

[Page 78.] 

FRIENDSHIP WITH GOETHE. 

The history of Schiller’s first intercourse with Goethe has been recorded 
hy the latter in a paper published a few years ago in the Morphologic, A 
periodical work, which we believe he still occasionally continues, or pur- 
poses to continue. The paper is entitled Happy Incident; and may be 
found in Part I. Volume 1. (p. 90 — 90) of tho work referred to. The in- 
troductory portion of it we have inserted in the text at page 74 ; the re- 
mainder, relating to certain scientific matters, and anticipating some facts 
of our narrative, we judged it better to reserve for the Appendix. Aftef 
mentioning the publication of Don Carlos, and adding that ‘ each conti- 
nued to go on his way apart,’ he proceeds : 

* His Essay on Grace and Dignity was yet less of a kind to reconcile 
‘ me. The Philosophy of Kant, which exalts the dignity of mind so highly, 
‘ while appearing to restrict it, Schiller had joyfully embraced : it unfolded 

* the extraordinary qualities which Nature had implanted in him; and in 
‘ the lively feeling of freedom and self-direction, he showed himself un- 

* thankful to the Great Mother, who surely had not acted like a step-damo 
*’ towards him. Instead of viewing her as self-subsisting, as producing with 
‘ a living force, and according to appointed laws, alike the highest and the 
‘ lowest of her works, he took her up under the aspect of some empirical 

* native qualities of the human mind. Certain harsh passages I could even 
‘ directly apply to myself: they exhibited my confession of faith in a false 

* light; and I felt that if written without particular attention to me, they 
‘ were still worse ; for in that case, the vast chasm which lay between us, 
‘ gaped but so much the more distinctly. 

* There was no union to be dreamed of. Even the mild persuasion of 
‘ Dalberg, who valued Schiller as he ought, was fruitless : indeed the rea- 
‘ sons I set forth against any project of a union were difficult to contradict. 

* No one could deny that between two spiritual antipodes there was more 
‘ intervening than a simple diameter of the sphere : antipodes of that sorf 

* act as a sort of poles, and so can never coalesce. But that some relation 

* may exist between them, will appear from what follows. 

* Schiller went to live at Jena, where I still continued unacquainted with’ 

* him. About this time Batsch had set in motion a Society for Natural 
‘ History, aided by some handsome collections, and an extensive apparatus. 

* I used to attend their periodical meetings : one day I found Schiller there; 
‘ we happened to go out together ; some discourse arose between us. He 

* appeared to take an interest in what had been exhibited ; but observed, 

* with great acuteness and good sense, and much to my satisfaction, that 
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* such a disconnected way of treating Nature was by no means grateful to 

* the exoteric, who desired to penetrate her mysteries. 

* I answered that perhaps the initiated themselves were never rightly 

* at their ease in it, and that there surely was another way of representing 

* Nature, not separated and disunited, but active and alive, and expanding 
‘ from the whole into the parts. On this point he requested explanations, 

* but did not hide his doubts ; he would not allow that such a mode, as I 

* was recommending, had been already pointed out by experiment. 

‘We reached his house; the talk induced me to go in. I then ex- 
^ pounded to him with as much vivacity as possible, the Metamorphosis of 
‘ Plants,^ drawing out on paper, with many characteristic strokes, a sym- 
‘ bolic Plant for him, as I proceeded. He heard and saw all this with 
‘ much interest and distinct comprehension ; but when I had done, lie 

* shook his head and said : “ This is no experiment, this is an idea.'' I 

* stopped with some degree of irritation ; for the point which sepai-ated us 

* was most luminously marked by this expression. The opinions in Dig- 

* nity and Grace, again occurred to me ; the old grudge was just awaken- 

* ing ; but I smothered it, and merely said: « I was happy to find that I 
‘ had got ideas without knowing it, nay that I saw them before my eyes." 

‘ Schiller had much more prudence and dexterity of management than 
‘ I : he was also thinking of his periodical the Horen, about this time, and 

* of course rather wished to attract than repel me. Accordingly he an- 
‘ swered me like an accomplished Kantite ; and as my stiff-necked Realism 

* gave occasion to many contradictions, much battling took place between 
‘ us, and at last a truce, in which neither party would consent to yield the 

* victoiy, but each held himself invincible. Positions like the following 
‘ grieved me to the very soul : How can there ever he an experiment that 

* shall correspond with an idea ? The specific quality of an idea is, that 
‘ TW experiment can reach it or agree with it. Yet if he held as an idea, 

* the same thing which I looked upon as an experiment, there must cer- 
‘ tainly, I thought, be some community between us, some ground whereon 
‘ both of us might meet ! The first step was how taken ; Schiller’s attractive 

* power was great, he held all firmly to him that came within his reach : 

‘ I expressed an interest in his purposes, and promised to give out in the 
‘ Horen many notions that were lying in my head; his wife, whom I had 
‘ loved and valued since her childhood, did her part to strengthen our le- 

* ciprocal inteUigence; all friends on both sides rejoiced in it; and thus 

* by means of that mighty and interminable controversy between object 

* and subject, we two concluded an alliance, which remained unbroken, and 

* produced much benefit to ourselves and others,* 

The friendship of Schiller and Goethe forms so delightful a chapter in 
their history, that we long foi^ more and more details respecting it. Sin- 
cerity, true estimation of each other's merit, true sympathy in each other’s 


theory by Goethe, which appears to be entirely 
nnuown in this country: though several eminent continental botanists’ have noticed It 
wttn oommenoation. It is explained at considerable length in this same Morpheiogis, ' 
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character and purposes appear to have formed the basis of it, and main- 
tained it unimpaired to the end. Goethe, we are told, was minute and 
sedulous in his attention to Schiller, whom he venerated as a good man 
and sympathised with as an afilicted one : when in mixed companies to- 
gether, he constantly endeavoured to draw out the stores of his modest 
and retiring friend ; or to guard his sick and sensitive mind from annoy- 
ances that might have irritated him ; now softening, now exciting conver- 
sation, guiding it with the address of a gifted and polished man, or lashing 
out of it with the scorpion-whip of his satire much that would have vexed 
the more soft and simple spirit of the valetudinarian. These are things 
which it is good to think of: it is good to know that there are literary men, 
who have other principles besides vanity ; who can divide the approbation 
of their fellow mortals, without quarrelling over the lots ; who in their 
solicitude about their ‘ fame’ do not forget the common charities of nature, 
in exchange for which the ‘ fame’ of most authors were but a poor bargain. 


No. 4. 

[Page 83.] 

DEATH OF GUSTAVOS ADOLPHUS. 

As a specimen of Schiller’s historical style, we have extracted a few scenes 
from his masterly description of the Battle of Lutzen. Thfe whole forms 
a picture, executed in the spirit of Salvator; and though this is but a frag- 
ment, the importance of the figure represented in it will perhaps coun- 
terbalance that deficiency. 

‘ At last the dreaded morning dawned ; but a thick fog, which lay 
‘ brooding over all the field, delayed the attack till noon. Kneeling in front 

* of his lines, the King offered up his devotions ; the whole army, at the 
‘ same moment, dropping on their right knees, uplifted a moving hymn, 
“ and the field-music accompanied their singing. The King then mounted 

* his horse ; dressed in a jerkin of huff, with a surtout (for a late wound 

* hindered him from wearing armour), he rode through the ranks, rousing 

* the courage of his troops to a cheerful confidence, which his own fore- 
‘ casting bosom contradicted. Qod with us was the battle-word of the 
‘ Swedes ; that of the Imperialists was Jesus Maria, About eleven o’clock, 

‘ the fog began to break, and Wallenstein’s hnes became visible. At the 
‘ same time, too, were seen the flames of Lutzen, which the Duke had 
^ ordered to be set on fire, that he might not be outflanked on this side. 

^ At length thb signal pealed; the horse dashed forward on the enemy; 

* the infantry advanced against his trenches. 
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‘ MeanwMle the right wing, led on by the King in person, had fallen on 

* the left wing of the Friedlanders. The first strong onset of the heavy 
‘ Finland Cuirassiers scattered the light-mounted Poles and Croats, who 

* were stationed here, and their tumultuous flight spread fear and disorder 
‘ over the rest of the cavalry. At this moment notice reached the King 
‘ that his infantry were losing ground, and likely to he driven back from 
‘ the trenches they had stormed ; and also that his left, exposed to a tre- 

* mendous fire from the Windmills behind Liitzen, could no longer keep 

* their place. With quick decision, he committed to Von Horn the task 

* of pursuing the already beaten left wing of the enemy ; and himself 
‘ hastened, at the head of Steinbock’s regiment, to restore the confusion of 
‘ his own. His gallant horse bore him over the trenches, with the speed 

* of lightning ; but the squadrons that came after him could not pass so 
‘ rapidly ; and none but a few horsemen, among whom Franz All^rt, Duke 
‘ of Sachsen-Lauenburg, is mentioned, were alert enough to keep beside 

* him. He galloped right to the place where his infantry was most op- 

* pressed ; and while looking round to spy out some weak point, on which 
‘ his attack might be directed, his short-sightedness led him too near the 
‘ enemy’s lines. An Imperial Gefreiter, observing that every one respect- 

* fully made room for the advancing horseman, ordered a musketeer to fire 
‘ on him. “ Aim at him there,” cried he ; “ that must be a man of conse- 

* quence.” The soldier drew his trigger; and the King’s left arm was 

* shattered by the ball. At this instant, his cavalry came galloping up, and 

* a confused cry of “ The King Heeds! The King is shot!'* spread horror 
‘ and dismay through their ranks. “ It is nothing : follow me ! ” exclaimed 

* the King, collecting all his strength ; but overcome with pain, and on the 

* point of fainting, he desired the Duke of Lauenburg, in French, to take 
‘ him without notice from the tumult. The Duke then turned with him to 
‘ the right wing, making a wide circuit to conceal this accident from the 

* desponding infantry ; but as they rode along, the King received a second 

* bullet through the back, which took from him the last remainder of his 
‘ strength. “ I have got enough, brother,” said he with a dying voice : 
‘ “ haste, save thyself.” With these words he sank from his horse ; and 
‘ here, struck by several oth^ bullets, far from his attendants, he breathed 
‘ out his life beneath the plundering hands of a troop of Croats. His 

* horse flying on without its rider, and bathed in blood, soon announced to 
‘ the Swedish cavaliy the fall of their King; with wild yells they rush to 

* the spot, to snatch that sacred spoil from the enemy. A deadly fight en- 

* sues around the corpse, and the mangled remains are buried under a hill 
‘ of slain men. 

‘ The dreadful tidings hasten in a few minutes over all the Swedish 
‘ army : but instead of deadening the courage of these hardy troops, they 
‘ rouse it to a fierce consuming fire. Life falls in value, sipce the holiest 
‘ of all lives is gone; and death has now no terror for the lowly, since it 

* has not spared the anointed head. With the grim fury of lions, the 

* Upland, Smaland, Finnish, East and West Gothland regiments dash a 
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* second time upon the left wing of the enemy, which already making but a 
‘ feeble opposition to Von Horn, is now utterly driven from the field. 

‘ But how dear a victory, how sad a triumph ! Now first when the rage 

* of battle has grown cold, do they feel the whole greatness of their loss, 
< and the shout of the conqueror dies in a mute and gloomy despair. Ho 
‘ who led them on to battle has not returned with them. Apart he lies, in 

* his victorious field, confounded with the common heaps of humble dead. 
‘ After long fruitless searching, they found the royal corpse, not far from 
‘ the great stone, which had already stood for centuries between Liitzen 
‘ and the Merseburg Canal, but which, ever since this memorable incident, 
‘ has home the name of Schwedemtein^ the Stone of the Swede. Defaced 

* with wounds and blood, so as scarcely to be recognised, trodden under the 
‘ hoofs of horses, stripped of his ornaments, even of his clothes, he is 
‘ drawn from beneath a heap of dead bodies, brought to Weissenfels, and 
‘ there dehvercd to the lamentations of his troops and the last embraces of 
‘ his Queen. Vengeance had first required its tribute, and blood must 
‘ flow as an offering to the Monarch; now Love assumes its rights, and 

* mild tears are shed for the Man, Individual grief is lost in the universal 

* sorrow. Astounded by this overwhelming stroke, the generals in blank 
‘ despondency stand round his bier, and none yet ventures to conceive the 
‘ full extent of his loss.’ 


The descriptive powrers of the Historian, though the most popular, arc 
among the lowest of his endowments. That Schiller was not wanting in 
the nobler requisites of his art, might be proved from his reflections on 
this very incident, ‘ striking like a hand from the clouds into the calculated 

* horologe of men’s affairs, and directing the considerate mind to a highei 

* plan of things.* But the liinits of our Work are already reached. Oi 
Schiller’s histories and dramas we can give no farther specimens: of hi^ 
lyrical, didactic, moral poems, we must take our leave without giving an}. 
Perhaps the time may come, when all his writings, transplanted to our own 
soil, may he offered in their entire dimensions, to the thinkers of these 
Islands ; a conquest by which our literature, nch as it is, might be en 
riched still farther. 
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CHAPTER I. 

INTRODUCTORY. 

Nfar seven years ago, a shor^hile before his death in 1844, John 
Sterling committed the care oi his literary Character and printed 
Writings to two friends, Archdeacon Hare and myself. His esti- 
mate of the bequest was far from ovenveening ; to few men could 
the small sum-total of his activities in this world seem more in- 
considerable than, in those last solemn days, it did to him. He 
had burnt much ; found much unworthy ; looking steadfastly into 
the silent continents of Death and Eternity, a brave man’s judg- 
ments about his own sorry work in the field of Time are not apt 
to be too lenient. But, in fine, here was some portion of his work 
which the world had already got hold of, and which he could not 
burn. This too, since it was not to be abolished and annihilated, 
but must still for some time live and act, he wished to be wisely 
settled, as the rest had been. And so it was left in charge to us, 
the survivors, to do for it what we judged fittest, if indeed doing 
nothing did not seem the fittest to us. This message, commu- 
nicated after his decease, was naturally a sacred one to Mr. Hare 
and me. 

After some consult^j^ on it, and survey of the difficulties 
and delicate considerat^Ps involved in it, Archdeacoti Hai’e and 
I agreed that the whole task, of selecting what Writings were to 
be reprinted, and of drawing up a Biography to introduce them, 
should be left to him alone; and done without interference of 



102 


JOHN STERLING. 


mine : — as aecordingly it was,^ in a manner surely far superior to 
the coinmon,4n eveiy good quality of editing; and visibly every- 
where bearing testimony to the friendliness, the piety, perspicacity 
and other gifts and virtues of that eminent and amiable man. 

In one respect, however, if in one only, the arrangement had 
been unfortunate. Archdeacon Hare, both by natural tendency 
and by his pcjfition as a Churchman, had been led, in editing a 
Work not free from ecclesiastical heresies, and especially in writ- 
ing a Life very full of such, to dwell with preponderating emphasis 
on that part of his subject ; by no means extenuating the fact, nor 
yet passing lightly over it (which a layman could have done) as 
needing no extenuation ; but carefully searching into it, with the 
view of excusing and explaining it ; dwelling on it, presenting all 
the documents of it, and as it were spreading it over the whole 
field of his delineation ; as if religious heterodoxy had been the 
grand fact of Sterling’s life, which even to the Archdeacon’s mind 
it could by no means seem to be. Hinc UIcb tachrymcs^ For the Re- 
ligious Newspapers, and Periodical Heresy-hunters, getting very 
lively in those years, were prompt to seize the cue, and have pi*o- 
secuted and perhaps still prosecute it, in their sad way, to all 
lengths and bireadths. John Sterling’s character and writings, 
which had little business to be silken of in any Church-court, 
have hereby been carried thither as if for an exclusive trial ; and 
the moumfuUest set of pleadings, out of which nothing but a mis- 
judgment can be fonned, prevail there ever since. The noble 
Sterling, a radiant child of the empyrean, clad in bright auroral 
hues in the memory of all that knew him, — ^what is he doing here 
in inquisitorial sanbenito, with nothing but ghastly spectralities 
prowling round him, and inarticulately screeching and gibbering 
what they call their judgment cn him I 

‘ The sin of Hare’s Book,’ says one of my Correspondents in 
those years, ‘ is easily defined, and not very condemnable, but it 
‘ is nevertheless ruinous to his task as Biographer. He takes up 
‘ Sterling as a clergyman merely. Sterling, I find, was a curate- 
* for exactly eight months ; during eight months and no more had 
‘ he any specif relation to the Church. But he was a man, and 
‘ had relation to the Universe, for eight-and-thirty years : and it is 
‘ in this latter character, to which all tlie others were but features 
‘ and transitory hues, that we wish to Iqmw him. His battle with 
‘ hereditary Church-formalas was sevei^fcut it Avas by no means 
‘ his one battle with things inherited, n^ indeed his chief battle ; 

‘ neither, according to my observation of what it was, ’s it success- 

* John Sterling's Essays and Tales, with Life, by Archdeacon Hare, Par- 
ker ; London, 1848. 
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* fully delineated or summed in this Booh. The truth is, no- 
‘ body that had known Sterling would recognise a feature of him 

* here ; you would never dream that this Book Jireated of him at 
‘ all. A pale sickly shadow in torn suii^lice is i)resented to us 
‘ here ; weltering bewildered amid heaps of what you call “ He- 
‘ brew Old-clothes wrestling, with impotent impetuosity, to free 
‘ itself from the baleful imbroglio, as if that had(|becn its one 
‘ function in life : who in this miserable figure would recognise the 

* brilliant, beautiful and cheerful John Sterling, with his ever- 

* flowing wealth of ieleas, fancies, imaginations ; with his frank af- 
‘ fectioriH, inexhaustible hopes, audacities, activities, and general 
‘ i-adiaiit vivacity of heart and intelligence, which made the pre- 
‘ scnce of him an illumination and inspiration wherever he went? 
‘ It is too bad. Let a man be honestly forgotten when his life 
‘ ends; but let him not bo misrcmembeied in this way. To be 
‘ hung up as an ecclesiastical scarecrow, as a target for heterodox 
‘ and ortliodox to practise archery upon, is no fate that can be due 

* to the mc'mory of Sterling. It was not as a ghastly phantasm, 

‘ chok('d in Thirty-nirie-article controversies, or miserable Semitic, 

‘ Aiiti-semitic stieet-riots, — in scepticisms, agonised self-seekings, 
‘ that tins man ap])earcd iu life ; nor as such, if the world still 
‘ wishes to look at him, shoul# ypu suffer the world’s memory of 
‘ him now to be. Once for all, it is unjust; emphatically untnie 
‘ as an image of John Sterling: jiei-haps to few men that lived 
‘ along with hiiu could such an interpretation of theii' existence he 
‘ more inapplicable.’ 

Wliatever tiutli tliere might bo in these rather passionate rc- 
jU’cscntMtious, and to myself there wanted not a j^ainful feeling of 
their Irutli, it b}^ no nicanff appeared wliat help or remedy any 
friend of Sterling’s, and especially one so related to the matter as 
myself, (*oiild attempt in the interim. Perhaj)s endure in patience 
till the dust laid itself again, as all dust does if you leave it well 
alone Miudi obscuration would thus of its own accord fall away ; 
and, 111 Mr. Hare’s narrative itself, apart from his commentary, 
many fentui'es of Sterling’s true character w^ould hecoino decipher- 
able to siudi as sought them. Censure, blame of this Work of Mr. 
Hare’s was naturally far from my thoughts. A work which dis- 
tinguishes itself by hum^ piety and candid intelligence ; which, 
in all details, is careful, |Bd> exact ; and*which offers, as W(* say, 
to the observant reader uiat will interpret facts, many traits of 
Sterling besides his heterodoxy. Censure of it, from me cspecisdly, 
IS not the tiling due ; from me a far other thing is due ! — 

On the whole, my i)rivatc thought ivas : First, How happy it 
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comparatively is, for a man of any earnestness of life, to have no 
Biography written of him ; but to return silently, with his small, 
sorely foiled bit of work, to the Sui)reme Silences, who alone can 
judge of it or him ; and not to trouble the reviewers, and greater 
or lesser public, with attempting to judge it ! The idea of ‘ fame,’ 
as they call it, posthumous or other, does not inspire one with 
much ecstasjgln these points of view. — Secondly, That Sterling’s 
performance and real or seeming importance in this world was 
actually not of a land to demand an express Biography, even ac- 
cording to the world’s usages. His character was not supremely 
original ; neither was his fate in the world wonderful. What he 
did was inconsiderable enough ; and as to what it lay in him to 
have done, this was but a problem, now beyond possibihty of set- 
tlement. Why had a Biography been inflicted on this man ; why 
had not No-biography, and the privilege of all the weaiy, been his 
lot ? — Thirdly, That such lot, however, could now no longer be my 
good Sterling’s ; a tumult having risen around his name, enough 
to impress some pretended likeness of him (about as hkc as the 
Guy-Fauxes are, on Gunpowder-Day) upon the minds of many 
men : so that ho could not be forgotten, and could only be misre- 
membered, as matters now stood. 

Whereupon, as practical conclusion to the whole, arose by de- 
grees tliis final thought. That, at some calmer season, when the 
theological dust had well fallen, and both the matter itself, and 
my feelings on it, were in a suitabler condition, I ought to give 
my testimony about this friend whom I had known so well, and 
record clearly what my knowledge of him was. This has ever 
since seemed a kind of duty I had to do in the world before leav- 
ing it. 

And so, having on my hands some leisure at this time, and 
being bound to it by evident considerations, one of which ought 
to be especially sacred to me, I decide to fling down on paper some 
outline of what my recollections and reflections contain in refer- 
emce'Ho tins most friendly, bright and beautiful human soul ; who 
walked with me for a season in this world, and remains to me 
very memorable while I continue in it. Gradually, if facts simple 
enough in themselves can bo narrated as they came to pass, it will 
he seen what kind of man this was ; tQjvvhat extent condemnablo 
for imaginary heresy and other ci-iin^Mto what extent laudable 
and loveable for noble manful orthodoxy and other virtues ; — and 
whether the lesson his life had to teach us is not miu;h the reverse 
of what the Ileligious Newspapers hitherto educte from it. 

Ccrtaiuly it was not as a ‘ sceptic’ that you could delino him, 
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whatovorhis definition might be. Belief, not doubt, attended him 
at all points of liis progress ; rather a tendency to too hasty and 
headlong belief. Of all men he was the least prone to what you 
could call scepticism : diseased self-listenings, self-questionings, 
impotcntly painful dubitations, all this fatal nosology of spiritual 
maladies, so rife in our day, was eminently foreign to him. Quite 
on the other side lay Sterling’s faults, such as they ^ere. In fact, 
you could observe, in spite of his sleepless intellectual vivacity, ho 
was not properly a thinker at all ; his faculties were of the active, 
not of the passive or contemplative sort. A brilliant improvisatore ; 
rapid in thought, in word and in act ; everywhere the promptest 
and least hesitating of men. I likened him often, in my banter- 
ings, to sheet-lightning; and i eproachfully prayed that he would 
concentrate himself into a bolt, and rive the mountain-barriers for 
us, instead of merely playing on them and irradiating them. 

True, he had his ‘ ndigion’ to seek, and painfully shape to- 
gether for himself, out of the abysses of conflicting disbelief and 
shani-behef and bedlam delusion, now filling the world, as all men 
of reflection have ; and in this respect too, — more especially as his 
lot in the battle appointed for us all was, if you can understand it, 
■\detory and not defeat, — ^lie is an expressive emblem of his time, 
and an instiaiction and possession to his contemporaries. For, I 
say, it is by no means as a vanquished doubter that he figures in 
the memory of those who knew him ; but rather as a victorious 
bolicver, and under great difliculties a victorious doer. An example 
to us all, not of lamed misery, helpless spiritual bewilderment and 
sprawling despair, or any kind of drownage in the foul welter of 
our so-called religious or other controversies and confusions ; but 
of a swift and vahaiit vanquisher of all these; a noble asserter of 
himself, as worker and speak e*r, in spite of all these. Continually, 
so far as he went, lie was a teacher, by act and word, of hope, 
clearness, activity, veracity, and human courage and nobleness : 
the preacher of a good gospel to all men, not of a bad to any man. 
The mail whether in priest’s cassock or other costume of men, 
who is the enemy or hater of John Sterling, may assure himself 
tliat lie doc's not yet know him, — tli.it miserable differences of mere 
costume and dialect still divide liim, whatsoever is worthy, catho- 
lic and ])eiennial in liim, from a biother soul who, more than most 
in lus day, was lus brother and not liis adversary in regard to all 
that ^ 

Nor shall the iri('racdiable diauback that Sterling was'not cur- 
rent in tlio Ncnvspa])(‘rs, that he achieved neither what the world 
calls greatness nor wliat iiitiinsically is siudi, altogether discourage 
"iov \yiuit Ins natural size, ami natural and accidental limits 
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were, will gradually appear, if my sketching be successful. And 
I have remarked that a true delineation of the smallest man, and 
his scene of pilgrimage through life, is capable of interesting the 
greatest man ; that all men are to an unspeakable degree brotliei s, 
each man’s life a strange emblem of every man’s ; and that Human 
Portraits, faithfully drawn, are of all pictures the wclcomcst on 
human walls. Monitions and moralities enough may lie in this 
small Work, if honestly written and honestly read ; — and, iii par- 
ticular, if any image of John Sterling and his Pilgrimage through 
our poor Nineteenth Century be one day wanted by the woild, 
and they can find some shadow of a true image here, 1113^ swift 
scribbling (which shall bo very swift and immediate) may prove 
useful by and by. 


CHAPTER 11. 

BIRTH AND PARENTAGE. 

John Sterling was born at Kaimes Castle, a kind of dilapidated 
baronial residence to which a small farm was then attached, leiited 
by his Father, in the Isle of Bute, — on the 20th July IBOO Both 
his parents were Irish by birth, Scotch by extraction; and became, 
as he himself did, essentially English by long residence and halut. 
Of John himself Scotland has little or nothing to claim ex(;ei)t 
the birth and genealog}^ for he left it almost before the years of 
memory ; and in his mature days regarded it, if with a little more 
recognition and intelligence, yet without more particijiation in any 
of its accents outward or inward, than others natives of Middlesex 
or Surrey, where the scene of his clAef education lay. 

The climate of Bute is rainy, soft of tempei-iiture ; with skies 
of unusual depth and brilliancy, while the weather is fair. In 
that soft rainy climate, on that wild-wooded rocky coast, with its 
gnarled mountains and green silent valleys, with its seething 
rain-storms and many-sounding seas, was young Sterling ushered 
into his first schooling in this world. 1 remember one little anec- 
dote his Father told me of those first years : One of the cows had 
calved ; young John, still in petticoats, was permitted to go, hold- 
ing by his father’s hand, and look at the newly-arrived calf; a 
mystery which he surVeyed with open intent eyes, and the silent 
exercise of all the scientific faculties he had ; — very strange mys- 
teiy indeed, this new arrival, and fresh denizen of our Universe : 
“Wuirt eat a-body?” said John in his first practical Scotch, in- 
quiring into the tendencies this mystery might have to fall upon a 
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little fellow and consume him as provision : “ Will it eat one, 
h'atlicr?” — Poor little open-eyed John: the family long bantered 
him with this anecdote; and we, in far other years, laughed 
heartily on hearing it. — Simple peasant labourers, ploughers, 
house -servants, occasional fisher-people too; and the sight of 
ships, and crops, and Nature’s doings where Art has httle med- 
dled with her : this was the kind of schooling our young friend 
had, first of all ; on this bench of the grand world-school did he 
sit, for the first four years of his life. 

Edward Sterling his Father, a man who subsequently came to 
considerable notice in the world, was originally of Waterford in 
Munster; son of the Episcopalian Clergyman there; and chief 
representative of a family of some standing in those parts. Family 
founded, it appears, by a Colonel Robert Sterling, called also Sir 
Robert Stcrlinj^ ; a Scottish Gustavus- Adolphus soldier, whom the 
brealving out of the Civil AVar had recalled from his German cam- 
paignings, and liad before long, though not till after some waver- 
ings on his pait, attached firmly to the Duke of Ormond and to 
the King’s Pai ty in that quarrel. A little hit of genealogy, since it 
lies ready to my hand, gathered long ago out of ivider studies, and 
pleasantly connects things individual and present with the dim 
univei sal crowd of things past, — may as well be inserted here as 
thrown away. 

’Fills Colonel Robert designates himself Sterling ‘ of Glorat ;* 
I believe, a younger branch of the well-known Stirlings of Keir in 
Stirlingshire. It appears he prospered in his soldiering and other 
business, in those bad Ormond times ; being a man of energy, 
ardour and intelligence, — probably prompt enough both with his 
woi-d and with his stroke. There survives yet, in the Commons 
Journals,^ dim notice of his Controversies and adventures; espe- 
cially of one controversy he had got into wdtli certain victorious 
rarhnmeiitary official parties, while his own party lay vanquished, 
duiing what was called the Ormond Cessation, or Temporaiy Peace 
made hy Ormond with the Parliament in 1646: — in which contro- 
versy Colonel Robert, after repeated applications, journeyings to 
London, attendances upon committees, and such like, finds himself 
worsted, dechired to be in the wTong; and so vanishes from the 
Commons »}eurnals. 

AVliat became of him when Cromwell got to Ireland, and to 
Minister, I have not heard : his kmghthoocl, dating from the veiy 
year of Cromwell’s Invasion (1649), indicates a man expected to do 
Ins best on tlBs occasion ; — as in all probability ho did ; had not 

' Commons Journals, iv. 15 (10th January 1644-5); and again v. 307 &0., 
498 (18th September 1647— 15th March 1647-8). 
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Tredali Storm proved ruinous, and tlie nock of tliis Trisli War been 
broken at once. Doubtless the Colonel Sir Kobert followed or 
attended bis Duke of Ormond into foreign parts, and gave up bis 
management of Munster, wbile it was yet time : for after tbc Ke- 
ptoration we find him again, safe, and as was natural, flourishing 
with new spletidour; gifted, recompensed with lands ; — settled, in 
short, on fair revenues in those Munster regions. He appears to 
have had no children ; but to have left his property to William, a 
younger brother who had followed him into Ireland. From this 
William descends the family which, in the years we treat of, had 
Edward Sterling, Father of our John, for its representative. And 
now enough of genealogy. 

Of Edward Sterling, Captain Edward Sterling as his title was, 
who in the latter period of his life became well-known in Ijondon 
political society, whom indeed all England, with a curious mixture 
of mockery and respect and even fear, knew well as “ the Thun- 
derer of the Times Newspaper,” there were much to be said, did the 
present task and its limits permit. As perhaps it might, on certain 
terms? What is indispensable let us not omit to say. The history 
of a man’s childhood is the desciiption of his parents and envi- 
ronment : this is his inarticulate but highly important history, in 
those first times, while of articulate he has yet none. 

Edward Sterling had now just entered on his thirty-fourth 
year; and was already a man experienced in fortunes and changes. 
A native of Waterford in Munster, as already mentioned ; born in 
the ‘Deanery House of Waterford, 27th February 17 73,’ say the 
registers. For his Father, as we learn, resided in the Deanery 
House, though he was not himself Dean, but only ‘ CuVate of the 
Cathedral’ (whatever that may mean)^ he was withal rector of two 
other livings, and the Dean’s friend, — friend indeed of the Dean’s 
kinsmen the Beresfords generally; whose grand house of Cur- 
raghmore, near by Waterford, was a familiar haunt of his and his 
children’s. This reverend gentleman, along with his three livings 
and high acquaintanceships, had inherited political connexions ; 
— inherited especially a Government Pension, with survivorship 
for still one life beyond his own ; his father having been Clerk of 
the Irish House of Commons at the time of the Union, of which 
ofi&co the lost salary was compensated in this w ay. The Pension 
was of two hundred j^hunds ; and only expired with the life of 
Edward, John’s Father, in 1847. There were, and still are, daugh- 
ters of the family; but Edward was the only son«s — descended, 
too, from the Scottish hero Wallace, as the old gentleman would 
sometimes admonish him ; his own wife, Edward’s mother, being 
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of tliat name, and boastiu^^ lierself, as most Scotch Wallaces do, to 
have that blood in h«r veins. 

Tliis Edward had picked up, at Waterford, and among the young 
Bcresfords of Curraghmore and elsewhere, a thoroughly Irish 
form of character : fire and fervour, vitahty of all kinds, in genial 
abundance; but in a much more loquacious, ostentatious, much 
louder style than is freely patronised on this side of the Channel. 
Of Irish accent in speech he iiad entirely digested himself, so as 
not to bo traced by any vestige in that respect; but his Iiish 
accent of character, in all manner of other more important re- 
spects, was very recognisable. An impetuous man, full of real 
onei gy, and imihenscly conscious of the same; who transacted 
cveiy thing not with the minimum of fuss and noise, but with the 
maximum ; a very Captain Whirlwind, as one was tempted to call 
him. 

In youth, he had studied at Trinity College, Dublin; ^isited 
the Inns of Court here, and trained himself for the Irish Bar. To 
the Bar he had been duly called, and was waiting for the results, 
— when, in his twenty-fifth year, the Irish Bebellion broke out; 
whereupon the Irish Barristers decided to raise a corps of loyal 
Volunteers, and a complete change introduced itself into Edward 
Stciliiig’s way of life. For, naturally, he had joined the array of 
Volunteers; — fought, I have heard, ‘in three actions with the 
rebels’ (Vinegar Hill, for one) ; and doubtless fought well : but in 
the mess-rooms, among tlie young military and civil ofiicials, witli 
all of whom he was a favourite, he had acquired a taste for soldier 
life, and peiliaps high hopes of succeeding in it : at all events, 
having a commission in the Lancashire Militia offered him, he 
accepted that; altogether quitted the Bar, and became Captain 
Sterling thenceforth. From the Militia, it appears, he had volun- 
teered with his Company into the Line ; and, under some disap- 
pointments, and official delays of expected promotion, was con- 
tinuing to sciwe as Captain there, ‘ Captain of the Eighth Battalion 
of Keserve,’ say the Militaiy Almanacks of 1803, — in which year 
the quarters happened to be Deny, where now events awaited 
him. At a ball in Derry he met with Miss Hester Coningham, the 
queen of the scene, and of the fair world in Derry at that time. 
The acquaintance, in spite of some opposition, grew with vigour, 
and rapidly ripened : and ‘ at Fchan Church, Diocese of Derry,’ 
where the Bride’s father had a country-htiuse, ‘ on Thursday, 6th 
‘ April 1804, Hester Coningham, only daughter of John Coning- 
‘ ham, Esquh'e, Merchant in Deny, and of Elizabeth Campbell 
‘ his wife,’ was wedded to Captain Sterling ; she happiest, to him 
happiest, — as by Nature s kind law it is arranged. 
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Mrs. Sterling, even in her later days, had still traces of the oM 
beauty: then and always she was a woman o^dclicate, pious, affec- 
tionate character ; exemplary as a wife, a mother and a friend. A 
refined female nature ; something tremulous in it, timid, and with 
a cei^tain rural freshness still unweakened by long converse with 
the world. The tall slim figure, always of a kind of quaker neat- 
ness ; the innocent anxious face, anxious bright hazel eyes ; the 
timid, yet gracefully ^ordial ways, the natural intelligence, instinc- 
tive sense and worth, were very characteristic. Her voice too ; with 
its something of soft querulousness, easily adapting itself to a 
light thin-flowing style of mirth on occasion, was characteristic . 
she had retained her Ulster intonations, and was withal somewhat 
copious in speech. A fine tremulously sensitive nature, strong 
chiefly on the side of the affections, and the graceful insights and 
activities that depend on these : — truly a beautiful, much-suffering, 
much-loving house-mother. From her chiefly, as one could dis- 
cern, John Sterling had derived the delicate aroma of his nature, 
its piety, clearness, sincerity; as from his Father, the ready prac- 
tical gifts, the impetuosities and the audacities, were also (thbugh 
in strange new form) visibly iiilicrited. A man was lucky to have 
such a Mother ; to have such Parents as both his were. 

Meanwhile the new Wife appears to have had, for the present, 
no marriage-portion ; neither was Edvvard Sterling rich, — accord- 
ing to his o\vn ideas and aims, far from it. Of course ho soon 
found that the fluctuating barj-ack-life, especially with no outlooks 
of speedy promotion, was little suited to his new cu'cumstances : 
but how change it? II is father was now dead; from whom he 
had inherited the Speaker Pension of two hundred jiounds ; but 
of available j^robably little or nothing more. The rents of the 
small family estate, I suppose, and oilier property, had gone to 
portion sisters. Two hundred pounds, and the pay of a marching 
captain : within the limits of that revenue all plans of his had to 
restrict themselves at present. 

He continued for some time longer in the Arniy ; his wife un- 
divided from him by the hai’dships of that way of life. Their first 
son Anthony (Captain Anthony Sterling, the only child who now 
survives) was born to them in this p9sition, while lying at Dun- 
dalk, in January 1805. Two months later, some eleven months 
after their marriage, the regiment was broken ; and Captain Ster- 
ling, declining to servo elsewhere on the terms offered, and will- 
ingly accepting such decision of his doubts, was reduced to half- 
pay. This was the end of his soldiering: some five’-or six years 
in all ; from wliich lie had derived for life, among other things, 
a decided military bearing, whereof he was rather proud ; an in- 
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capacity for practising law; — and considerable uncertainty as to 
what liis next course of life was now to be. 

For the present, his views lay towards farming : to establish 
himself, if not as country gentleman, which was an unattainable 
ambition, then at least as some land of gentleman-farmer which 
had a flattering resemblance to that. Kaimes Castle with a rea 
sonable extent of land, which, in his inquiries after farms, had 
turned up, was his first place of settlement in this new capacity; 
and here, for some few months, he had established himself when 
John his second child was born. This was Captain Sterling’s first 
attempt towards a fixed course of life ; not a very wise one, I have 
understood : — ^}^et on the whole, who, then and there, could have 
pointed out to him a wiser? 

A fixed course of life and activity he could never attain, or not 
till very late ; and this doubtless was among the important points 
of his destiny, and acted both on his own character and that of 
those who had to attend him on his wayfarings. 


CHAPTER III. 

SCHOOLS : llanblethian ; paris ; London. 

Edward Sterling never shone in farming; indeed I believe he 
never took heartily to it, or tried it except in fits. His Bute fami 
was, at best, a kind of apology for some far different ideal of a 
country establishment which could not be realised : practically a 
temporaiy landing -j^lace horn which he could make sallies and 
excursions in search of some more generous field of enteiprise. 
Stormy brief efibrts at energetic husbandly, at agricultural im- 
provement and rapid field-labour, alternated with sudden flights 
to Dublin, to London, whithersoever any Hush of bright outlook 
which he (;ould denominate practical, or any gleam of hope which 
his impatient ennui could represent as such, allured him. This 
latter was often enough the case. In wet hay-times and harvest- 
times, the dripping out-doq|r world, and lounging in-door one, in the 
absence of the master, offered far from a satisfactoiy appearance ! 
Here was, in fact, a man much imiirison^d ; haunted, I doubt not, 
by demons enough ; though ever brisk and brave withal, — iracund, 
but cheerfully vigorous, opulent in wise or unwise hope. A fieiy 
onergetic soul consciously and unconsciously storming for deli- 
verance into better arenas ; and this in a restless, rapid, impetu- 
ous, rather than in a strong, silent and deliberate way. 
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In rainy Bute and the dilapidated Kaimes Castle, it was evi- 
dent, there lay no Goshen for such a man. The lease, originally 
but for some three years and a half, draAvmg now to a close, he 
resolved to quit Bute; had heard, I hnow not Avhere, of an eligible 
cottage without farm attached, in the pleasant little village of 
Blanblethian close by Cowbiidge in Glamorganshire; of this he 
took a lease, and thither with his family he moved in search of 
new fortunes. Glamorganshire Avas at least a better climate than 
Bute ; no groups of idle or of busy reapers could here stand wait- 
ing on the guidance of a master, for there was no farm here ; — and 
among its other and probably its chief though secret advantages, 
Llanblethian was much more convenient both for Dublin and 
London than Kaimes Castle had been. 

The removal thither took place in the autumn of 1809. Chief 
pai't of the journey (perhaps from Greenock to Swansea or Bristol) 
was by sea : John, just turned of three years, could in aftertimes 
remember nothing of this voyage; Anthony, some eighteen months 
older, has still a vivid recollection of the gray &i)hishing tumult, 
and dim sorrow, uncertainty, regret and distress he underwent : 
to him a ‘ dissolving view’ which not only left its effect on the j^lMe 
(as all Auews and dissolving-views doubtless do on that Ivind of 
‘ plate’), but remained consciously present there John, in the 
close of his tAventy-first year, professes not to I'cmembei* an 3 Thing 
whatever of Bute; his Avhole existence, in that earliest scene of it, 
had faded away from him: Bute also, with its slniggy mountains,, 
moaning woods, and summer and Avintcr seas, bad been Avholly a 
dissolving view for him, and had left no conscious impiessioii, but 
only, like this voyage, an effect. 

Llanblethian hangs pleasantly, Avi+h its Avhite cottages, and 
orchard and other trees, on the westi^rn slope of a green hill; 
looking far and wide over green meadoAA's and littk' or bigger hills,, 
in the pleasant plain of Glamorgan ; a short mile to the south of 
Cowbridge, to which smart little town it is properly a kind of sub- 
urb. Plain of Glamorgan, some ten miles Avide and thirty or forty 
long, which they call the Vale of Glamorgan, — though properly 
it is not quite a Vale, there being only one range of mountains to 
it, if even one : certainly the central ^^untains of Wales do gra- 
dually rise, in a miscellaneous manner, on the north side of it; 
but on the south are no mountains, not even land, only the Bristol 
Channel, and far off, the'Hills of Devonshire, for boundary, — the 
English Hills,” as the natives call them, visible fiom every emi- 
nence in those parts. On such wide terms is it called Vale of 
Glamorgan. But called by whatever name, it is a most pleasant 
fruitful region : kind to the native, interesting to the visitor.' A 
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waving grassy region ; cut with innumeral)le ragged lanes ; dotted 
with sleepy unswept human hamlets, old ruinous castles with their 
ivy and their daws, gray sleepy churches with their ditto ditto . 
for ivy everywhere abounds ; and generally a rank fragrant vege- 
tation clothes all things; hanging, in rude many-coloured festoons 
and hinged odoriferous tapestries, on your right and on your left, 
in every lane. A countiy lander to the sluggard husbandman than 
anj^ I have ever seen. For it lies all on limestone, needs no drain- 
ing ; the soil, everywhere of handsome depth and finest quality, 
IV ill grow good crops for you with the most imperfect tilling. At 
a safe distance of a day’s riding lie the tartai’ean copperforges of 
Swansea, the tartarean ironforges of Merthyr; their sooty battle far 
away, and not, at such safe distance, a defilement to the face of the 
earth and sky, but rather an encouragement to the earth at least ; 
encouraging the husbandman to plough better, if he only would. 

The peasantiy seem indolent and stagnant, but peaceable and 
well-provided ; much given to Methodism when they have any 
character ; — for the rest an innocent good-humoured people, who 
all drink home-brewed beer, and have brown loaves of tlie most 
excellent homebaked bread. The native peasant village is not 
generally beautiful, though it might be, were it swept and trim* 
mod ; it gives one rather the idea of sluttish stagnancy, — an intcf- 
esting peep into the Welsh Paradise of Sleepy Hollow. Stones, 
old kettles, naves of wheels, all kinds of broken Utter, with live 
])igs and etceteras, he about the street : for as a rule no rubbish 
is removed, but waits patiently the action of mere natural chemis- 
try and accident ; if even a house is burnt or falls, you will find it 
there after half a century, only cloaked by the ever-ready iv}-. 
Sluggish man seems never to have struck a pick into it ; his now 
hut IS built close by on ground not encumbered, and the old stones 
arc still left lying 

This is the ordinary Welsh village ; but there are exceptions, 
where people of more cultivated tastes have been led to settle , 
and Llanblethian is one of the more signal of these. A decidedly 
cheerful group of human homes, the greater part of them indeed 
belonging to persons of refined habits ; trimness, shady shelter, 
whitewash, neither conveniency nor decoration has been neglected 
here. Its efiect from the distance on the eastward is very pretty : 
you see it like a little sleeping catai-act of white houses, wilii trees 
overshadowing and fringing it ; and tlBgre the cataract hangs, and 
does not rush away from you. 

John Sterling spent his next five years in this locality. He 
did not again see it for a quarter of a century ; but retained, all 
his life, a lively remembrance of it; and, just in the end of his 
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twenty -first year, among his earliest printed pieces, we find an 
elaborate and diffuse description of it and its relations to him, — 
part of which piece, in si)ite of its otherwise insignificant quality, 
may find place here : 

‘ The fields on which I first looked, and the sands which were 
‘ marked by my earliest footsteps, are completely lost to my 
‘ memory ; and of those ancient walls among which I began to 
‘ breathe, I retain no recollection more clear than the outlines of 

‘ a cloud in a moonless sky. But of L , the village where I 

‘ afterwards lived, I persuade myself that every line and hue is 

* more deejily and accurate!}^ fixed than those of an3^ spot T have 
‘ since beheld, even though borne-in upon the heart by the asso- 

* ciation of the strongest feelings. 

‘ My home was built upon tlie slope of a hill, with a little 

* orchard stretching down before it, and a garden rising behind. 
‘ At a considerable distance be^'ond and beneath the orchard, a 
‘ rivulet flowed through meadows and turned a mill ; while, above 
‘ the garden, the summit of the hill was crowned by a few gray 
‘ locks, from which a yew-tree grew, solitary and bare. Extend- 
‘ ing at each side of the orchard, toward the brook, two scattered 
‘ patches of cottages lay nestled among their gardens ; and be- 

* yond this streamlet and the little mill and bridge, anotlier slight 

* eminence arose, divided into green fields, tufted and bordered 

* with copsewood, and crested by a ruined castle, contemporary, 

* as was said, with the Conquest. I know not whether these things 
‘ in truth made up a prospect of much beauty. Since I was eight 
‘ 3’ears old, I have never seen them; but I well know that no land- 
‘ scape I have since beheld, no picture of Claude or Salvator, gave 

* me lialf the impression of living, heartfelt, perfect beauty which 
‘ fills my mind when I think of that green vallev", that sparkling 
‘ rivulet, that broken fortress of dark antiquity, and that hill with 
‘ its aged yew and breezy summit, from which J have so often 
‘ looked over the broad stretch of verdure beneath it, and the 
‘ couiitiy-town, and church-tower, silent and white beyond. 

‘ In that little town there was, and I believe is, a school where 
‘ the elements of human knowledge were communicated to mo, for 
‘ some hours of eveiy day, during a considerable time. The path 

* to it lay across the rivulet and past the mill ; from which point 
‘ we could either journey through the fields below the old castle, 

* and the wood which surrftunded it, or along a road at the other 
‘ side of the ruin, close to the gateway of which it passed. The 

* foniier track led through two or three beautiful fields, the sylvan 
‘ domain of the keep on one hand, and the bi’ook on the other; 

* wliile an oak or two, like giant warders advanced from the wood, 
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* broke the sunshine of the green with a soft and graceful shadow. 

* How often, on my way to school, have I stopped beneath the tree 
‘ to collect the fallen acorns ; how often run down to the stream 

* to pluck a branch of the hawthorn which hung over the water ! 

* The road which passed the castle joined, beyond these helds, the 
‘ path which traversed them. It took, I well remember, a certain 
‘ solemn and mysterious interest from the ruin. The shadow of 
‘ the archway, the discolorisations of time on all the walls, the 
‘ dimness of the little thicket which encircled it, the traditions of 
‘ its immeasurable age, made St. Quentin’s Castle a wonderful and 
‘ awful fabric in tlie imagination of a child , and long after I last 

* saw its mouldering roughness, I never read of fortresses, or 

* heights, or spiictres, or banditti, without connecting them with 

* the one ruin of my childhood. 

‘ It was close to this spot that one of the few adventures occur- 
‘ red which maiked, in my mind, my boyish days with importance. 

* When loitering beyond the castle, on the way to school, wdth 

* a brother somewhat older than myself, who w^as uniformly my 

* champion and protector, w^c espied a round sloe high uji in the 
‘ hedge-row. We determined to obtain it; and I do nut remember 
‘ whether both of us, or only my brother, climbed the tice. How^- 

* ever, when the prize w^as all but reached, — and no alchymist over 
‘ looked moi'e eageily for the moment of projection which was to 
‘ give him immortality and omnipotence, — a grulF voice startled 
‘ us with an oath, and an order to desist ; and I w^cll recollect look- 

* ing back, for long after, wdth terror to the vision of an old and hl- 
‘ temiiercd farmer, anned with a bill-hook, and vowing our decapi- 
‘ iation; nor did I subsequently remember without tiiuinjih the 
‘ eloquence whereby alone, in my firm belief, my brother and my- 
‘ self had been rescued fr«m instant death. 

‘ At the entrance of tlie little town stood an old gatew^ay, wdth a 
‘ pointed arch and decaying battlements. It gave admittance to 
‘ the street which contained the church, and which terminated in 

‘ another street, tlie principal one in the town of C . In this 

‘ w'as situated the school to which I daily wended. I cannot now 
‘ recall to mind the face of its good conductor, nor of any of his 
‘ scholars ; but I have before me a strong general image of the 
‘ interior of his establishment. I remember the reverence -with 

* which I was wont to carry to his seat a well-thumbed duodecimo, 
‘ the History of Greece by Oliver Goldsmfith. I remember the men- 

* tal agonies I endured in attempting to master the art and mys- 

* tery of penmanship ; a craft in which, alas, I remained too short 

‘ a time under Mr. K to become as great a proficient as he 

‘ made his other scholars, and which my awkwardness has pre- 
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‘ vented me from attaining in any considerable perfection under 
‘ my various subsequent pedagogues. But that which has left be- 
‘ hind it a brilliant trait of light was the exhibition of what are 
‘ called “ Christmas pieces things unknown in aiistocratic semi- 
‘ naries, but constantly used at the comparatively humble academy 
‘ which supplied the best knowledge of reading, writing and anth- 
‘ metic to be attained in that remote neighbourhood. 

‘ The long desks covered from end to end with those painted 
‘ masterpieces, the Life of Kobinson Crusoe, the Hunting of Chevy- 
" Chase, the History of Jack the Giant-Killer, and all the little 
" eager faces and trembling hands bent over tliesc, and filling them 
‘ lip with some choice quotation, sacred or jirofane ; — no, the gal- 
‘ lerics of art, the theatrical exhibitions, the reviews and proces- 
‘ sioiis, — which are only not childish because they are practised 
‘ and admired by men instead of children, — all the pomps and 
‘ vanities of great cities, have shown me no revelation of glory such 
‘ as did that crowded school-room the week before the Chiistmas 

* holidays. But those were the splendours of life. The truest 
‘ and the strongest feelings do not connect themselves with any 

* scenes of gorgeous and gaudy magnificence ; they are bound up 
‘ in the remembrances of home. 

‘ The narrow orchard, with its grove of old aj) 2 )lc- 1 rees, against 
“ one of which I used to lean, and while I brandished a beanstalk, 

* roar out with Fitzjames, 

<*Coine ono, come all ; this rock shall fly 
From its Arm base as soon as 1 1" — 

‘ while I was ready to squall at the siglit of a cur, and run valor- 
‘ ously away from a casually approaching cow , the field close be- 
‘ side it, where I rolled about in summer among the hay; the 
‘ lirook ill vhich, despite of maid and* mother, T waded hy the 
‘ hour ; the garden where I solved floivor-scods, and tlnm turned 
‘ up the ground again and planted potatoes, and then I'ooted out 
‘ the jiotatoes to insert acorns and ajiple-pips, and at last, as may 
‘ be supposed, reaped neither roses, nor potatoes, nor oak-trees, 

‘ nor apples ; the grass-i)lots on ivhich I playc'd among those with 
‘ whom I never can play nor wmrk again; all these arc places and 
‘ employments, — and, alas, playmates, — such as, if it were woith 
‘ while to wxep at all, it wmuld be worth w'ceping that I enjoy no 
‘ longer. 

‘ L remember the house where I first grew familiar with pea- 

* cocks; and the nnll-strcapi into wdiich I once fi'll ; and the re- 
‘ ligious awe wdiercwdth I heard, in the wairm twilight,, the i)salm- 
‘ singing around the house of the Methodist miller , and the door- 
^ post against which I discharged my brazen artillery ; 1 1’ein ember 
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* the window by which I sat while my mother taught me French ; 

* and the i)citch of garden which I dug for But her name is 

* best left blank ; it was indeed writ in water. These recollections 
‘ are to me like the wealth of a departed friend, a mournful treU' 
‘ sure. But the public has heard enough of them ; to it they aro 

* worthless : they are a coin which only circulates at its true value 
‘ between the difierent periods of an individual’s existence, and 
^ good for nothing but to keep up a commerce between boyhood 
‘ and manhood. I have for years looked forward to the possibility 

* of visiting L ; but I am told that it is a changed village ; and 

‘ not only has man been at work, but the old yew on the hill has 
^ fallen, and scarcely a low stump remains of the tree which I de- 
^ lighted in childhood to think might have furnished bows for 
‘ the Norman archers.’^ 

In Cowbridgci is some kind of free school, or grammar-school, 
of a certain distaiction ; and this to Captain Sterling was probably 
a motive for selllnig in the neighbourhood of it with his children. 
Of this liowevtu’, as it turned out, there was no use made : the 
Sterling family, duiing its continuance in those parts, did not 
need more tli.iu a piimary school. The worthy master who pre- 
sided over these Christmas galas, and had tlie honour to teach 
John Sterling his reading and -vM^iting, was an elderly Mr. Beecc of 
Cowbridge, a\1io still (in 1851) suiwives, or lately did; and is still 
remembered by his old pupils as a worthy, ingenious and kindly 
man, “who woie drab breeches and white stocldngs.” Beyond 
the Reece spheie of tuition John Sterling did not go in this 
locality. 

Ill fact the Sterling household W'as still fluctuating ; the pro- 
blem of a task for Ihb\aid Sterling’s powers, and of anchorage for 
his affairs in any sense, was restlessly struggling to solve itself, 
but was still a good way from being solved. Anthony, in revisit- 
ing these scenes uilli John in 1831), mentions going to the spot 
“ where ive used to stand with our Father, looking out for the arri- 
val of the London mail a little chink through which is disclosed 
to us a big icstless section of a human hfe. The Hill of Welsh 
Llanblctliiaii, tlien, is like the mythic Caucasus in its degree (as 
indeed all lulls and habitations where men sojouim are) ; and here 
too, on a small scale, is a Prometheus Chained ? Edward Sterling, 
I can well understand, was a man to tug at the chains that held 
him idle in those the pi ime of his yeai^ ; and to ask restlessly, 
yet not in auger and remorse, so much as in hope, locomotive 
speculation, ami ever-new adventure and attempt, Is tliere no task 
nearer my ouu iiatuial size, then? So he looks out from the 

* Liicrarij Vhronxde, New Series; London, Saturday 21 Juno 1828, Art. 11, 
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Hill-side ‘ for the arrival of the London mail thence hurries 
into Cowbridge to the Post-office ; and has a wide w(‘b, of threads 
and gossamers, upon his loom, and many sluittles flying, in tliis 
world. 

By the Marquis of Bute’s appointment lie luul, very shortly 
after his arrival in that region, become Adjut. it of the Ghimorgan- 
shire Militia, ‘Local Militia’ I sup 2 )osc ; and was, in this way, 
turning his military capabilities to some use. The office invohed 
pretty frequent absences, in Cardiff and elsewhere. Lins doubt- 
less was a welcome outlet, though a small one. He had als(t lu'gun ^ 
to try writing, especially on public subjects ; a much more co])jous 
outlet, — which indeed, graduallj' widening itself, became the final 
solution for him. Of the year 1811 we have a Pamphlet of his. 
Military Reform ; this is the second edilion, ‘ dedicated to 
the Duke of Kent the first ajipears to have conics out the year 
before, and had thus attained a certain notice, which of couise 
was encouraging. lie now fuilhCrmorc opened a corres])ondence 
with the Tirties Newspaper ; wrote to it, in 1812, a senes of liOtters 
under the signature Vetus : voluntary Ledters 1 suppose, without 
payment or pre-engagement, one successful Tjctter calling out 
another; till Vetus and his doctrines came to be a (lisliuguL-^luble 
entity, and the business amounted to something. Out of my own 
earliest Newspaper reading, I can remember the name Vetus, as a 
kind of editonal backlog on which able editors were wont to (hop 
straw now and then. Nay the TiCtters wme colli'ctcd nnd le- 
printed; both this first series, of 1812, and then a &('( ond of lu'xt 
year : two very thin, very dim-coloured clieiij) octu\os ; sti.iv co{)ios 
of which still exist, and may one day become dmtillable into a dio}) 
of Histoiy (should such be wanted of our jioor ‘ Scjn engi'r Age’ 
in time coming), though the reading of them has long coasi'd in 
this generation.^ The first senes, we perceive, had e\ en gone to a 
second edition. The tone, wherever one timidly glances into this 
extinct cockpit, is trenchant and emjdiatic: the nanu' of VetuSy 
strenuously fighting there, had become considerable in tlu' talking 
political world ; and, no doubt, was esiiecially of mailv, a^- that of 
a waiter who might otherwise be important, wuth tlu' jiiopiietors 
of the Times. The connexion continued; widened and di'Cjiened 
itself, — in a slow tentative manner; passing naturally fioni vo- 
luntary into remunerated : and indeed proving moit' and more to 
be the true ultimate arena, and battlefield and seedlicld, foi the 
exuberant impetuosities and faculties of this man. 

What the Letters of Vetus treated of I do not know , doubtless 

a 

* *The Letters of Votus from March 10th to May 10th 181 2’ (s( ( ond edi- 
tion, London, 1812) : Ditto, ‘Part III , with a Preface and NoO s’ oh.d 1814). 
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they ran upon Napoleon, Catliolic Emancipation, tnie methods of 
national defence, of effective foreign Antigallicism, and of domestic 
ditto; which formed the staple of editorial speculation at that 
time. I have heard in general that Captain Sterling, then and 
afterwards, advocated ‘ the Marquis of Wellesley’s policy but 
that also, what it was, I have forgotten, and the world has been 
willing to forget Enough, the heads of the Times establishment, 
perhaps already the Marquis of Wellesley and other important 
persons, had their eye on this writer ; and it began to be surmised 
by him that here at last wa^ the career he had been seeking. 

Accordingly, in 1814, when victorious Peace unexpectedly ai*- 
rived, and the gates of the Continent after five-and-twenty years of 
fierce closure were suddenly thrown open ; and the hearts of all 
English and European men awoke staggering as if from a night- 
mare suddenly removed, and ran hither and thither, — Edward 
Sterling also determined on a new adventure, that of crossing to 
Paris, and tiying what might lie in store for him. For curiosity, 
in its idler sense, there was evidently pabulum enough. But he 
had hopes moreover of learning much that might perhaps avail 
him afterwaids; — hopes withal, I have understood, of getting to 
bo Foreign Correspondent of the Times Newspaper, and so adding 
to his income in the meanwhile. He left Llanblethian in May ; 
dates from Dieppe the 27th of that month. He lived in occasional 
contact with Parisian notabilities (all of them except Madame de 
Stael forgotten now), all summer, diligently suiweying his ground; 
— returned for his family, who were still in Wales but ready to 
move, in the 'beginning of August; took them immediately across 
with him ; a house in the neighbourhood of Paris, in the pleasant 
village of Passy at once to’vw and country, being now ready ; and 
so, under foreign skies, again set up his household there. 

Hero was a strange new ‘ school’ for our friend John now in his 
eighth year ! Out of which the little Anthony and he drank doubt- 
less at all pores, vigorously as they had done in no school before. 
A change total and immediate. Somniferous green Llanblethian 
has suddenly been blotted out ; presto, here are wakeful Passy and 
the noises of paved Paris instead. Innocent ingenious Mr. Reece in 
drab breeches and white stockings, he with his mild Christmas galas 
and peaceable rules of Dilworih and Butterworth, has given place 
to such a saturnalia of panoramic, symbolic and other teachers 
and monitors, addressing all the five senses at once. Who John’s 
express tuteg^s were, at Passy, I never heard ; nor indeed, especi- 
ally in his case, w^as it much worth inquiring. To him and to all 
of iu», the expressly appointed schoolmasters and schoolings we 

p 
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get are as nothing, compared with the unappointed incidental and 
continual ones, whose school-hours are all the days and nights of 
our existence, and whose lessons, noticed or unnoticed, streara-in 
upon us with every breath we draw. Anthony says they attended 
a French school, though only for about three months ; and he well 
remembers the last scene of it, ‘the boys shouting Five VEmjpereur, 
when Napoleon came back.’ 

Of John Sterling’s express schooling, perhaps the most import- 
ant feature, and by no means a favourable one to him, was the 
excessive fluctuation that prevailed in it. Change of scene, change 
of teacher, hoth express and implied, was incessant with him ; and 
gave his young life a nomadic character, — which surely, of all the 
adventitious tendencies that could have been impressed upon him, 
so volatile, swift and airy a being as him, was the one he needed 
least. Ilis gentle pious-hearted Mother, ever watching over him 
in all outwai-d changes, and assiduously keeping human pieties 
and good affections alive in him, was probably the best counter- 
acting element in his lot. And on the whole, have wo not all to 
run our chance in that respect ; and take, the most victoriously 
we can, such schooling as pleases to be attainable in our year and 
place? Not very victoriously, the most of us ! A wise wcll-calcu- 
lated breeding of a young genial soul in this world, or alas of any 
young soul in it, lies fatally over the horizon in these epochs ' — 
This French scene of things, a grand school of its sort, and also a 
perpetual banquet for the young soul, naturally captivated John 
Sterling; ho said afterwards, ‘New things and experiences here 
‘ were poured upon his mind and sense, not in streams, but in a 
‘ Niagara cataract.’ This too, however, was but a scene ; lasted 
only some six or seven months ; and in the spring of the next year, 
terminated as abmptly as any of the rest could do. 

For in the spring of the next year, Napoleon abruptly emerged 
from Elba ; and set all the populations of the world in motion, 
in a strange manner ; — set the Sterling household afloat, in par- 
ticular ; the big European tide rushing into all smallest creeks, at 
Passy and elsewhere. In brief, on the 20th of March 1815, the 
family had to shift, almost to fly, towards home and the seacoast; 
and for a day or two, were under apprehension of being detained 
and not reaching home. Mrs. Sterling, with her children and 
effects, all in one big carriage with two horses, made the journey to 
Dieppe ; in perfect saffety, though in continual tremor : here they 
were joined by Captain Sterling, who had stayed behind at Paris 
to see the actual advent of Napoleon, and to report what the 
aspect of affairs was, “Downcast looks of citizens, with fierce 
saturnalian acclaim of soldiery after which they proceeded toge- 
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ther to London without farther apprehension ; — there to witness, 
in due time, the tarbarrels of Waterloo, and other phenomena 
that followed. 

Captain Sterling never quitted London as a residence any more ; 
and indeed was never absent from it, except on autumnal or other 
excursions of a few weeks, till the end of his life. Nevertheless 
his course there was as yet by no means clear ; nor had his re- 
lations with the heads of the Times, or with other high heads, as- 
sumed a form which could be called definite, but were hanging as 
a cloudy maze of possibilities, firm substance not yet divided from 
shadow. It continued so for some years. The Sterling household 
shifted twice or thrice to new streets or localities, — Russel Square 
or Queen Square, Blackfriars Road, and longest at the Grove, 
Blackheath," -before the vapours of Wellesley promotions and 
i3uch like slowly sank as useless precipitate, and the firm rock, 
which was definite employment, ending in lucrative co-proprietor- 
ship and move and more important connexion with the Times 
Newspaper, slowly disclosed itself. 

Those changes of place naturally brought changes in John 
Sterling’s schoolmasters : nor were domestic tragedies wanting, 
still more important to him. New brothers and sisters had been 
born ; two little brothers more, three little sisters he had in all ; 
some of whom came to their eleventh year beside him, some passed 
away in their second or fourth: but from his ninth to his sixteenth 
year they all died ; and in 1821 only Anthony and John were left.^ 
ilow many tears, and passionate pangs, and soft infinite regrets ; 
such as are appointed to all mortals ! In one year, I find, indeed 
in one half- 3 ^ear, he lost three little playmates, two of them within 
one month. His own agewwas not yet quite twelve. For one of 
these three, for little Edward, his next younger, who died now at 
the age of nine, Mr. Hare records that John copied out, in large 
school-hand, a History of Valentine and Orson, to beguile the poor 
child’s sickness, which ended in death soon, leaving a sad cloud 
on John. 

• 

Of his grammar and other schools, which, as I said, are hardly 

* Here, in a Note, is the tragic little Register, with what indications for us 
may he jn it : 

1. Robert Sterling died, 4th Juno 1815, at Quecii Square, in his fourth year 

vJohn being now nine). 

2. Elizabefh died, 12th March 1818, at Blackfriars Road, in her second year. 

3. Edward, 304h March 1818 (same place, same month and year), in his Tiinf.h. 

4. Hester, 21st July 1818 (three months later), at Biackheath, in lier eleventh, 
fi. Catherine Hester Elizabeth, 16th January 1821, in Seymour Street. 
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■worth enumerating in comparison, the most important seems to 
have been a Dr. Burnej^’s at Greenwich ; a large day'School and 
boarding-school, where Anthony and John gave their attendance 
for a year or two (1818, — 19) from Blackheatli. ‘ John frequently 
‘ did themes for the boys,’ says Anthony, ‘ and for myself when I 

* was aground.’ His progress in all school learning was certain to 
be rapid, if he even moderately took to it. A lean, talhsli, loose- 
made boy of twelve; strange alacrity, rapidity and joyous eager 
ness looking out of his eyes, and of all his ways and movements. 
T have a Picture of him at this stage ; a little Portrait, which car- 
ries its verification with it. In manliood too, the chief expression 
of his eyes and physiognomy was what I might call alacrity, cheer- 
ful rapidity. You could see, here looked forth a soul which was 
winged ; which dwelt in hope and action, not in hesitation or fear. 
Anthony says, he was ‘ an affectionate and gallant kind of boy, ad- 
venturous and generous, daring to a singular degree.’ Apt enough 
withal to be ‘ petulant now and then on the whole, ‘ very self- 
willed doubtless not a little discursive in his thoughts and ways, 
and ‘ difficult to manage.’ 

I rather think Anthony, as the steadier, more substantial boy, 
was the Mother’s favourite; and that John, though the quicker 
and cleverer, perhaps cost her many anxieties. Annong the Papers 
given me, is an old browned half-sheet in stiff school -hand, un- 
punctuated, occasionally ill spelt, — John Steiling’s earliest remain- 
ing Letter, — ^which gives record of a crowning escapade of his, the 
first and the last of its kind ; and so may be inserted here. A 
very headlong adventure on the boy’s pait ; so hasty and so futile, 
at once audacious and impracticable ; emblematic of much that 
befel in the history of the man ! 

*■ 

* To Mrs, Sterling^ BlacJcheath. 

‘21st September 1818. 

‘Dear Mamma, — I am now at Dover, where I arrived this 
‘ morning about seven o’clock. When you thought T was going to 
‘ church, I went down the Kent Koad, and walked on till I came 
‘ to Gravesend, which is upwards of twenty miles from Black- 
‘ heath ; at about seven o’clock in •the evening, without having eat 
‘ anything the whole time. I applied to an inkceper (sic) there, 

' pretending that I had ‘served a haberdasher in London, who left 

* of (sic) business, and turned me away. He believed m%; and got 
‘ me a passage in the coach here, for I said that I Jiad an Uncle 

* here, and that my Father and Mother were dead ; — when I wan- 
‘ dered about the quays for some time, till I met Oaptain Keys,. 
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^ whom I asked to give me a passage to Boulogne ; which he pro- 

* niised to do, and took me home to breakfast with him : but Mrs. 

* Keys questioned me a good deal ; when I not being able to make 
my story good, I was obliged to confess to her that I had run 

^ away from you. Captain Keys says that he will keep me at his 
^ hoube till yoil answer my letter. , j * 

Anthony remembers the business well; but can assign no 
origin to it,—- some penalty, indignity or cross put suddenly on 
John, which the hasty John considered unbearable. His Mother’s 
inconsolable weeping, and then his own astonishment at such a 
culprit’s being forgiven, are all that remain with Anthony. The 
steady histoidcal style of the young runaway of twelve, narrating 
merely, not in the least apologising, is also noticeable. 

This was some six months after his little brother Edward’s 
death ; three months after that of Hester, his little sister next in 
the family series to him : troubled days for the poor Mother in 
that small household on Blackheath, as there are for Mothers 
in so many households in this world ! I have heard that ^Irs. 
Sterling passed much of her time alone, at this period. Her hus- 
band’s pursuits, with his Wellesleya and the like, often cariying 
him into Town and detaining him late there, she would sit among 
her sleeping children, such of them as death had still spared, per- 
haps thriftily plying her needle, full of mournful affectionate 
night-thoughts, — apprehensive too, in her tremulous heart, that 
the head of the house might have fallen among robbers in his 
way homeward. 


CHAPTER IV. 

universities: Glasgow; Cambridge. 

At a later stage, John had some instiaiction, from a Dr. Waite at 
Blackheath ; and lastly, the family having now removed into Town, 
to Seymour Street in the fashionable region there, he * read for a 
while with Dr. Trollope, Master of Christ’s Hospital ;’ which ended 
his school history. 

In this his ever-changing course, from^ Reece at Cowbridge to 
Trollope in Christ’s, which was passed so nomadically, under fe- 
rulas of various colour, the boy had, on the whole, snatched suc- 
cessfully a faAr share of what was going. Competent skill in con- 
struing Latin, I think also an elementary knowledge of Greek; 
add ciphering to a small extent, Euclid perhaps in a rather ima- 
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ginary condition ; a swift but not veiy legible or handsome pen- 
manship, and the copious prompt habit of employing it in all 
manner of unconscious English prose composition, or even occa- 
sionally in verse itself : this, or something like this, he had gained 
from his grammar-schools ; this is the most of what they offer to 
the poor young soul in general, in these indigent times. The ex- 
press schoolmaster is not equal to much at present, — ^^vhile the 
wnexpress, for good or for evil, is so busy with a poor little fellow ! 
Other departments of schooling had been infinitely more pro- 
ductive, for our young friend, than the gemndgrinding one. A 
voracious reader I believe he all along was ; — had ‘ read the whole 
Edinburgh Review’ in these boyish years, and out of the circu- 
lating libraries one knows not what cartloads ; wading like Ulysses 
towards his palace ‘ through infinite dung.’ A voracious observer 
and pai-ticipator in all things he likewise all along was ; and had 
had his sights, and reflections, and sorrows and adventures, from 
Kaimes Castle onward, — and had gone at least to Do’^xu’ on his 
own score. Pucr bona spei, as the school-albums say; a boy of 
whom much may be hoped ? Surely, in many senses, yes. A 
frank veracity is in him, truth and courage, as the basis of all ; 
and of wild gifts and graces there is abundance. I figure him a 
brilliant, swift, voluble, affectionate and pleasant creature ; out of 
whom, if it were not that symptoms of delicate health already 
show themselves, great things might be made. Promotions at 
least, especially in this country and epoch of parliaments and elo- 
quent palavers, are surely very possible for such a one ! 

Being now turned of sixteen, and the family economics getting 
yearly more propitious and flourishing, he, as his brother had al- 
ready been, was sent to Glasgow University, in which city their 
Mother had connexions. His brother and he were now all that 
remained of the young family ; much attached to one another in 
their College years as afterwards. Glasgow however was not pro- 
perly their College scene : here, except that they had some tuition 
from Mr. Jacobson, then a senior fellow^ student, now (1851) the 
learned editor of St. Basil, and Regius Professor of Divinity in 
Oxford, who continued ever afterwards a valued intimate of John's, 
I find nothing special recorded of them. The Glasgow curricu- 
lum, for John especially, lasted but one year; who, after some 
farther tutorage from Mr. Jacobson or Dr. Trollope, was appointed 
for a more ambitious sphere of education. 

In the beginning of his nineteenth year, ‘ in th*e autumn of 
1824,’ he went to Trinity College, Cambridge. His brother An- 
thony, who had already been there a year, had iust Quitted this 
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Establishment, and entered on a military life under good omens ; 
I think, at Dublin under tlie Lord Lieutenant’s patronage, to 
whose service he was, in some capacity, attached. The two bro- 
thers, ever in company hitherto, parted roads at this point ; and, 
except on holiday visits and by frequent coiTespondence, did not 
again live together ; but they continued in a true fraternal attach- 
ment while life lasted, and I believe never had any even tempo- 
rary estrangement, or on either side a cause for such. The family, 
as I said, was now, for the last three years, reduced to these two ; 
the rest of the young ones, with their laughter and their sorrows, 
all gone. The parents otherwise were prosperous in outward cir- 
cumstances ; the Father’s position more and more developing it- 
self into affluent security, an agreeable circle of acquaintance, and 
a certain real influence, though of a peculiar sort, u ccording to his 
gifts for work in this world. 

Sterling’s Tutor at Trinity College was Julius Hare, now the 
distinguished Archdeacon of Lewes ; — who soon conceived a great 
esteem for him, and continued ever afterwards, in looser or closer 
connexion, his loved and loving friend. As the Biographical and 
Editorial work above alluded to abundantly evinces. Mr. Hare 
celebrates the wonderful and beautiful gifts, the sparkling inge- 
nuity, ready logic, eloquent utterance, and noble generosities and 
pieties of his pupil; — records in pai*ticular how once, on a sudden 
alarm of fire in some neighbouiing College edifice while his lec- 
ture was proceeding, all hands rushed out to help ; how the under- 
graduates instantly fonned themselves in lines from the fire to the 
river, and in swift continuance kept passing buckets as was need- 
ful, till the enemy was visibly fast yielding, — when Mr. Hare, 
going along the line, wasmstonishdd to find Sterling at the river 
end of it, standing up to his waist in water, deftly dealing with 
the buckets as they came and went. You in the river, Sterling ; 
you with your coughs, and dangerous tendencies of health ! — 
“ Somebody must be in it,” answered Sterling: “why not I, as 
well as another?” Sterling’s friends may remember many traits 
of that kind. The swiftest in all things, he was apt to be found at 
the head of the column, whithersoever the march might be ; if to- 
wards any brunt of danger, there was he surest to be at the head ; 
and of himself an% his peculiar risks or impediments he was negli- 
gent at all times, even to an excessive *and plainly unreasonable 
degree. 

Mr. Hare justly refuses him the character of an exact scholar, 
or technical proficient at any time in eitlier of the ancient litera- 
tures. But he freely read in Greek and Latin, as in various 
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modern languages ; and in all fields, in the classical as well, his 
lively faculty of recognition and assimilation had given him large 
booty in proportion to his labour. One cannot under any circum- 
stances conceive of Sterling as a steady dictionaiy philologue, his- 
torian, or ar6hoeologist ; nor did he here, nor could he well, at- 
tempt that course. At the same time, Greek and the Greeks being 
here before him, he could not fail to gather somewhat from it, to 
take some hue and shape from it. Accordingly there is, to a sin- 
gular extent, especially in his early writings, a certain tinge of 
Grecism and Heathen Classicality traceable in him ; — Classicality, 
indeed, which docs not satisfy one’s sense as real or truly living, 
but which glitters with a certain genial, if perhaps almost mere- 
tricious hoH-japannish splendour, — greatly distinguishable from 
mere gerund grinding, and death in longs and shorts. If Classi- 
cality moan the practical conception, or attempt to conceive, what 
human life was in the epoch called classical, — perhaps few or none 
of Sterling’s contemporaries in that Cambridge establishment car- 
ried away more of available Classicality than even he. 

But here, as in his former schools, his studies and inquiries, 
diligently prosecuted I believe, were of the most discui'sivo wide- 
flowing character ; not steadily advancing along beaten roads to- 
wards College honours, but j)ulsing out with impetuous irregu- 
larity now on this tract, now on that, towards wdiatever spiritual 
Delphi might promise to unfold the mystery of this w^orld, and 
announce to him what w^as, in our new day, the authentic message 
of the gods. His siieculations, readings, inferences, glances and 
conclusions were doubtless sufficiently encyclopedic; his grand 
tutors the multifarious set of Books he devoured. And perhaps, 
— as is the singular case in most schools and educational esta- 
blishments of this unexampled epoch, it was not the express set 
of aiTangcments in this or any extant University that could essen- 
tially forward him, but only the implied and silent ones ; less in 
the prescribed ‘ course of study,’ which seems to tend nowhither, 
than, — if you will consider it, — in the generous (not ungenerous) 
rebellion against said prescribed course, and the voluntary spirit 
of endeavour and adventure excited therCoy, does help lie for a 
brave youth in such places. Curious to consider. The fagging, 
the illicit boating, and the things forbidden by the schoolmaster, — 
these, I often notice in my Eton acquaintances, afe the things that 
have done them good ; thbse, and not their inconsiderable or con- 
siderable knowledge of the Greek accidence almost at all ! What 
is Greek accidence, cornered to Spartan discipline, if it can be 
had ? That latter is a real and grand attainment. Certainly, if re- 
bellion is unfortunately needful, and you can rebel in a generous 
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manner, several things may be acquired in that operation, — rigor- 
ous mutual fidelity, reticence, stedfastness, mild stoicism, and 
other virtues far transcending your Greek accidence. Nor can the 
unwisest ‘ prescribed course of study’ be considered quite useless, 
if it have incited you to try nobly on all sides for a course of your 
own. A singular condition of Schools and High>schools, which 
liave come down, in their strange old clothes and * courses of 
study,’ fi’om the monkish ages into this highly unmonkish one ; — 
tragical condition, at which the intelligent observer makes deep 
pause ! 

One benefit, not to be dissevered from the most obsolete Uni- 
versity still frequented by young ingenuous living souls, is that 
of manifold collision and communication with the said young 
souls; which, to every one of these coevals, is undoubtedly the 
most important brandi of breeding for him. In this point, as the 
learned Huber has insisted,^ the two English Universities, — their 
studies otherwise being granted to be nearly useless, and even ill 
done of their kind, — far excel all other Universities: so valuable 
are the rules of human behaviour which from of old have tacitly 
established themselves there ; so manful, with all its sad draw- 
backs, is the style of English character, ‘ frank, simple, rugged 
and yet courteous,’ which has tacitly but imperatively got itself 
sanctioned and prescribed there. Such, in full sight of Conti- 
nental and other Universities, is Huber’s opinion. Alas, the 
question of University Reform goes deep at present ; deep as the 
world ; — and the real University of these new epochs is yet a great 
way from us ! Another judge in whom I have confidence declares 
further. That, of these two Universities, Cambridge is decidedly 
the. more catholic (not Roman catholic, but Human catholic) in 
its tendencies and habitudes ; and that in fact, of all the miser- 
4ible Schools and High-schqols in the England of these years, he, 
if reduced to choose from them, would choose Cambridge as a 
place of culture for the young idea. So tliat, in tliese bad circum- 
stances, Sterling had perhaps rather made a hit than otherwise ? 

Sterling at Cambridge had undoubtedly a wide and rather ge- 
nial circle of comrades ; and could not fail to be regarded and be- 
loved by many of t]jem. Their life seems to have been an ardently 
speculating and talking one ; by no meaps excessively restrained 
within limits ; and, in the more adventurous heads like Sterling’s, 
decidedly tending towards the latitudinarian in most things. They 
bad among fliem a Debating Society called The Union; where on 
stated evenings was much logic, and other spiritual fencing and 
History of the English UniversitieB. (Translated from the German.) 
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ingenuous collision, — ^probably of a really superior quality in that 
kind ; for not a few of the then disputants have since proved them- 
selves men of parts, and attained distinction in the intellectual 
walks of life. Frederic Maurice, Richard Trench, John Kemble, 
Spedding, Venables, Charles Buller, Richard Milnes and others : 
— I have heard that in spealdng and arguing, Sterling was the ac- 
knowledged chief in this Union Club ; and that ‘ none even came 
near him, except the late Charles Buller,’ whose distinction in this 
and higher respects was also already notable. 

The questions agitated seem occasionally to have touched on 
the political department, and even on the ecclesiastical. I have 
heard one trait of Sterling’s eloquence, which survived on the 
wings of grinning rumour, and had evidently borne upon Church. 
Conservatism in some form: “Have they not,” — or perhaps it 
was. Has she (the Church) not, — “ a black dragoon in eveiy parish, 
“ on good pay and rations, horse-meat and man’s-meat, to patrol 
“ and battle for these things?” The ‘ black dragoon,’ which na- 
turally at the moment ruffled the general young imagination inta 
stormy laughter, points towards important conclusions in respect 
to Sterling at this time. I conclude he had, with his usual ala- 
crity and impetuous daring, frankly adopted the anti-superstitious 
side of things ; and stood scornfully prepared to repel all aggi’es- 
bions or pretensions from the opposite quarter. In short, that he 
was already, what afterwards there is no doubt about his being, at 
all points a Radical, as the name or nickname then went. In other 
words, a young ardent soul looking with hope and joy into a world 
which was infinitely beautiful to him, though overhung with falsi- 
ties and foul cobwebs as world never was before; overloaded, over- 
clouded, to the zenith and the nadii of it, by inoi'edible uncredited 
traditions, solemnly sordid hypocrisies, and beggarly deliriums 
old and new; which latter class of objects it was clearly the part 
of every noble heart to expend all its lightnings and energies in 
burning up without delay, and sweeping into their native Chaos 
out of such a Cosmos as this. Wliich process, it did not then 
seem to him could be veiy difficult ; or attended with much other 
than heroic joy, and enthusiasm of victory or of battle, to the gal- 
lant operator, in his part of it. This was, with modifications such 
as might be, the humour and creed of College Radicalism fivc-and- 
tvventy years ago. Rather horrible at that time ; seen to be not 
so honible now, at least to have grown very universal, and to need 
no concealment now. The natural humour and attitude, we may 
well regret to say, — and honourable not dishonourable, for a brave* 
young soul such as Sterling’s, in those years in those localities ! 

I do not find that Sterling had, at that stage, adopted the them 
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prevalent Utilitarian theory of human things. But neither, appa- 
rently, had he rejected it ; still less did he yet at all denounce it 
with tlie damnatory vehemence we were used to in him at a later 
period. Probably he, so much occupied with the negative side of 
things, had not yet thought seriously of any positive basis for his 
world ; or asked himself, too earnestly. What then is the noble 
i-ule of living for a man ? In this world so eclipsed and scandal- 
ously overhung with fable and hypocrisy, what is the eternal fact, 
on wliich a man may front the Destinies and the Immensities ? 
The day for such questions, sure enough to come in his case, was 
still but coming. Sufficient for this day be the work thereof; that 
of blasting into merited annihilation the innumerable and immea- 
surable recognised deliriums, and extii^pating or coercing to the 
due pitch those legions of ‘ black dragoons,' of all varieties and 
purposes, who patrol, with horse-meat and man’s-ineat, this afflicted 
earih, so hugely to the detriment of it. 

Sterling, it appears, after above a year of Trinity College, fol- 
lowed his friend Maurice into Trinity Hall, with the intention of 
taking a degree in Law ; which intention, like many others with 
him, came to nothing ; and in 1827 he left Trinity Hall and Cam- 
bridge altogether; here ending, after two years, his brief Univer- 
sity life. 


CHAPTER V. 

A PROFESSION'. 

Here then is a young soul, brought to the years of legal majority, 
furnished from his training-schools with such and such shining 
capabilities, and ushered on the scene of things, to inquire practi- 
cally, What he will do there ? Piety is in the man, noble human 
valour, bright intelligence, ardent proud veracity ; light and fire, 
in none of their many senses, wanting for him, but abundantly 
bestowed : a kingly kind of man ; — ^whose ‘ kingdom,’ however, in 
this bewildered place aid epoch of the world will probably be dif- 
ficult to find and conquer ! 

For, alas, the world, as we said, already stands convicted to 
this young soul of being an untrue, unblessed world ; its high 
dignitaries many of them phantasms *and players’- masks ; its 
wortliships and worships unworshipful : from Dan to Beersheba, 
a mad world, my masters. And surely we may say, and none will 
now gainsay, this his idea of the world at that epoch was nearer 
to the fact than at most other epochs it has been. Truly, in all 
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times and places, the young ardent soul that enters on this world 
■with Jieroic pui'pose, with veracious insight, and the yet unclouded 
‘ inspiration of the Almighty’ which has given us our intelligence, 
will find this world a very mad one : why else is he, with his little 
outfit of heroisms and inspirations, come hither into it, except to 
make it diligently a little saner ? Of him there would have been 
no need, had it been quite sane. This is true ; this will, in all 
centuries and countries, be true. 

And yet perhaps of no time or country, for the last two thou- 
sand years, was it so true as here in this waste- weltering epoch of 
Sterling’s and ours. A world all rocking and plunging, like that 
old Roman one when the measure of its iniquities was full ; the 
abysses, and subterranean and supernal deluges, plainly broken 
loose ; in the wild dim-lighted chaos all stars of Heaven gone out. 
No star of Heaven visible, hardly now to any man ; the pestiferous 
fogs, and foul exhalations grown continual, have, except on the 
highest mountain-tops, blotted out all stars : will-o’-wisps, of vari- 
ous course and colour, take the place of stars. Over the wild- 
surging chaos, in the leaden air, are only sudden glares of re- 
volutionaiy lightning ; then mere darkness, with philanthropistic 
phosphorescences, empty meteoric lights ; here and there an ec- 
clesiastical luminary still hovering, hanging on to its old quaking 
fixtures, pretending still to be a Moon or Sun, — though visibly it 
is but a Chinese Lantern made of paper mainly, with candle-end 
foully dying in the heart of it. Surely as mad a world as you 
could wish ! 

If you want to make sudden fortunes in it, and achieve the 
temporaiy hallelujah of fluhkeys for yourself, renouncing the per- 
ennial esteem of wise men ; if you can believe that the chief end 
of man is to collect about him a bigger heap of gold than ever be- 
fore, in a shorter time than ever before, you will find it a most 
handy and everyway furthersome, blessed and felicitous world. But 
for any other human aim, I think you will find it not furthersome. 
If you in any way ask practically, How a noble life is to be led in 
it? you will be luclder than Sterling or I if you get any credible 
answer, or find any made road whatever. Alas, it is even so. Your 
heart’s question, if it be of that sort, most things and persons will 
answer with a “ Nonsense ! Noble life is in Drury Lane, and wears 
yellow boots. You fool, compose yourself to your pudding !” — 
Surely, in these times, if ever in any, the young heroic soul enter- 
ing on life, so opulent, full of sunny hope, of noble valour and 
divine intention, is tragical as well as beautiful to us. 

Of the three learned Professions none offered any likelihood 
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for Sterling. From tlie Church his notions of the ‘ black dragoon/ 
had there been no other obstacle, were sufficient to exclude him. 
Law he had just renounced, his own Eadical philosophies dis- 
heartening him, in face of the ponderous impediments, continual 
uphill struggles and formidable toils inherent in such a pursuit : 
with Medicine he had never been in any contiguity, that he should 
dream of it as a course for him. Clearly enough the professions 
were unsuitable ; they to him, he to them. Professions, built so 
largely on speciosity instead of performance ; clogged, in this bad 
epoch, and defaced under such suspicions of fatal imposture, were 
hateful not lovable to the young radical soul, scornful of gross 
profit, and intent on ideals and human noblenesses. Again, the pro- 
fessions, were they never so perfect and veracious, will require slow 
steady pulling, to which this individual j^oung radical, with his swift 
far-darting brilliancies, and nomadic desultory ways, is of all men 
the most averse and unfitted. No profession could, in any case, 
have well gained the caidy love of Sterling. And perhaps withal 
the most tragic element of his life is even this. That there now 
was none to which he could fitly, by those wiser than himself, have 
been bound and constrained, that he might learn to love it. So 
swift, light-limbed and fiery an Arab courser ought, for all manner 
of reasons, to have been trained to saddle and harness. Eoaming 
at full gallop over the heaths, — especially when your heath was 
London, and English and European life, in the nineteenth centuiy, 
— he suffered much, and did comparatively little. I have known 
few creatures whom it was more wasteful to send forth with the 
bridle thrown up, and to set to steeple-hunting instead of running 
on highways ! But it is the lot of many such, in tliis dislocated 
time, — Heaven mend it! In a better time tliere will be other 
‘ professions’ than those tl^’ee extremely cramp, confused and in- 
deed almost obsolete ones : professions, if possible, tliat are true, 
and do not require you at the threshold to constitute yourself an 
impostor. Human association, — ^^vhich will mean discipline, vi- 
gorous wise subordination and co-ordination, — is so unspeakably 
impoi'tant. Professions, ‘ regimented human pursuits,’ how many 
of honourable and manful might be possible for men ; and which 
should not, in their results to society, need to stumble along, in 
such an unwieldy futile manner, with legs swollen into such enor- 
mous elephantiasis and no go at all in them ! Men will one day 
think of the force they squander in every •generation, and the fatal 
damage they encounter, by this neglect. 

The career likeliest for Sterling, in his and the world’s circum- 
stances, would have been what is called public life ; some secre- 
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tarial, diplomatic or other official training, to issue if possible in 
Parliament as the true field for him. And here, beyond question, 
had the gross material conditions been allowed, his spiritual capa- 
bilities were first-rate. In any arena where eloquence and argu- 
ment was the point, this man was calculated to have borne the 
hell from all competitors. In lucid ingenious talk and logic, in 
all manner of brilliant utterance and tongue-fence, I have hardly 
known his fellow. So ready lay his store of knowledge round him, 
so perfect was his ready utterance of the same, — in coruscating 
wit, in jocund drollery, in compact articulated clearness or high 
poignant emphasis, as the case required, — he was a match for any 
man in argument before a crowd of men. One of the most supplc- 
wri&tcd, dextrous, graceful and successful fencers in that kind. A 
man, as Mr. Hare has said, ' able to argue with four or five at 
once could do the panying all round, in a succession swift as 
hght, and plant his hits wherever a chance offered. In Parliament, 
such a soul put into a body of the due toughness might have car- 
ried it far. If ours is to be called, as I hear some call it, the Talk- 
ing Era, Sterling of all men had the talent to excel in it. 

Probably it was with some vague view towards chances in this 
direction that Sterling’s first engagement was entered uiioii ; a 
brief connexion as Secretary to some Club or Association into 
wliicli certain public men, of the reforming sort, Mr. Crawford 
(the Oriental Diplomatist and Writer), Mr. Kirkman Finlay (then 
Member for Glasgow), and other political notabilities had now 
formed themselves, — with what si>ecific objects I do not know, nor 
with what result if any. I have heard vaguely, it was ‘ to open 
the trade to India.* Of course they intended to stir up the public 
mind into cooperation, whatever their goal or object was : Mr. 
Crawford, an intimate in the Sterling household, recognised the 
fine literary gift of J ohn ; and might think it a lucky hit that he 
had caught such a Secrctaiy for three hundred pounds a year. 
That was the salary agreed upon ; and for some months actually 
worked for and paid ; Sterling becoming for the time an intimate 
and almost an inmate in Mr. Crawford’s circle, doubtless not with- 
out results to himself beyond th-e secrcjjtarial work and pounds 
sterling ; so much is certain. But neither the Secretaryship nor 
the Association itself had any continuance ; nor can I now learn 
accurately more of it than what is here stated ; — in which vague 
state it must vanish from Sterling’s history again, as it in great 
measure did from his life. From himself in after years I never 
heard mention of it ; nor were his pursuits connected afterwards 
with those of Mr. Crawford, though the mutual goodwill con- 
tinued unbroken. 
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In fact, however splendid and indubitable Sterling’s qualifica- 
tions for a parliamentar}' life, there was that in him withal which 
flatly put a negative on any such project. He had not the slow 
steady-pulling diligence which is indispensable in that, as in all 
important pursuits and strenuous human competitions whatso- 
ever. In every sense, his momentum depended on velocity of 
stroke, rather than on weight of metal : “ beautifullest sheet-light- 
ning,” as I often said, “ not to be condensed into thunderbolts.” 
Add to this, — what indeed is perhaps but the same phenomenon 
in another form, — his bodily frame was thin, excitable, already 
manifesting pulmonary symptoms; a body which the tear and 
wear of Parliament would infallibly, in few moi^ths, have wrecked 
and ended. By this path there was clearly no mounting. The 
far-darting, restlessly coruscating soul, equipt beyond all others to 
shine in the Talking Era, and lead National Palavers with their 
spolia opima captive, is imprisoned in a fragile hectic body which 
quite forbids the adventure. ^ ist dafur gesorgt,’ says Goethe, 
‘Provision has been made that the trees do not grow into the sky;’ 
— means are always there to stop them short of the sky. 


CHAPTER VI. 

LITERATURE I THE ATHEN^UM. 

Of all forme of public life, in the Talldng Era, it was clear that 
only one completely suited Sterling, — ^the anarchic, nomadic, en- 
tirely aerial and unconditional one, called Literature. To this all 
his tendencies, and fine gifts positive and negative, were evidently 
pointing; and here, after such brief tempting or tlioughts to 
attempt at other posts, he^^lready in this same year arrives. As 
many do, and ever more must do, in these our years and limes. 
This is the chaotic haven of so many frustrate activities ; where 
all manner of good gifts go up in far-seen smoke or conflagration ; 
and whole fleets, that might have been war-fleets to conquer king- 
doms, arc consumed (too truly, often), amid ‘fame* enough, and 
the admiring shouts of the vulgar, which is always fond to see fire 
going on. The true Canaan and Mount Zion of a Talking Era 
must ever be Literature : the extraneous, miscellaneous, self- 
elected, indescribable Parliamentumy or Talking Apparatus, which 
talks by books and printed papers. * 

A literary Newspaper called The Athenanim, the same which still 
subsists, had been founded in those years by Mr. Buckingham; 
James Silk Buckingham, who has since continued notable under 
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various figures. Mr. Buckingham’s Athencmm had not as yet got 
into a flourishing condition ; and he was willing to sell the copy- 
right of it for a consideration. Perhaps Sterling and old Cam- 
bridge friends of his had been already writing for it. At all events^ 
Sterling, who had already privately begun 'writing a Novel, and 
was clearly looldng towai’ds Literature, perceived that his gifted 
Cambridge friend, Frederic Maurice, was now also at large in a 
somewhat similar situation ; and that hero was an opening for 
both of them, and for other gifted friends. The copyright waa 
purchased for I know not what sum, nor with whose money, but 
guess it may have been Sterling’s, and no great sum ; — and so,, 
under fi'ce auspiqps, themselves their own captains, Maurice and 
he spread sail for this new voyage of adventure into all the world. 
It was about the end of 1828 that readers of periodical literature, 
and quidnuncs in those depariments, began to report the ajipear- 
ance, in a Paper called the Atlienamm^ of wTitings showing a supe- 
rior brilliancy, and height of aim ; one or perhaps two slight speci- 
mens of which came into my own hands, in my remote comer, 
about that time, and were duly recognised by me, while the authora 
were still far off and hidden behind deep veils. 

Some of Sterling’s best Papers from tlie Athencrum have been 
published by Archdeacon Hare : first fruits by a young man of 
twenty-two ; crude, imperfect, yet singularly beautiful and attrac- 
tive ; which will still testify what high literaiy promise lay in him. 
The ruddiest glow of young enthusiasm, of noble imapient S2jiritual 
manhood reigns over them ; once more a divine Universe unveil- 
ing itself in gloom and splendour, in auroral fire-licdit and many- 
tinted shadow, full of hojic and full of awe, to a young melodious 
pious heari just arrived upon it. Often enough the delineation 
lias a certain flowing coni^letcneFS, not to be^expected from so 
young an artist; here and there is af decided felicity of insight; 
everywdiere the point of view adopted is a high and noble one, and 
the result worked out a result to be sympathised with, and ac- 
cepted so far as it will go. Good reading std], those Papers, for 
the less furnished mind, — thrice-cxcellent reading compared with 
what is usually going. For the rest, a grand melancholy is the 
prevailing impression they leave ; — parti/ as if, while the surfiice 
was so blooming and opulent, the heart of them was still vacant, 
sad and cold. Here is a beautiful mirage, in tlie diy wilderness ; 
but you cannot quench your thirst there ! The writer’s heari is 
indeed still too vacant, Except of beautiful shadows and reflexes 
and resonances ; and is far from joyful, though it wears commonly 
a smile. < 

In some of the Greek delineations {The Lycian Fainter, for cx- 
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ample,) we have already noticed a strange opulence of splendour, 
characterisable as half-legitimate, half-meretricious, — a splendour 
hovering between the raffaelesque and the japannish. What other 
things Sterling wrote there, I never knew ; nor would he in any 
mood, in those later days, have told you, had you asked. This 
period of his life he always rather accounted, as the Arabs do the 
idolatrous times before Mahomet’s advent, the ‘ period of darkness.’ 


CHAPTER VII. 

BEGENT STREET. 

On the commercial side, the At7ien(Bum still lacked success ; nor 
was like to find it under the highly uncommercial management it 
had now got into. This, by and by, began to be a serious con- 
sideration. For money is the sinews of Periodical Literature al- 
most as much as of war itself ; without money, and under a con- 
stant drain of loss, Periodical Literature is one of the things that 
cannot be carried on. In no long time Sterling began to be prac- 
tically sensible of this truth , and that an unpleasant resolution 
in accordance with it would be necessary. By him also, after a 
while, the Athenanim was transferred to other hands, better fitted 
in that respect ; and under these it did take vigorous root, and 
still bears fruit according to its kind. 

For the present, it brought him into the thick of London Lite- 
rature, especially of young London Literature and speculation ; in 
which turbid exciting element he swam and revelled, nothing 
loath, for certain months longer, — a period short of two years in 
all. He had lodgings in Regent Street: his Father’s house, now a 
flourishing and stirring establishment, in South Place, Knights- 
bridge, where, under the warmth of increasing revenue and suc- 
cess, miscellaneous cheerful socialities and abundant speculations, 
chiefly political (and not John’s land, but that of the Times News- 
paper and the Clubs), were rife, he could visit daily, and yet be 
master of his own studies and pursuits. Maurice, Trench, John 
Mill, Charles Buller : these, and some few others, among a wide 
circle of a transitory phantasmal character, whom ho speedily for- 
got and cared not to remember, were much about him ; with these 
he in all ways employed and disported Himself : a first favourite 
with them all. 

No pleasanter companion, I suppose, had any of them. So 
frank, open, guileless, fearless, a brother to all worthy souls what- 
soever. Come when you might, here is he open-hearted, rich in 
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cheerful fancies, in grave logic, in all kinds of bright activity. If 
perceptibly or imperceptibly there is a touch of ostentation in him, 
blame it not; it is so innocent, so good and childlike. He is 
still fonder of jingling publicly, and spreading on the table, your 
big purse of opulences than his own. Abrupt too he is, cares little 
for big-wigs and garnitures ; perhaps laughs more than the real fun 
he has would order ; but of arrogance there is no vestige, of insin- 
cerity or of ill-nature none. These must have been pleasant even- 
ings in Regent Street, when the circle chanced to be well adjusted 
there. At other times, Philistines would enter, what we call bores, 
dullards, Children of Darkness; and then, — except in a hunt of 
dullards, and a hore-baiting, which might be permissible, — the even- 
ing was dark. Sterling, of course, had innumerable cares withal ; 
and was toiling like a slave ; his veiy recreations almost a kind of 
work. An enormous activity was in the man ; — sufficient, in a body 
that could have held it without breaking, to have gone for, even 
under the unstable guidance it w'as like to have ! 

Thus, too, an extensive, very variegated circle of connexions 
was foiming round him. Besides his Athencmm work, and even- 
ings in Regent Street and elsewhere, he makes visits to country- 
houses, the Bullcrs’ and others; converses with established gentle- 
men, with honourable w'omen not a few ; is gay and welcome with 
the young of his owm age ; knows also religious, witty and other 
distinguished ladies, and is admiringly known by them. On the 
whole he is already locomotive ; visits hither and thither in a very 
rapid flying manner. Thus I find he had made one flying visit to 
the Cumberland Lake-region in 1828 , and got sight of Wordsworth; 
and in the same year another flying one to Paris, and seen wdth 
no undue enthusiasm the Saint-Simonian Portent just beginning 
to preach for itself, and France in gent^val simmering under a scum 
of impieties, levities, Saint- Simonisms, and frothy fantasticalities 
of all kinds, towards the boiling over wdiich soon made the Three 
Days of July famous. But by far the most important foreign home 
he visited was that of Coleridge on the Hill of Highgate, — if it were 
not rather a foreign shrine and Dodona-Oraclo, as he then reckoned, 
— to which (onwards from 1828 , as would^ appear) he was already 
an assiduous pilgrim. Concerning whom, and Sterling’s all-import- 
ant connexion with him, there will be much to say anon. 

Here, from this period, is a Letter of Sterling’s, which the 
glimpses it aflbrds of bright scenes and figures now sunk, so many 
of them, sorrowfully to the realm of shadows, will render interest- 
ing to some of my readers. To me on the mere Letter, not on its 
contents alone, there is accidentally a kind of fateful stamp. A few 
paonths after Charles Buller’s death, while his loss was mourned 



REGENT STREET. 


227 


by many hearts, and to his poor Mother all light except what hung 
upon his memory had gone out in the world, a certain delicate and 
friendly hand, hoping to give the poor bereaved lady a good mo- 
ment, sought out this Letter of Sterling’s, one morning, andcalU;d, 
with intent to read it to her: — alas, the poor lady had herself fallen 
suddenly into tlie languors of death, help of another grander sort 
now close at hand ; and to her this Letter was never read ! — 

On ‘ Fanny Kemble,’ it appears, there is an Essay by Sterling 
in the Athenoium of this year : ‘ 10th December 1829.' Veiy lauda- 
tory, I conclude. He much admired her genius, nay was thought 
at one time to be vaguely on the edge of still more chivalrous feel- 
ings. As the Letter itself may perhaps indicate. 


‘ To Anthony Sterling^ Esq.y 2Uh Regiment, Duhlin. 

‘ Knightsbridge, 10th Nov. 1829. 

‘ My dear Anthony, — Here in the Capital of England and of 

* Europe, there is less, so far as I hear, of movement and variety 
‘ than in your provincial Dublin, or among the Wicklow Mountains. 

* Wc have the old prospect of bricks and smoke, the old crowd of 
‘ busy stupid faces, the old occupations, the old sleepy amuse- 
‘ ments ; and the latest news that reaches us daily has an air of 

* tiresome, doting antiquity. The world has nothing for it but to 
‘ exclaim with Faust, “ Give me my youth again.” And as for me, 
‘ my month of Cornish amusement is over ; and I must tie myself 

* to my old employments. I have not much to tell you about 
" these ; but perhaps you may like to hear of my expedition to 

* the West. 

' I wrote to Polvcllan (Mr. Buller’s) to announce the day on 

* which I intended to be there, so shortly before setting out, that 
‘ there was no time to receive an answer ; and when I reached 
‘ Devonport, which is fifteen or sixteen miles from my place of 
‘ destination, I found a letter from Mrs. Buller, saying that she 

* was coming in two days to a Ball at Plymouth, and if I chose to 
‘ stay in the meanwhile and look about me, she would take me 
‘ back with her. She added an introduction to a relation of her 
‘ husband’s, a certain Captain Buller of the Rifles, who was with 
‘ the Depot there, — a pleasant person, who I believe had been 

* acquainted with Charlotte,^ or at least had seen her. Under his 

* superintendence’ — * ♦ ♦ 

* On leaving Devonport with Mrs. Buller, I went some of the 

* way by watdr, up the harbour and rive/ ; and the prospects are 

' Iiim. Anthony Sterling, very lately Miss Charlotte Baird. 
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‘ certainly very beautiful ; to say nothing of the large ships, which 
‘ I admire almost as much as you, though without knowing so 
‘ much about them. There is a great deal of fine scenery all along 

* the road to Looe ; and the House itself, a very unpretending 
‘ Gothic cottage, stands beautifully among trees, liills and water, 
‘ with the sea at the distance of a quarter of a mile. 

* And here, among pleasant, good-natured, well-informed, and 
‘ clever people, I spent an idle month. I dined at one or two 
‘ Corporation dinners ; spent a few days at the old Mansion of 
‘ Mr. Buller of Morval, the patron of West Looe ; and during the 
‘ rest of the time, read, wrote, played chess, lounged, and ate red 
‘ mullet (he who has not done this has not begun to Hve) ; talked 
‘ of cookery to the philosophers, and of metaphysics to Mrs. Buller; 

* and altogether cultivated indolence, and developed the faculty of 
‘ nonsense with considerable pleasure and unexampled success. 

* Charles Buller you know : he has just come to town, but I have 
‘ not yet sfeen him. Arthur, his younger brother, I take to be one 
‘ of the handsomest men in England ; and he too has considerable 
‘ talent. Mr. Buller the father is rather a clever man of sense, 

‘ and particularly good-natured and gentlemanly ; and his wife, 
‘ who was a renowned beauty and queen of Calcutta, has still many 
‘ striking and delicate traces of what she was. Her conversation 
‘ is more brilliant and pleasant than that of any one I know ; and, 

* at all events, I am bound to admire her for the kindness with 
‘ which she patronises me. I hope that, some day or other, you 
‘ may be acquainted with her. 

‘ I believe I have seen no one in London about whom you 
‘ would care to hear, — unless the fame of Fanny Keml)le has 

* passed the Channel, and astonished the Irish Barbarians in the 

* midst of their bloody-minded pohties. Young Kemble, whom 
‘ you have seen, is in Germany: but I have the happiness of being 
‘ also acquainted with his sister, the divine Fanny; and I have 
‘ seen her twice on the stage, and three or four times in private, 
‘ since my return from Cornwall. I had seen some beautiful verses 
‘ of hers, long before she was an actress , and her conversation is 
‘ full of spirit and talent. She never was taught to act at all ; and 

* though there are many faults in her performance of Juliet, there 
‘ is more power than in any female playing I ever saw, except 
‘ Pasta’s Medea. She is not handsome, rather short, and by no 
‘ means delicately formed ; but her face is marked, and the eyes 
‘ are brilliant, dark, and full of character. She has far more abi- 
‘ lity than she ever can display on the stage ; but I have no doubt 

* that, by practice and self-culture, she will be a far finer actress 

* least than any one since Mrs. Siddons. I was at Charlej^ 
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^ Kemble’s a few evenings ago, when a drawing of Miss Kemble, 

* by Sir Thomas Lawrence, was brought in ; and I have no doubt 
" that you will shortly see, even in Dublin, an engraving of her 

* from it, very unlike the caricatures that have hitherto appeared. 
‘ I hate the stage ; and but for her, should very likely never have 
^ gone to a theatre again. Even as it is, the annoyanpe is much 
^ more than the pleasure ; but I suppose I must go to see her in 
‘ every character in which she acts. If Charlotte cares for plays, 
' let me know, and I will write in more detail about this new Mel- 

* pomene. I fear there are very few subjects on which I can say 
‘ anything that will in the least interest her. — Ever affectionately 
" yours, 

‘ J. Sterling.’ 

Sterling and his circle, as their ardent speculation and activity 
fennented along, were in all things clear for progress, liberalism; 
their politics, and view of the Universe, decisively of the Hadical 
sort. As indeed that of England then was, more than ever; the 
crust of old hidebound Toryism being now openly cracldng to- 
wai'ds some incurable disruption, which accordingly ensued as 
the Reform Bill before long. The Reform Bill already hung in 
the wind. Old hidebound Toryism, long recognised by all the 
world, and now at last obliged to recognise its very self, for an 
overgrown Imposture, supporting itself not by human reason, 
but by flunkey blustering and brazen lying, superadded to mere 
brute force, could be no creed for young Sterling and his friends. 
In all things he and they were liberals, and, as was natural at 
this stage, democrats ; contemplating root-and branch innovation 
by aid of the hustings and ballotbox. Hustings and ballotbox 
had speedily to vanish out"* of Sterling’s thoughts ; but the cha- 
racter of root-and-branch innovator, essentially of ‘ Radical Refor- 
mer,' was indelible with him, and under all forms could be traced 
as his character through life. 

For the present, his and those young people’s aim was: By 
democracy, or what means there are, be all impostures put down. 
Speedy end to Superstition, — a gentle one if you can contrive it, 
but an end. What can it profit any mortal to adopt locutions and 
imaginations which do not correspond to fact; which no sane 
mortal can deliberately adopt in his soul true ; which the most 
orthodox of mortals can only, and this after infinite essentially 
impious effoi’t to put out the eyes of his mind, persuade himself to 
‘ believe that? he believes ?’ Away with it ; in the name of God, 
conm out of it, all true men ! 

Riety of heart, a certain reality of religious faith, was always 



S30 


JOHN STERLING. 


Sterling’s, the gift of nature to him which he would not and could 
not throw away ; but I find at this time his religion is as good as 
altogether Ethnic, Greekish, what Goethe calls the Heathen form 
of religion. The Church, with her articles, is without relation to 
him. And along with obsolete spiritualisms, he sees all-manner of 
obsolete thrones and big-wigged temporalities ; and for them also 
can prophesy, and wish, only a speedy doom. Doom inevitable, 
registered in Heaven’s Chancery from the beginning of days, doom 
unalterable as the pillars of the world ; the gods are angry, and 
all nature groans, till this doom of eternal justice be fulfilled. 

With gay audacity, with enthusiasm tempered by mockery, as 
is the manner of young gifted men, this faith, grounded for the 
present on democracy and hustings operations, and giving to all 
life the aspect of a chivalrous battlefield, or almost of a gay 
though perilous tournament, and bout of “ A hundred knights 
against all comers,” — ^was maintained by Sterling and his friends. 
And in fine, after whatever loud remonstrances, and solemn consi- 
derations, and such shaking of our wigs as is undoubtedly natui’al 
in the case, let us be just to it and him. We shall have to admit, 
nay it will behove us to see and practically know, for ourselves and 
him and others, that the essence of this creed, in times like i>urs, 
was right and not wrong. That, however the ground and fonn of 
it might change, essentially it was the monition of his natal genius 
to this as it is to every bravo man ; the behest of all his clear in- 
sight into this Universe, the message of Heaven through him, 
which he could not suppress, but was inspired and compelled to 
utter in this world by such methods as he had. There for him lay 
the first commandment ; this is what it would have been the un- 
forgivable sin to swerve from and desert : the treason of treasons 
for him, it were there ; compared with which all other sins are 
venial ! 

The message did not cease at all, as we shall see ; the message 
was ardently, if fitfully, continued to tlie end : bu1> the methods, 
the tone and dialect and all outer conditions of uttering it, under- 
went most important modifications ! 


^HAPTEK VIII. 

COLERIDGE. 

Coleridge sat on the brow of Highgate Hill, in those years, look- 
ing down on London and its smoke-tumult, like a sage escaped 
from the inanity of life’s battle; attracting towards him the 
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thoughts of innumerable brave souls still engaged there. His ex- 
press contributions to poetry, philosophy, or any specific province 
of human literature or enlightenment, had been small and sadly 
interaiittent ; but he had, especially among young inquiring men, 
a higher than literary, a kind of prophetic or magician character. 
He was thought to hold, he alone in England, the key of German 
and other Transcendentalisms; knew the sublime secret of believ- 
ing by ‘ the reason' what ‘ the understanding' had been obliged to 
fling out as incredible; and could still, after Hume and Voltaire 
had done their best and worst with him, profess liimself an ortho- 
dox Christian, and say and print to the Church of England, with 
its singular old rubrics and surplices at Allhallowtide, E&to per- 
petua. A sublime man ; who, alone in those dark days, had saved 
his crown of spiritual manhood; escai)ing from the black mate- 
rialisms, and revolutionaiy deluges, with ‘ God, Freedom, Im- 
mortality' still his : a king of men. The pmctical intellects of 
the world did not much heed him, or carelessly reckoned him a 
metaphysical dreamer : but to the rising spirits of the young gene- 
ration he had this dusky sublime ‘character ; and sat there as a 
kind of Magus^ girt in mystery and enigma; his Dodona oak-grove 
(Mr. Gilman’s house at Ilighgate) whispering stiange things, un- 
certain whether oracles or jargon. 

The Gilmans did not encourage much company, or excitation 
of any sort, round their sage; nevertheless access to him, if a 
youth did reverently wish it, was not difficult. He would stroll 
about the pleasant gai’den with you, sit in the pleasant rooms of 
the place, — perhaps take you to his own peculiar room, high up, 
with a rearward view, which was the chief view of all. A really 
chaiming outlook, in fine weather. Close at hand, wide sweep of 
flowery leafy gardens, their few houses mostly hidden, the veiy 
chimney-pots veiled under blossomy umbrage, flowed gloriously 
down hill; gloriously issuing in wide -tufted undulating plain - 
country, rich in all channs of field and town. Waving blooming 
country of the brightest green; dotted all over with handsome 
villas, handsome groves ; crossed by roads and human traffic, hero 
inaudible or heard onfy as a musical hum : and behind all swam, 
under olive-tinted haze, the illimitable limitaiy ocean of London, 
with its domes and steeples definite in the sun, big Paul’s and 
the many memories attached to it hanging high over all. Nowhere, 
of its kind, could you see a grander prospect on a bright summer 
day, with the set of the air going southward, — southward, and so 
draping with the city-smoke not you but the city. Here for hours 
Would Coleridge talk, concerning all conceivable or inconceivable 
things ; and liked nothing better than to have an intelligent, or 
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failing that, even a silent and patient human listener. He distin- 
guished himself to all that ever heard him as at least the most 
surprising talker extant in this world, — and to some small mi- 
nority, by no means to all, as the most excellent. 

The good man, he was now getting old, towards sixty perhaps ; 
and gave you the idea 6f a life that had been full of sufferings ; a 
life heavy-laden, half- vanquished, still swimming painfully in seas 
of manifold physical and other bewilderment. Brow and head 
were round, and of massive weight, but the face was flabby and 
irresolute. The deep eyes, of a light hazel, were as full of sorrow 
as of inspiration ; confused pain looked mildly from them, as in a 
kind of mild astonishment.- The whole figure and air, good and 
amiable otherwise, might be called flabby and irresolute ; expres- 
sive of weakness under possibility of strength. He hung loosely 
on his limbs, with knees bent, and stooping attitude ; in walking, 
ho rather shuffled than decisively stept; and a lady once remarked, 
he never could fix w’hich side of the garden-walk would suit him 
best, but continually shifted, in corkscrew fashion, and kept trying 
both. A heavy-laden, high-aspiring and surely much-sufiering man. 
His voice, naturally soft and good, had contracted itself into a 
plaintive snuffle and singsong; he spoke as if preaching, — ^}^ou 
would have said, preaching earnestly and also hopelessly the 
weightiest things. I still recollect his ‘ object’ and ‘ subject,* 
terms of continual recurrence in the Kantcan province ; and how 
he sung and snuffled them into “om-m-mject” and “ sum-m-mject,” 
with a kind of solemn shako, or quaver, as he rolled along. No 
tallt, in his century or in any other, could be more surprising. 

Sterling, who assiduously attended him, with profound rever- 
ence, and w^as often 'with him by himself, for a good many months, 
gives a record of their first colloquy.* Their colloquies were nu- 
merous, and he had talien note of many ; but they are all gone to 
the fire, except this first, which Mr. Hare has printed, — unluckily 
without date. It contains a number of ingenious, true and half- 
true observations, and is of course a faithful epitome of the things 
said ; but it gives small idea of Coleridge’s way of talking ; — this 
one feature is perhaps the most recognisable, ‘ Our interview 
* lasted for three hours, during which he talked two hours and 
‘ three quarters.’ N6thing could be more copious than his talk; 
and furthermore it was always, virtually or literally, of the nature 
of a monologue ; suffering^ no interruption, however reverent ; has- 
tily putting aside all foreign additions, annotations, or most in- 
genuous desires for elucidation, as well-meant superfluities which 
would never do. Besides, it was talk not flowing anywhither like 
* Biography by Hare, pp. xvi.-xxvi* 
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a river, but spreading evoiywhitlier in inextricable currents and 
regurgitations like a lake or sea ; terribly deficient in definite goal 
or aim, nay often in logical intelligibility ; what you were to be- 
lieve or do, on any earthly or heavenly tWg, obstinately refusing 
to appear from it. So that, most times, you felt logically lost; 
swamped near to drowning in this tide of ingenious vocables, 
spreading out boundless as if to submerge the world. 

To sit as a passive bucket and be pumped into, whether you 
consent or not, can in the longmn be exhilarating to no creature ; 
how eloquent soever the flood of utterance that is descending. But 
if it be withal a confused unintelligible flood of utterance, threat- 
ening to submerge all known landmarks of thought, and drown* 
the world and you ! — I have heard Coleridge talk, with eager mu- 
sical energ}^ two stricken hours, his face radiant and moist, and 
communicate no meaning whatsoever to any individual of his 
hearers, — certain of whom, I for one, still kept eagerly listening 
in hope ; the most had long before given up, and formed (if the 
room were large enough) secondaiy humming gi'oups of their own. 
He began anywhere : you put some question to him, made some 
suggestive observation: instead of answering this, or decidedly 
setting out towards answer of it, he would accumulate formidable 
apparatus, logical swim-bladders, transcendental life-preservers and 
other precautionaiy and vehiculatory gear, for setting out; per- 
haps did at last get under way, — but was swiftly solicited, turned 
aside by the glance of some radiant new game on this hand or 
that, into new courses; and ever into new; and before long into 
all the Universe, where it was uncertain what game you would 
catch, or whether any. 

His talk, alas, was distinguished, like himself, by irresolution : 
it disliked to be troubled with conditions, abstinences, definite 
fulfilments ; — loved to wander at its own sweet will, and make its 
auditor and his claims and humble wishes a mere passive bucket 
for itself ! He had Imowledge about many things and topics, much 
curious reading ; but generally all topics led him, after a pass or 
two, into the high seas of theosophic philosophy, the hazy infini- 
tude of Kaiitean ti’anscendentalism, with its ‘ sum-m-mjects’ and 
‘ om-m-mjects.’ Sad enough ; for with such indolent impatience 
of the claims and ignorances of others, he had not the least talent 
for explaining this or anything unknown Jto them ; and you swam 
and fluttered in the mistiest wide unintelligible deluge of things, 
for most part in a leather profitless uncomfortable manner. 

Glorious*islets, too, I have seen rise out of the hsuze ; but they 
were few, and soon swallowed in the general element again. Balmy 
«unny islets, islets of the blest and the intelligible : — on which 
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occasions those secondary humming groups would all cease hum^ 
ming, and hang breathless upon the eloquent words ; till once 
your islet got wrapt in the mist again, and they could recommence 
humming. Eloquent artistically expressive words you always had ; 
piercing radiances of a most subtle insight came at intervals ; tones 
of noble pious sympathy, recognisable as pious though strangely 
coloured, were never wanting long : but in general you could not 
call this aimless, cloudcapt, cloudbased, lawlessly meandering hu- 
man discourse of reason by the name of ‘ excellent talk,’ but onty 
of ‘ surprising and were reminded bitterly of Hazlitt’s account of 
it: “ Excellent talker, very, — ^if you let him start from no premises 
and come to no conclusion.” Coleridge was not without what 
talkers call wit, and there were touches of prickly sarcasm in him, 
contemptuous enough of the world and its idols and pojiular dig- 
nitaries ; he had traits even of poetic humour : but in general he 
seemed deficient in laughter ; or indeed in sympathy for concrete 
human things either on the sunny or on the stormy side. One 
right peal of concrete laughter at some convicted flesh-and-blood ab- 
surdity, one burst of noble indignation at some injustice or depra- 
vity, nibbing elbows with us on this solid Earth, how strange would 
it have been in that Kantean haze-world, and how infinitely cheer- 
ing amid its vacant air-castles and dim-melting ghosts and sha- 
dows ! None such ever came. His life had been an abstract thinking 
and dreaming, idealistic, passed amid the ghosts of defunct bodies 
and of unborn ones. The moaning singsong of that theosophico- 
metaphysical monotony left on you, at last, a very dreary feeling. 

In close colloquy, flowing within narrower banks, I suppose he 
was more definite and apprehensible ; Sterling in aftertimes did 
not complain of his unintelligibility, or imputed it only to the 
abstruse high nature of the topics handled. Let us hope so, let 
us try to believe so ! There is no doubt but Coleridge could 
speak plain words on things plain : his obsen^ations and responses 
on the trivial matters that occuiTed were as simple as the com- 
monest man’s, or were even distinguished by superior simplicity 
as well as pertinency. “ Ah, your tea is too cold,. Mr. Coleridge ! ” 
mourned the good Mrs. Gilman once, in her land, reverential and 
yet protective manner, handing him a very tolerable though be- 
lated cup. — “ It’s better than I deserve ! ” snuffled he, in a low 
hoarse murmur, partly epurteous, chiefly pious, the tone of which 
still abides with me : “ It’s better than I deserve ! ” 

But indeed, to the young ardent mind, instinct with pious 
nobleness, yet driven to the grim deserts of Radicalism for a faith, 
his speculations had a charm much more than literary, a charm 
almost religious and prophetic. Tlie constant gist of his discourse 
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was lamentation over the sunk condition of the world ; which he 
recognised to be given up to Atheism and Materialism, full of 
mere sordid misbeliefs, mispursuits and misresults. All Science 
had become mechanical ; the science not of men, but of a kind of 
human beavers. Churches themselves had died away into a god- 
^ less mechanical condition ; and stood there as mere Cases of 
Articles, mere Forms of Churches; like the dried carcasses of 
once swift camels, which you find left withering in the thirst of 
the universal desert, — ghastly portents for the present, beneficent 
ships of the desert no more. Men’s souls were blinded, hebe- 
tated ; sunk under the influence of Atheism and Materialism, and 
Hume and Voltaire : the world for the present was as an extinct 
world, deserted of God, and incapable of welldoing till it changed 
its heai-t and spirit. This, expressed I think with less of indig- 
nation and with more of long-drawn querulousness, was always 
recognisable as the ground-tone : — ^in which truly a pious young 
heart, driven into Kadicalism and the opposition party, could not 
but recognise a too sorrowful truth ; and ask of the Oracle, with 
all eai-nestness, What remedy, then ? 

The remedy, though Coleridge himself professed to see it as in 
sunbeams, could not, except by processes unspeakably diflicult, be 
described to you at all. On the whole, those dead Churches, this 
dead English Church especially, must be brought to life again. 
Wliy not ? It was not dead ; the soul of it, in this parched-up 
body, was tragically asleep only. Atheistic Philosophy was true 
on its side, and Hume and Voltaire could on their own ground 
speak irrefragably for themselves against any Church : but lift the 
Church and them into a higher sphere of argument, they died into 
inanition, the Church revivified itself into pristine florid vigour, — 
became once more a living ship of the desert, and invincibly boro 
you over stock and stone. But how, but how ! By attending to 
the ‘ reason ’ of man, said Coleridge, and duly chaining up the 
‘ understanding ’ of man : the Vernunft (Eeason) and Verstand 
(Understanding) of the Germans, it all turned upon these, if you 
could well understand them, — ^^vhich you couldn’t. For the rest, 
Mr. Coleridge had on* the anvil various Books, especially was 
about to write one grand Book On the Logos, which would help to^ 
bridge the chasm for us. So much appeared, however : Churches, 
though proved false (as you had imaging), were still true (as you 
were to imagine) : here was an Artist who could bum you up an 
old Church, root and branch; and then as the Alchymists pro- 
fessed to do with organic substances in general, distil you an 
‘Astral Spirit’ from the ashes, which was the very image of the 
old burnt article, its airdrawn counterpart, — ^this you still had, or 
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might get, and draw uses from, if you could. Wait till the Book 
on the Logos were done ; — alas, till your own terrene eyes, blind 
with conceit and the dust of logic, were purged, subtilised and 
spiritualised into the sharpness of vision requisite for discerning 
such an “om-m-mject.” — The ingenuous young English bead, of 
those days, stood strangely puzzled by such revelations ; 
certain whether it were getting inspired, or getting infatuated into 
flat imbecility; and strange effulgence, of new day or else of 
deeper meteoric night, coloured the^^horizon of the future for it. 

Let me not be unjust to this memorable man. Surely there 
was here, in his pious, ever-labouring, subtle mind, a precious 
truth, or prefigurement of trutli ; and yet a fatal delusion withal. 
Prefigurement that, in spite of beaver sciences and tempor^y 
S2)iritual hebetude and cecity, man and his Universe were ^er- 
nally divine; and that no past nobleness, or revelatioiH of the 
diviUe, could or would ever be lost to him. Most trui. surely, 
and worthy of all acceptance. Good also to do what you can«vith 
old Churches and practical Symbols of the Noble; nay quit not 
the burnt ruins of them while you find there is still gold to be 
dug there. But, on the whole, do not think you can, by logical 
alchymy, distil astral spirits from them ; or if you could, that said 
astral spirits, or defunct logical phantasms, could serve you in 
anything. What the light of your mind, which is the direct 
inspiration of the Almi^ity, pronounces incredible, — that, in 
God’s name, leave uncredited ; at your peril do not try believing 
that. No subtlest hocus-pocus of ‘reason’ versus ‘understand- 
ing* will avail for that feat; — and it is terribly peiilous to try 
it in these provinces ! 

The tnith is, I now see, Coleridge’s talk and speculation was 
the emblem of himself ; in it as in hiili, a ray of heavenly inspira- 
tion struggled, in a tragically ineffectual degree, with the weakness 
of flesh and blood. He says once, he ‘had skirteil the howling 
deserts of Infidelity ; * this was evident enough : but he had not 
had the courage, in defiance of pain and terror, to press resolutely 
across said deserts to the new firm lands of Faith beyond ; he 
prefeiTed to create logical fatamorganas for* himself on this liither 
side, and laboriously solace himself with these. 

To the man himself Nature had given, in high measure, the 
seeds of a noble endowment ; and to unfold it had been forbidden 
him. A subtle lynx-eyed intellect, tremulous pious sensibility to 
all good and all beautiful ; truly a ray of empyrean light ; — but 
imbedded in such weak laxity of character, in such indblences and 
esuriences as had made strange work with it. Once more, the 
tragic story of a high endowment with an insufficient mil. An 
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eye to discern the divineness of the Heaven’s splendours and 
lightnings, the insatiable wish to revel in their godlike radiances 
and brilliancies ; but no heart to front the scathing terrors of them, 
which is the first condition of your conquering an abiding-place 
there. The courage necessaiy for him, above all things, had been 
denied this man. His life, with such ray of the empyrean in it, 
was great and terrible to him ; and he had not valiantly grappled 
with he had fled from it ; sought refuge in vague daydreams, 
hollflM^ompromises, in opium^ in theosophic metaphysics. Harsh 
ganger, necessity, slavish harnessed toil, were of all things 
abhorrent to him. And so the empyrean element, lying smothered 
under the teiTene, and yet inextinguishable there, made sad writh- 
ings. For pain, danger, difficulty, steady slaving toil, and other 
highly disagreeable behests of destiny, shall in no wise be shirked 
by any brightest mortal that will approve himself loyal to his 
mission in this world ; nay precisely the higher he is, tlie deej^er 
will be the disagreeableness, and the detestability to flesh and 
blood, of tlie tasks laid on him ; and the heavier too, and more 
tragic7*his penalties if he neglect them. 

For the old Eternal Powers do live forever ; nor do their laws 
know any change, however we in our poor wigs and church-tippets 
may attempt to read their laws. To steal into Heaven, — by the 
modern method, of sticking ostrich-like your head into fallacies on 
Earth, equally as by the ancient and by all conceivable methods, — 
is forever forbidden. High-treason is the name of that attempt; 
and it continues to be punished as such. Strange enough : here 
once more was a kind of Heaven-scaling Ixion ; and to him, as to 
the old one, the just gods were veiy stem ! The ever-revohnng, 
never-advancing Wheel (of a kind) "was his, through life ; and from 
his Cloud-Juno did not he t#o procreate strange Centaurs, spectral 
Puseyisms, monstrous illusory Hybrids, and ecclesiastical Chime- 
ras, — which nqj^ roam the earth in a veiy lamentable manner! 


• CHAPTER IX. 

SPANISH EXILES. 

This magical ingredient thrown into the wild cauldron of such a 
mind, which w’e have seen occupied hitheHo with mere Ethnicism, 
Radicalism and revolutionary tumult, but hungering all along for 
something higher and better, was sure to be eagerly welcomed 
and imbibed, and could not fail to produce important fermenta- 
tions there. Fermentations ; important new directions, and withal 
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important new perversions, in the spiritual life of tliis man, as it 
has since done in the lives of so many. Here then is the new 
celestial manna we were all in quest of? This thrice-refined'* 
pabulum of transcendental moonshine ? Whoso eateth thereof, — 
yes, what, on the whole, wdll he probably grow to? 

Sterling never spoke much to me of his intercourse with Cole- 
ridge; and when we did compare notes about him, it was usually 
rather in the way of controversial discussion than of narrative. So 
that, from my own resources, I can give no details of the bnBincss, 
nor specify anything in it, except *the general fact of an ardent 
attendance at Highgate continued for many months, which was 
impressively known to all Sterling’s friends; and am unable to 
assign even the limitary dates. Sterling’s own papers on the sub- 
ject having all been destroyed by him. Inferences point to the 
end of 1828 as the beginning of this intercourse ; perhaps in 1829 
it was at the highest point ; and already in 1830, when the inter- 
course itself was about to terminate, we have proof of the in- 
fluences it was producing, — in the Novel of Arthur Goningsbyy 
then on hand, the first and only Book that Sterling ever wrote. 
His writings hitherto had been sketches, criticisms, brief essays ; 
he was now tiyiug it on a wider scale ; but not yet with satis- 
factory results, and it proved to be his only trial in that form. 

He had abeady, as was intimated, given up his brief proprie- 
torship of the Aihencmm; the commercial indications, and state of 
sales and of costs, peremptorily ordering him to do so : the copy 
right -went by sale or gift, I know not at what precise date, into 
other fitter hands ; and with the copyright all connexion on the 
l^art of Sterling. To Athenceum Sketches had now (in 1829-30) 
succeeded Arthur Coningsby, a Novel in three volumes ; indicating 
(wlien it came to light, a year or tv o afterwards) equally hasty and 
much more ambitious aims in Literature ; — giving strong evidence, 
too, of internal spiritual revulsions going painfully forward, and 
in particular of the impression Coleridge was prdlmcing on him. 
Without and within, it was a wild tide of things this ardent light 
young soul was afloat upon, at present; and his outlooks into the 
future, whether for his spiritual or economic fortunes, were con- 
fused enough. 

Among his familiars in this period, I might have mentioned 
one Charles Barton, formerly his fellow-student at Cambridge, 
now an amiable, cheerful, rather idle young fellow about Town , 
who led the way into certain new experiences, and lighter fields, 
for Sterling. His Father, Lieutenant-General Barton of the Life- 
guards, an Irish landlord, I think in Fermanagh County, and a 
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man of connexions about Court, lived in a certain figure Jiere in 
Town ; bad a wife of fashionable habits, with other sons, and also 
daughters, bred in this sphere. These, all of tlicm, were amiable, 
elegant and pleasant people; — such was especially an eldest 
daughter, Susannah Barton, a stately blooming black-eyed young 
woman, attractive enough in form and character ; full of gay 
softness, of indolent sense and enthusiasm ; about Sterling’s own 
age, if not a little older. In this house, which opened to him, 
more decisively than his Father’s, a new stratum of society, and 
where his recei)tion for Charles’s sake and his own was of the 
kindest, he liked very well to be; and spent, I suppose, many of 
his vacant half-hours, lightly chatting with the elders or the 
youngsters, — doubtless with the young lady too, though as yet 
without particular intentions on either side. 

Nor, with all the Coleridge fermentation, was democratic Kadi- 
calism by any means given up ; — though how it was to live if the 
Coleridgcan moonshine took effect, might have been an abstruse 
question. Hitherto, while said moonshine was but taking effect, 
and colouring the outer surface of things without quite penetrating 
into the heart, democratic Liberalism-, revolt against superstition 
and oiq^rcssion, and help to whosoever would revolt, was still the 
grand clement in Sterling’s creed ; and practically he stood, not 
icady only, but full of alacrity to fulfil all its behests. We heard 
long since of the ‘ blade dragoons,’ — whom doubtless the new 
moonshine hn,d considerably silvered over into new hues, by this 
time : — but hero now, while Radicalism is tottering for him and 
tln-eatening to crumble, comes suddenly the grand consummation 
and explosion of Radicalism in his life ; whereby, all at once, 
Radicalism exhausted and ended itself, and appeai’ed no more 
there. 

In those years a visible section of the London population, and 
conspicuous out of all proportion to its size or value, was a small 
knot of Spaniards, who had sought shelter here as Political Re- 
fugees. “ Political Refugees a tragic succession of that class is 
one of the possessions of England in our time. Six-and-twenty 
years ago, when 1 first s&w London, I remember those unfortunate 
Spaniards among the new phenomena. Daily in the cold spring 
air, under skies so unlike their own, you could see a group of fifty 
or a hundred stately tragic figures, in p^oud threadbare cloaks ; 
perambulating, mostly with closed lips, the broad pavements of 
Euston Square and the regions about St. Pancras new Church. 
Their lodging was chiefly in Somers Town, as I understood ; and 
those open pavements about St, Pancras Church were the general 
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place of rendezvous. They spoke little or no English ; knew no- 
body, could employ themselves on nothing, in this new scene. 
Old steel-gray heads, many of them ; the shaggy, thick, blue-black 
hair of others struck you ^ their brown complexion, dusky look 
of suppi'essed fire, in general their tragic condition as of caged 
Numidian lions. 

That particular Flight of Unfortunates has long since fled 
again, and vanished ; and new have come and fled. In this con- 
vulsed revolutionaiy epoch, which already^lasts above sixty years, 
what tragic flights of such have we* not seen arrive on the one safe 
coast which is open to them, as they get successively vanquished, 
and chased into exile to avoid worse ! Swarm after swarm, of ever 
new complexion, from Spain as from other countries, is thrown 
off', in those ever-recurring 2 )aroxysms ; and will continue to be 
throTO ofiT. As there could be (suggests Linnseus) a ‘ flower- clock, ^ 
measuring the hours of the day, and the months of the year, by 
the kinds of flowers that go to sleep and awaken, that blow into 
beauty and fade into dust : so in the great Revolutionary Horo- 
loge, one might mark the years and epochs by the successive kinds 
of exiles that walk London streets, and, in gidm silent manner, 
demand pity from us and reflections from us. — This then extant 
group of Spanish Exiles was the Trocadero swarm, thrown off in 
1B23, in the Riego and Quirogas quarrel. These were they whom 
Charles Tenth had, by sheer force, driven from their constitution- 
alisms and their Trocadero fortresses, — Charles Tenth, vho him- 
self was soon driven out, manifoldly by sheer force ; and had to 
head his own swann of fugitives; and has noAV himself quite van- 
ished, and given place to others. For there is no end of them; 
propelling and propelled ! — 

Of tliese poor Spanish Exiles, now vegetating about Somers 
Town, and painfully beating the pavement in Euston Square, the 
acknowledged chief was General Toirijos, a man of high qualities 
and fortunes, still in the vigour of his years, and in these despe- 
rate circumstances refusing to despair; with whom Sterling had, 
at this time, become intimate. 


CHAPTER X. 

TORRIJOS. 

Torrijos, who had now in 1829 been here some four or five years, 
having come over in 1824, had from the first enjoyed a superior 
recejition in England. Possessing not only a language to speak, 
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which few of the others did, but manifold experiences courtly, 
military, diplomatic, with fine natural faculties, and high Spanish* 
manners tempered into cosmopolitan, he had been welcomed in 
vaidous circles of sodety ; and found, perhaps he alone of those 
Spaniards, a certain human companionship among persons of some 
standing in this country. With the elder Sterlings, among others, 
he had made acquaintance ; became familiar in the social circle at 
South Place, and was much esteemed there. With Madam Torri- 
jos, who also was a person of amiable and distinguished qualities, 
an affectionate friendship grew up on the part of Mrs. Sterling, 
which ended only with the death of these two ladies. John Ster- 
ling, on arriving in London from his University work, naturally 
inherited what he hked to take up of this relation : and in the 
lodgings in Regent Street, and the democratico-literary element 
there, Torrijos became a veiy prominent, and at length almost the 
central object. 

The man himself, it is w^ell known, was a valiant gallant man ; 
oj^vely intellect, of noble chivalrous character : fine talents, fine 
accomplishments, all grounding themselves on a certain rugged 
veracity, recommended him to the discerning. He had begun 
youtli in the Court of Ferdinand ; had gone on in Wellington and 
other arduous, victorious and unvictorious, soldierings ; familiar 
in camps and council-rooms, in presence-chambers and in prisons. 
He knew romantic Spain ; — ^he was himself, standing withal in the 
vanguard of Freedom’s fight, a kind of hving romance. Infinitely 
interesting to John Sterling, for one. 

It was to Torrijos that the poor Spaniards of Somers Town 
looked mainly, in their helplessness, for every species of help. 
Torrijos, it was hoped, would yet lead them into Spain and glo- 
rious victory there ; meanwhile here in England, under defeat, he 
was their captain and sovereign in another painfully inverse sense. 
To whom, in extremity, everybody might apply. When all present 
resources failed, and the exchequer was quite out, there still re- 
mained Torrijos. Torrijos has to find new resources for his des- 
titute patriots, find loans, find Spanish lessons for them among 
his English friends ; in all which chaiitable operations, it need 
not be said, John Sterling was his foremost man; zealous to empty 
his own purse for the object; impetuous in rushing hither or 
thither to enlist the aid of others, and find lessons or something 
tliat would do. His friends, of course, ha’d to assist ; the Bartons, 
among others, were wont to assist ;— -and I have heard that the 
fair Susan, birring up her indolent enthusiasm into practicality, 
was very successful in finding Spanish lessons, and the hke, for 
these distressed men. Sterling and his friends were yet new in 
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this business ; but Torrijos and the others were getting old in it, 
— and doubtless weary and almost desperate of it. They had now 
been seven years in it, many of them ; and were asking, When will 
the end be ? 

Torrijos is described as a man of excellent discernment : who 
knows how long he had repressed the unreasonable schemes of 
his followers, and turned a deaf ear to the temptings of fallacious 
hope ? But there comes at length a sum-total of oj^pressive bur- 
dens which is intolerable, which tempts the wisest towards falla- 
cies for relief. These weaiy groups, pacing the Euston Square 
pavements, had often said in their despair, “ Were not death in 
“ battle better? Here are we slowlj^ mouldering into nothingness; 
“ there we might reach it rapidly, in flaming splendour. Flame, 
“ either of victoiy to Sj^ain and us, or of a patiiot death, the sure 
“ harbinger of victory to Spain. Flame fit to kindle a fire which 
“ no Ferdinand, with all his Inquisitions and Charles-Tenths,. could 
“ put out.” Enough, in the end of 1829, Torrijos himself had 
yielded to this pressure ; and hoping against hope, persuaded Ja^pl 
self that if he could but land in the South of Spain with a small- 
patriot band well armed and well resolved, a band canying fire in 
its heart, — then Spain, all inflammable as touchwood, and groan- 
ing indignantly under its brutal tyrant, might blaze wholly into 
flame round him, and incalculable victory be won. Such was his 
conclusion ; not sudden, yet surely not deliberate either, — despe- 
rate rather, and forced on by circumstances. He thought with 
himself that, considering Somers Town and considering Spain, 
the terrible chance was worth tiying ; that this big game of Fate, 
go how it might, was one which the omens credibly declared ho 
and these poor Spaniards ought to play. 

His whole industries and energies were thereupon bent l«warcls 
starting the said game; and his thought and continual speech and 
song now was. That if he had a few thousand pounds to buy arms, 
to freight a ship and make tlic other prcpai'ations, he and these 
poor gentlemen, apd Spain and the world, were made men and a 
saved Spain and world. What talks and consultations in the apart- 
ment in Regent Street, during those winter days of 1829-30 ; set- 
ting into open conflagration the young democracy that was wont 
to assemble tliere ! Of which there is now left next to no remem- 
brance. For Sterling never spoke a word of this affair in after- 
days, nor was any of the" actors much tempted to speak. We can 
understand too well that h^re were young fervid heai’ts in an ex- 
plosive condition; your^ rash heads, sanctioned by ar man’s expe- 
rienced head. Here at last shall enthusiasm and theoiy become 
practice and fact; fiery dreams are at last pemiitted to realise 
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themselves ; and now is the time or never ! — How the Coleridge 
moonshine comported itself amid these hot telluric flames, oi* 
whether it had not yet begun to play there (which I rather doubt) , 
must be left to conjecture. 

Mr. Hare speaks of Sterling * sailing over to St. Valery in an 
open boat along wdth others,’ upon one occasion, in this enter- 
prise ; — in the final English scene of it, I suppose. Which is veiy 
possible. Unquestionably there was adventure enough of other 
kinds for it, and running to apd fro with all his speed on behalf 
of it, during these months of his history ! Money was subscribed, 
collected : the young Cambridge democrats were all a-blaze to 
assist Torrijos ; nay certain of them decided to go witli him, — and 
went. Only, as yet, the funds were rather incomplete. And here, 
as I learn from a good hand, is the secret histoiy of their becoming 
complete. Which, as wo arc upon the subject, 1 had better give. 
But for the following circumstance, they had perhaps never been 
completed ; nor had the rash enterprise, ©r its catastrophe, so in- 
fluential on the rest of Sterling’s life, taken place at all. 

A certain Lieutenant Robert Boyd, of the Indian Army, an 
Ulster Irishman, a cousin of Sterling’s, had received some affront, 
or otherwise taken some disgust in that service ; had thrown up 
lii’s c'emmission m consequence ; and returned home, about this 
tii^c, with intent to seek another course of life. Having only, for 
these impatient ardours, some experience in Indian drill- 
exbMse, and five thousand pounds of inheritance, he found ♦he 
enterprise attended with difficulties; and was somewhat at a loss 
how to dispose of himself. Some young Ulster comrade, in a 
partly similar situation, had pointed out to him that there lay in 
a certain neighbouring creek of the Irish coast, a worn-out royal 
gun-brig condemned to sale, to be had dog-cheap : this ho proposed 
that they two, or in fact Boyd with his five thousand pounds, 
should buy ; that they should refit and arm and man it ; — and sail 
a-privatecring “ to the Eastern Archipelago,” Philippine Isles, or 
I know not where ; and so conquer the golden fleece. 

Boyd naturally pauted a little at this great proposal ; did not 
quite reject it ; came across, with it and otlier fine projects and 
impatiences fermenting in his head, to London, there to see and 
consider. It was in the months when the Torrijos enterprise was 
in the birth-throes ; crying wildly for capital, of all things. Boyd 
naturally spoke of his projects to Sterling, — of his gun-brig lying 
in the Irish»creek, among others. Sterling naturally said, “ If 
“ you want an adventure of the Sea-king sort, and propose to lay 
your money and your life into such a game, here is Torrijos and 
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“ Spain at his back; here is a golden fleece to conquer, worth 
“ twenty Eastern Archipelagos.” — Boyd and Torrijos quickly met; 
quickly bargained. Boyd’s money was to go in purchasing, and 
storing with a certain stock of arms and etceteras, a small ship in 
the Thames, which should cany Boyd with Torrijos and the ad- 
venturers to the south coast of Spain ; and tliere, the game once 
played and won, Boyd was to have promotion enough, — ‘ the colo- 
nelcy of a Spanish cavalry regiment,' for one express thing. What 
exact share Sterling had in this negptiation, or whether he did not 
even take the prudent side and caution Boyd to be wary, I know 
not ; but it was he tliat brought the parties together ; and all his 
friends knew, in silence, that to the end of his life he painfully 
remembered that fact. 

And so a ship was hired, or purchased, in the Thames; due 
furnishings began to be executed in it; arms and stores were 
gradually got on board ; Torrijos with his Fifty picked Spaniards, 
in the mean while, getting ready. This was in the spring of 1830. 
Boyd’s 5000Z. was the grand nucleus of finance ; but vigorous sub- 
scription was carried on likewise in Sterling’s young democratic 
circle, or wherever a member of it could find access ; not without 
considerable result, and with a zeal that may be imagined. Nay, 
as above hinted, certain of these young men decided, not to give 
their money only, but themselves along with it, as democratic vo- 
lunteers and soldiers of progress ; among whom, it need not be 
said. Sterling intended to be foremost. Busy weeks with* him, 
those spring ones of the year 1830 ! Through this small NotS, ac- 
cidentally preserved to us, addressed to his friend Barton, we ob- 
tain a curious glance into the subterranean workshop ; 


‘ To Charles Barton^ Esq., Dorset Sq.^ Regent's Parh. 

[No date ; apparently March or Febmary 1830.] 

* My dear Charles, — I have wanted to see you to talk to you 
‘ about my Foreign affairs. If you are going to be in London for 
‘ a few days, I believe you can be very usq^ul to me, at a consider- 

* able expense and trouble to yourself, in the way of buying ac- 
‘ coutrements ; inter alia^ a sword and a saddle, — not, you will 

* understand, for my own use, 

‘ Things are going on veiy well, but are very, even fiightfuUy 
‘ near ; only be quiet ! Pray would you, in case of necessity, talie 
‘ a free passage to Holland, next week or the week after; stay two 
‘ or three days, and come back, all expenses paid ? If you write 
‘ to B at Cambridge, tell him above all things to hold his 
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* tongue. If you are near Palace Yard tomorrow before two, pray 
‘ come to see me. Do not come on purpose ; especially as I may 
‘ perhaps be away, and at all events shall not be there until eleven, 

* nor perhaps till rather later. 

‘ I fear I shall have alarmed your Mother by my irruption. 

* Forgive me for that and all my exactions from yoyi. If the next 
‘ month were over, I should not have to trouble any one. — ^Yours 

* affectionately, 

^ * J. Sterling.* 

Busy weeks indeed ; and a glowing smithy-light coming through 
the chinks ! — The romance of Arthur Coning shy lay written, or half- 
written, in his desk ; and here, in his heart and among his hands, 
was an acted romance and unknown catastrophes keeping pace 
with that. 

Doubts fiom*the doctors, for his health was getting ominous, 
threw some shade over the adventure. Reproachful reminiscences 
of Coleridge and Theosophy were natural too ; then fond regrets 
for Literatui*e and its glories : if you act your romance, how can 
you also write it? Regrets, and reproachful reminiscences, from 
Art and Theosophy ; perhaps some tenderer regrets withal. A 
crisis in life had come; when, of innumerable possibilities one 
possibility was to be elected king, and to swallow all the rest, the 
rest of course made noise enough, and swelled themselves to 
their biggest. 

Meanwhile the ship was fast getting ready : on a certain day, 
it was to drop quietly down the Thames ; then touch at Deal, and 
take on board Torrijos and his adventurers, who were to bo in 
waiting and on the outlook«for them there. Let every man lay-in 
his accoutrements, then ; let every man make his packages, his 
arrangements and farewells. Sterling went to take leave of Miss 
Barton. “ You are going, then ; to Spain ? To rough it amid the 
Btoims of war and perilous insurrection ; and with that weak 
“ health of yours ; and — we shall never see you more, then !’* Miss 
Barton, all her gaiety gone, the dimpling softness become liquid 
soiTOw, and the musical ringing voice one wail of woe, ‘ burst into 
tears,’ — so I have it on authority : — here was one possibility about 
to be strangled that made unexpected noise ! Sterling’s interview 
ended in the offer of hie hand, and the acceptance of it ; — any 
sacrifice to get rid of this horrid Spanish business, and save the 
health and life of a gifted young man so precious to the world and 
to another ! 

‘ Ill-health,’ as often afterwards in Sterhng’s life, when the ex- 
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cuse was real enough but not the chief excuse ; ^ ill-health, and 
insuperable obstacles and engagements/ had to bear the chief 
brunts in apologising : and, as Sterling’s actual presence, or that of 
any Englishman except Boyd and his money, was not in the least 
vital to the adventure, his excuse was at once accepted. The Eng- 
lish connexions and subscriptions are a given fact, to be presided 
over by what English volunteers there are : and as for Englishmen, 
the few^r Englishmen that go, the larger will be the share of in- 
huence for each. The other adventurers, Torrijos among them in 
due readiness, moved silently one by one down to Deal : Sterling, 
superintending the naval hands, on board their ship in the Thames, 
was to see the last finish given to everything in that department ; 
then, on the set evening, to drop down quietly to Deal, and there 
say Andad con Dios, and return. 

Behold ! Just before the set evening came, the Spanish Envoy 
at this Court has got notice of what is going on ; tlie Spanish En- 
voy, and of course tlie British Foreign Secretary, and of course 
also the Thames Police. Armed men spring suddenly on booi'd, 
one day, while Sterling is theye ; declare the ship seized and em- 
bargoed in the King’s name ; nobody on board to stir, till he has 
given some account of himself in due time and place ! Huge con- 
sternation, naturally, from stem to stern. Sterling, whose presence 
of mind seldom forsook him, casts his eye over the liiver and its 
craft ; sees a wherry, privately signals it, drops rapidly on board 
of it : “ Stop !" fiercely interjects the marine policeman from the 
ship’s deck. — “ Why stop ? What use have you for me, or I for 
you?” and the oars begin playing. — “Stop, or I'll shoot you!” 
cries the marine policeman, drawing a pistol. — “ No, you won’t.” — 
“ I will!” — “If you do, you’ll be hanged at the next Maidstone 
assizes, then ; that’s all,” — and Sterling’s wherry shot rapidly 
ashore ; and out of this perilous adventure. 

That same night he posted down to Deal; disclosed to the 
Torrijos party what catastrophe had come. No passage Spain- 
ward from the Thames ; well if arrestment do not suddenly come 
from the Thames ! It was on this occasion, I suppose, that the 
passage in the open boat to St. Valery occurred ; — speedy flight in 
what boat or boats, open or shut, could be got at Deal on the sud- 
den. Sterling himself, according to Hare’s authority, actually 
went wdth them so far. Enough, they got shipping, as private 
j)assengers in one craft hr the other ; and, by degrees or at once, 
arrived all at Gibraltar, — Boyd, one or two young democrats of 
Eegent Street, the fifty picked Spaniards, and Tprrijos, — safe, 
though without arms ; still in the early part of the yeax\ 
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CHAPTEK XL 

MARRIAGE : ILL-HEALTH ; WEST-TNDIES. 

Sterling’s outlooks and occupations, now that his Sjianish friends 
were gone, must have been of a rather miscellaneous confused de- 
scription. He had the entei-prise of a married hfe close before 
him ; and as yet no profession, no fixed pursuit whatever. His 
health was already very threirtening ; often such as to disable him 
from present activity, and occasion the gravest apprehensions; 
practically blocking up all important courses whatsoever, and ren- 
dering the future, if even life were* lengthy ed and he had any 
future, an insolubility for him. Parliament was shut, public life 
was shut: Literature, — if, alas, any solid fruit could lie in Litera- 
ture ! 

Or perhaps one’s health would mend, after all ; and many 
things be better than was hoped ! Sterling was not of a despond- 
ent temper, or given in any measure to lie down and indolently 
moan : I fancy he walked briskly endtigh into this tempestuous-look- 
ing future ; not heeding too much its thunderous aspects ; doing 
swiftly, for the day, what his hand found to do. Arthur Coningshy^ 
I suppose, lay on the anvil at present ; visits to Coleridge were 
now again more possible; grand news from Torrijos might be 
looked for, though only small yet came : — nay here, in the hot 
July, is France, at least, all thrown into volcano again ! Here are 
the miraculous Three Days ; heralding, in thunder, great things to 
Torrijos and others ; filling with babblement and vaticination tlie 
mouths and hearts of all democratic men. 

So rolled along, in tui^ult of chaotic remembrance and uncer- 
tain hope, in manifold emotion, and Uie confused struggle (for 
Sterling as for the world) to extricate the New from the falling 
ruins of the Old, the summer and autumn of 1830. From Gib- 
raltar and Toirijos the tidings were vague, unimpoi-tant and dis- 
couraging : attempt on Cadiz, attempt on the lines of St. Roch, 
those attempts, or rather resolutions to attempt, had died in the 
birth, or almost before it. Men blamed Torrijos, little knowing 
his impediments. Boyd was still patient at his post ; others of 
tlie young English (on the strength of the subscribed moneys) 
were said to be thinking of tours, — ^perhaps in the Sierra Morena 
and neighbouring Quixote regions. From that Torrijos enterprise 
it did not seem that anything considerable would come. 

On the edge of winter, here at home. Sterling was married : * at 
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Christcliurch, Marylebone, 2d November 1830/ eay the records. 
His blooming, kindly and trae-hearted Wife had not much money, 
nor li^^d he as yet any : but friends on both sides were bountiful 
and hopeful ; had made up, for the young couple, tlie foundations 
of a modestly effective household; and in the future there lay 
more substantial prospects. On the finance side Sterling never 
had anything to suffer. His Wife, though somewhat languid, and 
of indolent humour, was a graceful, pious-minded, honourable and 
afiectionate woman ; she could not much support him in the ever- 
shifting stimggles of his life, but she faithfully attended him in 
them, and loyally marched by his side through the changes and 
nomadic pilgrimings, of whi^h many were appointed him in his 
short course. • 

Unhappily a few weeks after his marriage, and before any 
household was yet set up, he fell dangerously ill ; worse in health 
than he had ever yet been : so many agitations crowded into the 
last few months had been too much for him. He fell into dan- 
gerous pulmonaiy illness, sank ever deeper ; lay for many weeks 
in his Father’s house utterly prostrate, his young Wife and his 
Mother watching over him ; friends, sparingly admitted, long 
despairing of his life. All prospects in this world were now 
apparently shut upon him. ^ 

After a while, came hope again, and kindlier symptoms : but 
the doctors intimated that there lay consumption in the question, 
and that perfect recovery was not to be looked for. For weeks 
he had been confined to bed ; it was several months before he 
could leave his sick-room, where the visits of a few friends had 
much cheered him. And now when delivered, readmitted to the 
air of day again, — weak as he was, and with such a liability still 
lurking in him, — ^what his young parl^er and he were to do, or 
whitherward to turn for a good course of life, was by no means 
too apparent. 

One of his Mother Mrs, Edward Sterling’s Uncles, a Coning- 
ham from Derry, had, in the course of his industrious and ad- 
venturous life, realised large property in^the West Indies, — a 
valuable Sugar-estate, with its equipments, in the Island of St. 
Vincent ; — from which Mrs. Sterling and her family were now, and 
had been for some years before her Uncle’s decease, deriving im- 
portant benefits. I have heard, it was then worth some ten thou- 
sand pounds a year to the parties interested. Anthony Sterling, 
John, and another a cousin of theirs were ultimately ^o be‘ heirs, 
in equal proportions. The old gentleman, always kind to his kin- 
dred, and a brave and solid man thougli somewhat abrupt in his 
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ways, had lately died : leaving a settlement to this effect, not 
without some intricacies, and almost caprices, in the conditions 
attached. * 

This property, which is still a valuable one, was Sterling’s chief 
pecuniary outlook for the distant future. Of course it well de- 
seived taking care of ; and if the eye of the master were upon it, 
of course too (according to the adage) the cattle would fatten 
better. As the warm climate was favourable to pulmonary com- 
plaints, and Sterling’s occupations were so shattered to pieces 
and his outlooks here so waste and vague, why should not he un- 
dertake this duty for himself and others ? 

It was fixed upon as the eligiblest course. A visit to St. Vin- 
cent, perhaps a permanent residence there : he went into the pro- 
ject with his customary impetuosity; his young Wife cheerfully 
consenting, and all manner - of new hopes clustering round it. 
There are the rich tropical sceneries, the romance of the torrid 
zone with its new skies and seas and lands ; there are Blacks, and 
the Slavery question to be investigated ; there are the bronzed 
Whites and Yellows, and their strange new way of life : by all 
means let u’s go and try! — Arrangements being completed, so 
soon as hfs strength had sufficiently recovered, and the harsh 
spring winds had sufficiently abated. Sterling with his small 
household set sail for St. Vincent ; and arrived without accident. 
His first child, a son Edward, now living and grown to manhood, 
was bom there, ‘ at Brighton in the Island of St. Vincent,’ in the 
fall of that year 1831, 


CHAPTER XII. 

ISLAND OF ST. VINCENT. 

Steeling found a pleasant residence, with all its adjuncts, ready 
for him, at Colonarie, in this * volcanic Isle’ under the hot sun. An 
interesting Isle : a place of rugged chasms, precipitous gnarled 
heights, and the most firuitful hollows ; shaggj^ everywhere with 
luxuriant vegetation ; set under magnificent skies, in the mirror 
of the summer seas ; offering everywhere the grandest sudden 
outlooks and contrasts. His Letters represent a placidly cheerful 
riding life ; a pensive humour, but the thunderclouds all sleeping 
in the distance. Good relations with a few neighbouring planters ; 
indifference to the noisy political and other agitations of the rest : 
friendly, by no means romantic appreciation of the Blacks ; quiet 
prosperity economic and domestic: on the whole a healtliy and 
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rccommendable way of life, with Literature very much in abeyance 
in it. 

He writes to Mr. Hare (date not given) : ‘ The landscapes 

* around me here are noble and lovely as any tliat can be con- 

* ceived on Earth. How indeed could it be otherwise, in a small 
‘ Island of volcanic mountains, far within the Tropics, and per- 
‘ petually covered with the richest vegetation ? ’ The moral aspect 
of things is by no means so good ; but neither is that without its 
fair features. * So far as I see, the Slaves here are cunning, de- 

* ccitful and idle; without any great aptitude for ferocious crimes, 

* and with very little scruple at committing others. But I have 
‘ seen them much only in veiy favourable circumstances. They 

* are, as a body, decidedly unfit for freedom ; and if loft, as at pre- 
‘ sent, completely in tlie hands of their masters, will never become 

* so, unless through the agency of the Methodists.’ ^ 

In the Autumn came an immense hurricane ; with new and in- 
deed quite perilous experiences of West-Indian life. This hasty 
Letter, addressed to his Mother, is not intrinsically his remai-k- 
ablest from St. Vincent : but thq body of fact delineated in it 
being so much the greatest, we will quote it in preference. A 
WesMndian tornado, as John Sterling witnesses it, and with vivid 
authenticity describes it, may be considered worth lopking at. 

‘ To Mrs. Sterling, South Place, KnightshrUlge, London. 

* Brighton, St. Vincent, 28th August 1831. 

‘ My dear Mother, — The packet came in yesterday; bringing 
‘ me some Newspapers, a Letter from my Father, and one from 
‘ Anthony, with a few lines from you. I wrote, some days ago, a 
‘ hasty Note to my Father, on the^ chance of its reaching you 
‘ through Grenada sooner than any communication by the packet ; 

‘ and in it I spoke of the great misfoitune which had befallen this 
‘ Island and Barbadocs, but from which all those you take an in- 
‘ terest in have happily escaped unhurt. 

‘ From the day of our arrival in tlie West Indies until Thurs- 
‘ day the 11th instant, which will long be a memorable day with 
‘ us, I had been doing my best to get ourselves established com- 
‘ fortably ; and I had at last bought the materials for making some 
‘ additions to the house. But on the morning I have mentioned, 

‘ all that I had exerted myself to do, nearly all the property both 
‘ of Susan and myself, and the very house we lived in, were sud- 

* denly destroyed by a visitation of Providence far more terrible 
‘ than any I have ever witnessed. 

* Biography (by Mr. Hare), p. xli. 
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‘ When Susan came from her room, to breakfast, at eight 

* o’clock, I pointed out tp her the extraordinary height and vio- 
‘ lence of the surf, and the singular appearance of the clouds of 
‘ heavy rain sweeping down the valleys before us. At this time I 
‘ had so little apprehension of what was coming, that T talked of 
‘ riding down to the shore when the storm should abate, as I had 

* never seen so fierce a sea. In about a quarter of an hour tho 
‘ House-Negroes came in, to close the outside shutters of tho 
‘ windows. They knew that the plantain-trees about the Negro 
‘ houses had been blown doiVn in the night ; and had told the 
‘ maid-servant TyiToll, but I had heard notliing of it. A very few 
‘ minutes after the closing of the windows, I found that the shut- 

* ters of Tyrrell’s room, at the south and commonly the most shel- 

* tered end of the House, were giving way. 1 tried to tie them^ but 
‘ the silk handkerchief which I used soon gave way ; and as I had 

* neither hammer, boards nor nails in the house, I could do nothing 
‘ more to keep out the tempest. I found, in pushing at the leaf 

* of the shutter, that the wind resisted, more as if it had been a 

* stone wall or a mass of iron, Than a mere current of air. There 
‘ were one or two peoi)lc outside trying to fasten the windows, and 
‘ I went out to help ; but we had no tools at hand : one man was 

* blown down the hill in fi*ont of the house, before my face ; and 
‘ the other and myself had great difficulty in getting back again 
‘ inside the door. The rain on my face and hands felt like so 
‘ much small shot fi’om a gun. There was great exertion neces- 
‘ sary to shut the door of the house. 

‘ The windows at the end of the large room were now giving 
‘ way ; and I suppose it was about nine o’clock, when tlie hurii- 
' cane burst them in, as if it had been a discharge from a battery 
‘ of heavy cannon. The slitters were first forced open, and the 
‘ wind fastened them back to the wall ; and then the panes of 
‘ glass were smashed by the mere force of the gale, without any- 

* thing having touched them. Even now I was not at all sure the 
‘ house would go. My books, I saw, were lost ; for the rain poured 
‘ past the book-cases, as if it had been the Colonarie River. But 
‘ we carried a good dejil of furniture into the passage at the en- 
‘ trance : wo set Susan there on a sofa, and the Black House- 

* keeper was even attempting to get her some breakfast. The 

* house, however, began to shake so violently, and the rain was so 
‘ searching, that she could not stay thftre long. She went into 

* her own room ; and I stayed to see what could be done. 

‘ Unher ^le forepart of the house, there are cellars built of 
‘ stone, but not arched. To these, however, there was no access 

* except on the outside ; and I knew from iby own experience that 
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‘ Susan could not have gone a step beyond the door, without being 
‘ carried away by the storm, and probably killed on the spot. The 
‘ only chance seemed to be that of breaking through the floor. 
‘ But when the old Cook and myself resolved on this, we found 
‘ that we had no instrument with which it would be possible to do 
‘ it. It was now clear that we had only God to trust in. The 

* front w’indows were giving way with successive crashes, and the 
‘ floor shook as you may have seen a cai*pet on a gusty day in 

* London. I went into our bed-room ; where I found Susan, Tyr- 
‘ rell, and a little Coloured girl of seven or eight years old ; and 
‘ told them that we should probably not be alive in half an hour. 

* I could have escaped, if I had chosen to go alone, by crawling on 
‘ the ground either into the kitchen, a separate stone building at 

* no great distance, or into the open fields away from trees or 
‘ houses ; but Susan could not have gone a yard. She became 

* quite calm when she knew the worst ; and she sat on my knee 
‘ in what seemed the safest comer of the room, while every blast 
‘ was bringing nearer and nearer the moment of our seemingly 

* certain destruction. ® 

* The house was under two parallel roofs ; and the one next 

* the sea, which sheltered the other, and us who were under the 
‘ other, went off, I suppose about ten o’clock. After my old plan, 

* I will give you a sketch, from which you may perceive how we 

* were situated : 
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* The a, a are the windows that were first destroyed : b went next ; 
" my books were between the windows 5, a^id on the wall opposite 
‘ to them. The lines c and d mark the directions of the two roofs ; 

* e is the room in which we were, and 2 is a plan of it on a larger 

* scale. Look now at 2 : « is the bed ; c, o the two wardrobes ; b 

* the comer in which we V^ere. I was sitting in an arm- chair, hold- 
‘ ing my Wife ; and Tyrrell and the little Black child were close to 

* us. We had given up all notion of surviving; and on^y waited for 
‘ tlie fall of the roof to perish together. 

‘ Before long the roof went. Most of the materials, however, 
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* were earned clear away ; one of the large couples was caught on 
‘ the bed-post marked d, and held fast by the iron spike ; while 
‘ the end of it hung over our heads : had the beam fallen an inch 
‘ on either side of the bed-post, it must necessarily have crushed 

* us. The walls did not go with the roof ; and we remained for 

* half an hour, alternately praying to God, and watching them as 
‘ they bent, creaked, and shivered before the storm. 

* Tyrrell and the child, when the roof was off, made their way 
‘ through the remains of the jgartition, to the outer door ; and with 

* the help of the people who were looking for us, got into the 
‘ Idtchen. A good while after they were gone, and before we loiew 

* anything of their fate, a Negro suddenly came upon us; and the 
‘ sight of him gave us a hope of safety. When the people learned 

* that we were in danger, and while their own huts were flying 
‘ about their cars, they crowded to help us ; and the old Cook 
‘ urged them on to our rescue. He made five attempts, after 
‘ saving Tyrrell, to get to us ; and four times he was blown down. 

‘ The fifth time he, and the Negro we first saw, reached the house. 

‘ The space they had to trave#*se vras not above twenty yards of 

* level ground, if so much. In another minute or two, the Over- 
‘ seers, and a crowd of Negroes, most of whom had come on their 

* hands and knees, were surrounding us ; and with their help, 

‘ Susan was carried round to the end of the house ; where they 

* broke open the cellar window, and placed her in comparative 

* safety. The force of the hurricane was, by this time, a good deal 

* diminished, or it would have been impossible to stand before it. 

‘ But the wind was still terrific ; and the rain poured into the 
‘ cellars through the floor above. Susan, TyiTell, and a crowd of 

* Negroes remained under it, for more than two hours : and I was 
‘ long afraid that the wet agid cold would kill her, if she did not 
‘ perish more violently. Happily we had wine and spirits at hand, 

* and she was much nerved by a tumbler of claret. As soon as 

* I saw her in comparative security, I went off with one of the 

* Overseers down to the Works, where the greater number of the 

* Negroes were collected, that we might see what could be done 

* for them. They were^wretched enough, but no one was huri ; 

‘ and I ordered them a dram apiece, which seemed to give them a 
‘ good deal of consolation. 

‘ Before I could make my way back, the hurricane became as 
‘ bad as at first ; and I was obliged to taKe shelter for half an houi 
‘in a ruined Negro house. This, however, was tlie last of its 
‘ extreme violence. By one o’clock, even the rain had in a great. 

* degree ceased ; and as only one room of the house, the one 
‘ marked /, was standing, and that rickety, — I had Susan canied 



254 


JOHN STEELING. 


‘ ill a chair down the hill, to the Hosi^ital ; where, in a small 
‘ paved unlighted room, she spent the next twenty-four hours. 
‘ She was far less injured than might have been expected from 
‘ such a catastrophe. ^ 

‘ Next day, I had the passage at the entrance of the house 
‘ repaired and roofed ; and we returned to the ruins of our habi- 
‘ tation, still encumbered as they were with the wreck of almost 
‘ all we were possessed of. The walls of the pai-t of the house 

* next the sea were carried away, in ^ess I think tlian half an hour 
‘ after we reached the cellar : when I had leisure to examine the 
‘ remains of the house, I found the floor strown with fragments of 
‘ the building, and with broken furniture ; and our books all 
‘ soaked as completely as if they had been for several hours in 
‘ the sea. 

‘ In the course of a few days I had the other room, g, which is 
‘ under the same roof as the one saved, rebuilt; and Susan stayed 
‘ in this temporary abode for a week, — ^^vhen we left Colonarie, and 
‘ came to Brighton. Mr. Munro’s kindness exceeds all precedent. 

‘ We shall certainly remain here till iny Wife is recovered from 
‘ her confinement. In the mean while we shall have a new house 
‘ built, in which we hope to be well settled before Christmas. 

* The roof was half blown off the kitchen, but I have had it 
‘ mended already; the other offices were all swept away. The gig 
‘ is mucli injured; and my horse received a wound in the fall of 
‘ the stable, from which he will not be recovered for some weeks : 

' in the mean time I have no choice but to buy another, as I must 
‘ go at least once or twice a week to Colonarie, besides business in 
‘ Town. As to our own comforts, we can scarcely expect ever to re- 
‘ cover from the blow that has now stricken us. No money would 
‘ i-epay me for the loss of my books, cf which a large proportion 
‘ had been in my hands for so many years that they were like old 

* and faithful friends, and of which many had b^en given me at 
‘ different times by the persons in the world whom I most value. 

‘ But against all this I have to set the preservation of our lives, 

* in a way the most awfully providential ; and the safety of every 
‘ one on the Estate. And I have also the great satisfaction of 
‘ reflecting that all the Negroes from whom any assistance could 
‘ reasonably be expected, behaved like so many Heroes of An- 
‘ tiquity ; risking their lives and limbs for us and our property, 

* while their own poor houses were flying like chafi‘ before the 
‘ hurricane. There are few White, people here who can say as 

, ‘ much for their Black dependents ; and the force and value of the 

* relation between Master and Slave has been tried by the late 

* calamity on a large scale. 
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‘ Great jDart of both sides of this Island has been laid com- 
‘ pletely waste. The beautiful wide and fertile Plain called the 
‘ Cliarib Country, extending for many miles to the north of Colo- 
‘ narie, and formerly containing the finest sets of works and best 
‘ dwellingdiouses in th^ Island, is, I am told, completely desolate : 

‘ on several estates not a roof even of a Negro hut standing. In 
‘ the embarrassed circumstances of many of the proprietors, the 

* ruin is, I fear, irreparable. — ^At Colonarie the damage is serious, 

‘ but by no means desperate. ^The crop is perhaps injured ten or 

* fifteen per cent. The roofs of several large buildings are de- 
‘ stroyed, but these wo are already su])plying; and the injuries 
‘ done to the cottages of the Negroes are, by this time, nearly 
‘ if not quite remedied. 

‘ Indeed, all that has been suffered in St. ^bncent appears 
‘ nothing when compared with the appalling loss of property and 
‘ of human lives at Barbadoes. There the Town is little but a 
‘ heap of ruins, and the corpses are reckoned by thousands ; while 
‘ throughout the Island there are not, I believe, ten estates on 
‘ which the buildings are standing. The Elliotts, from whom we 
‘ have heard, are living with all their family in a tent ; and may 
‘ think themselves wonderfully saved, wdien whole families round 
‘ them were crushed at once beneath their houses. Hugh Barton, 

‘ the only officer of the Garrison hurt, has broken his arm, and w’e 
‘ know^ nothing of his prospects of recovery. The more horrible 
‘ misfortune of Barbadoes is partly to be accounted for by the fact 
‘ of the hurricane having begun there during the night. The 

* flatness of the surface in that Island presented no obstacle to 

‘ the wind, which must, however, I think have been in itself 
‘ more furious than with us. No other island has suffered con- 
‘ siderably. • 

‘ I have told both my Uncle and Anthony that I have given 
‘ you the details of our recent history ; — wiiicli are not so pleasant 
‘ that I should wish to write them again. Perhaps you will be 
‘ good enough to let them see thi%, as soon as you and my Father 
‘ can spare it. * * * I am ever, dearest Mother, — ^j'^our grate- 
‘ ful and affectionate • 

‘ John Sterlino.’ 

This Letter, I observe, is dated 28th August 1831 ; which is 
otherwise a day of mark to the world and me, — the Poet Goethe’s 
last birthday. Wliile StciiinCg sat in the Tropical solitudes, 
penning this history, little European Weimar had its carnages and « 
state-carriages bus}^ on the streets, and w^as astir with compliments 
and visiting cards, doing its best, as heretofore, on behalf of a 
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remarkable day ; and was not, for centuries or tens of centuries, 
to see the like of it again ! — 

At Brighton, the hospitable home of those Munroes, our friends 
continued for above two months. Their first child, Edward, as 
above noticed, was born here, ‘ 14th October 1831 — and now the 
poor lady, safe from all her various perils, could return to Colo- 
narie under good auspices. 

It was in this year that I first heard definitely of Sterling as a 
contemporary existence; and laid up some note and outline of 
him in my memory, as of one whom I might yet hope to know. 
John Mill, Mrs. Austin and perhaps other friends, spoke of him 
with great affection and much pitying admiration ; and hoped to 
see him home again, under better omens, from over the seas. As 
a gifted amiable being, of a certain radiant tenuity and velocity, 
too thin and rapid and diffusive, in danger of dissipating himself 
into the vague, or alas into death itself : it was so tlrat, like a spot 
of bright colours, rather than a portrait with features, he hung 
occasionally visible in my imagination. 


CHAPTEB XIII. 

A CATASTROPHE. 

The ruin of his house had hardly been repaired, when there 
arrived out of Europe tidings which smote as with a still more 
fatal hurricane on the four corners of his inner world, and awoke 
all the old thunders that lay asleep on his horizon there. Tidings, 
at last of a decisive nature, from Gibraltar and the Spanish demo- 
crat adventure. This is what the Newspapers had to report, — the 
catastrophe at once, the details by degrees, — from Spain concern- 
ing that affair, in the beginning of the new year 1832. 

Torrijos, as we have seen, had hitherto accomplished as good 
as nothing, except disappointment to his impatient followers, and 
sorrow and regret to himself. Poor Toirijos, on amving at Gib- 
raltar with his wild band, and coming into contact with the rough 
fact, had found painfully how much his imagination had deceived 
him. The fact lay round him haggard and ironbound ; flatly 
refusing to be handled according to his scheme of it. No Spanish 
soldiery nor citizenry showed the least disposition to join him; 
on the contrary the official Spaniards of that coast seemed to have 
j the watchfullest eye on all his movements, nay it w^s conjectured 
they had spies in Gibraltar who gathered liis very intentions and 
betrayed them. This small project of attack, and then that other, 
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proved futile, or was abandoned before the attemijt. Torrijos had 
to lie painfully within the lines of Gibraltar, — ^liis poor followers 
reduced to extremity of impatience and distress ; the British 
Governor, too, though not unfriendly to him, obliged to frown. 
As for the young Cantabs, they, as was said, had wandered a little 
over the South border of romantic Spain ; had perhaps seen Seville, 
Cadiz, with picturesque views, since not with belligerent ones ; 
and their money being done, had now returned homo. So had it 
lasted for eighteen months. 

The French Three Days Itrealdng out had armed the Guerril- 
lero Mina, armed all manner of democratic guerrieros and guerril- 
leros ; and considerable clouds of Invasion, from Spanish exiles, 
hung minatoiy over the North and North-East of Spain, supported 
by the new-born French Democrac 5 ^, so far as privately possible. 
These Turj-ijos had to look upon with inexpressible feelings, and 
take no hand in supporting from the South ; these also he had to 
see brushed away, successively abolished by official generalship ; 
and to sit within his hues, in the painfullest manner, unable to do 
anything. The fated, gallant-minded, but too headlong man. At 
length the British Governor himself was obliged, in official de- 
ceiKjy, and as is thought on repeated remonstrance from his 
Spanish official neighbours, to signify how indecorous, improper 
and impossible it was to harbour within one’s lines such explosive 
pieparations, once they were discovered, against allies in full peace 
with us, — the necessity, in fact, there was for the matter ending. 
Jt is said, he offered Torrijos and his people passports, and British 
protection, to any country of the world except Spain : Torryos did 
not accept the passports ; spoke of going peaceably to this place 
or to that ; promised at least, what he saw and felt to be clearh" 
necessary, that he would soon leave Gibraltar. And ho did soon 
leave it ; he and his, Boj^d alone of the Englishmen being now 
with him. 

It was on the last night of November 1831, that they all set 
forth; Torrijos with Fifty-five companions; and in two small ves- 
sels, committed themselves to their nigh-desperate foilune. No 
sentry or official person had noticed them ; it was from the Spanish 
Consul, next morning, that the British Governor first heard they 
were gone. The British Governor knew nothing of them ; but 
appai'ently the Spanish officials were much better informed. Span- 
ish guardships, instantly awake, gave chase to the two small ves- 
sels, which were making all sail towards Malaga ; and, on shore, 
all manner of troops and detached parties were in motion, to ren- 
der a retreat to Gibraltar by land impossible. 

Crowd all sail for Malaga, then ; there perhaps a regiment will 

s 
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join US ; there, — or if not, we are but lost ! Fancy need not paint 
a more tragic situation than that of ToitiJos, the unfortunate gallant 
man, in the gray of this morning, first of December 1831, — his last 
free morning. Noble game is afoot, afoot at last; and all the 
hunters have him in their toils. — The guardsliips gain upon Tor- 
rijos; he cannot even reach Malaga; has to run ashore at a place 
called Fueugirola, not far from that citj^ ; — tho guardships seizing 
his vessels, so soon as he is disembarked. The country" is all up ; 
troops scouring the coast eveiywhere: no possibility of getting 
into Malaga with a party of Fifty-five. He takes i^ossossion of a 
farmstead (Ingles, the place is called) ; bari'icades himself there, 
but is speedily beleaguered with forces hopelessly superior. Ho 
demands to treat ; is refused all treaty ; is granted six hours to 
consider, shall then either surrender at discretion, or be forced to 
do it. Of course he does it, having no alternative ; and enters 
Malaga a prisoner, all his followers prisoners. Here had the 
Torrijos Enterprise, and all that was embarked upon it, finally 
arrived. 

Express is sent to Madrid ; express instantly returns : “ Mili- 
“ tary execution on the instant ; give them shi’iving if they want 
“ it; that done, fusillade them all.” So poor Torrijos and his fol- 
lowers, the whole Fifty-six of them, Eobert Boyd included, meet 
swift death in Malaga. In such manner rushes-down the curtain 
on them and their affair ; they vanish thus on a sudden ; rapt 
away as in black clouds of fate. Poor Boyd, Sterling’s cousin, 
pleaded his British citizenship ; to no purpose : it availed only to 
his dead body, this was delivered to the British Consul for inter- 
ment, and only this. Poor Madam Torrijos, hearing, at Paris 
where she now was, of her husband’s capture, hurries towards 
Madrid to solicit mercy ; whither also messengers from Lafayette 
and the French Government were hurrying, on the like errand : 
at Bayonne, news met the poor lady that it was already all over, 
that she was now a widow, and her husband hidden from her for- 
ever. — Such was the handsel of the new year 1832 for Sterling in 
his West-Indian solitudes. 

Sterling’s friends never heard of these affairs ; indeed we were 
all secretly warned not to mention the name of Torrijos in his 
hearing, which accordingly remained strictly a forbidden subject. 
His misery over this catastrophe was known, in his own family, to 
have been immense. He wrote to his Brother Anthony ; “ I hear 
the sound of that musketry; it is as if the bulletSiWere tearing 
“ my own brain.” To figure in one’s sick and excited imagination 
such a scene of fatal man-hunting, lost valour hopelessly captured 
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and massacred; and to add to it, that the victims are not men 
merely, that they are noble and dear forms known lately as indi- 
vidual friends : what a Dance of the Furies and wild-pealmg Dead- 
march is this, for the mind of a loving, generous and vivid man ! 
Torrijos getting ashore at Fuengirola; Robert Boyd and others 
ranked to die on the esplanade at Malaga — Nay had not Sterling, 
too, been the innocent yet heedless means of Boyd’s embarldng in 
tins enterprise ? By his own kinsman poor Boyd had been wit- 
lessly guided into the pitfalls. “ I hear the soupd of that mus- 
ketiy ; it is as if the bullets were tearing my own brain ! " 


CHAPTER XIV. 


PAUSE. 

These thoughts dwelt long with Sterling ; and for a good while, I 
fancy, kept possession of the proscenium of his mind ; madly pa- 
rading there, to the exclusion of all else, — colouring all else with 
their own black hues. He was young, rich in the power to be 
miserable or othenvise ; and this was his first grand sorrow which 
liad now fallen upon him. 

An important spiritual crisis, coming at any rate in some foim, 
had hereby suddenly in a very sad form come. No doubt, as 
youth was passing into manhood in these Tropical seclusions, and 
higher wants were awakening in his mind, and years and reflection 
were adding new insight and admonition, much in his young way 
of thought and action lay already under ban with him, and repent- 
ances enough over many things were not wanting. But here on a 
sudden had all repentance^, as it were, dashed themselves toge- 
tlier into one grand whirlwind of repentance ; and his past life was 
fallen wholly as into a state of reprobation. A great remorseful 
miseiy had come upon him. Suddenly, as with a sudden hght- 
ning-stroke, it had kindled into conflagration all the mined stme- 
turc of his past life ; such ruin had to blaze and flame round him, 
in the painfullest manner, till it went out in black ashes. His de- 
mocratic philosophies, and mutinous radicalisms, alread}’- falling 
doomed in his thoughts, had reached their consummation and 
final condemnation here. It was all so rg,sh, impmdent, arrogant, 
all that ; false, or but half-true ; inapplicable wholly as a mle of 
noble conduct ; — and it has ended thus. Wo on it ! Another guid- 
ance must be found in life, or life is impossible ! — < 

It IS evident, Sterling’s thoughts had already, since the old 
days of ‘ the black dragoon,’ much modified themselves. We per- 
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ceive that, by mere increase of experience and length of time, the 
opposite and much deeper side of the question, which also has its 
adamantine basis of truth, was in turn coming into play; and in 
fine that a Philosophy of Denial, and world illuminated merely 
by the flames of Destruction, could never have permanently been 
the resting-place of such a man. Those jiilgrimings to Coleridge, 
years ago, indicate deeper wants beginning to be felt, and import- 
ant ulterior resolutions becoming inevitable for him. If in your 
own soul there is any tone of the ‘ Eternal Melodies,' you cannot 
live forever in those poor outer, transitory grindings and discords; 
you will have to struggle inwards and upwards, in search of some 
diviner home for yourself ! — Coleridge’s prophetic moonshine, Tor- 
rijos’s sad tragedy: those were important occurrences in Sterling’s 
life. But, on the whole, there was a big Ocean for him, with im- 
petuous Gulf-streams, and a doomed voyage in quest of the Atlan- 
tis, hej'ore either of those arose as lights on the horizon. As im- 
poiiant beacon-lights let us count them nevertheless ; — signal-dates 
they form to us, at lowest. We may reckon this Torrijos tragedy 
the crisis of Sterling’s history \ the turning-point, which modified, 
in the most important and by no means wholly in the most favour- 
able manner, all the subsequent stages of it. 

Old Badicalism and mutinous audacious Ethnicism having thus 
fallen to wreck, and a mere black world of misery and reinorse now 
disclosing itself, whatsoever of natural piety to God and man, what- 
soever of pity and reverence, of awe and devout hoi)e was in Ster- 
ling’s heart now awoke into new activity ; and strove for some due 
utterance and predominance. His Letters, in these months, speak 
of earnest religious studies and eflbrts; of prayer, — of attempts by 
prayer and longing endeavour of all Ivinds, to struggle his way into 
the temple, if temple there were, and there find sanctuary.' The 
realities were grown so haggard ; life a field of black ashes, if 
there rose no temple anywhere on it ! Why, hke a fated Orestes, 
is man so whipt by the Furies, and driven madly hither and thi- 
ther, if it is not even that he may seek some shrine, and there 
make expiation and find deliverance ? , 

In these circumstances, what a scope for Coleridge’s philoso- 
phy, above all ! “ If the bottled moonshine he actually substance ? 
“ Ah, could one but believe in a Church while finding it incre- 
“ dible 1 What is faith ^ what is conviction, credibility, insight? 
“ Can a thing be at once known for true, and known for false ? 
, “ ‘ Reason,’ ‘understanding:’ is there, then, such ai? internecine 
“ war between these two ? It was so Coleridge imagined it. the 
* Hare, pp. xliii,-xlvi 
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“ wisest of existing men!” — No, it is not an easy matter (accord- 
ing to Sir Kenelm Digby), this of getting up your ‘ astral spirit’ of 
a thing, and setting it in action, when the thing itself is well burnt 
to ashes. Poor Sterling ; poor sons of Adam in geneml, in this 
sad age of cobwebs, worn-out symbolisms, reminiscences and si- 
mulacra! Who can tell the struggles of poor Sterling, and his 
pathless wanderings through these things ! Long afterwards, in 
speech with his Brother, he compared his case in this time to that 
of “ a young lady who has tsagically lost her lover, and is willing 
“ to be half-hoodwinked into a convent, or in any noble or quasi- 
“ noble way to escape from a world which has become intolerable.” 

During the summer of 1832, I find traces of attempts towards 
Anti-Slavery Philanthropy ; shadows of extensive schemes in that 
direction. Jfalf desperate outlooks, it is likely, towards the refuge 
of Pliilanthropism, as a new chivalry of life. These took no serious 
hold of so clear an intellect; but they hovered now and aftorw^ards 
as day-dreams, when life otherwise was shorn of aim ; — mirages in 
the desert, which are found not t/o be lakes when you put your 
bucket into them. One thing was clear, the sojourn in St. Vincent 
was not to last much longer. 

Perhaps one might get some scheme raised into life, in Dol- 
ing Street, for universal Education to the Blacks, preparatory to 
emancipating them ? There were a noble work for a man ! Then 
again poor Mrs, Sterling’s health, contrary to his owm, did not 
agree with warm moist climates. And again &c. &c. These were 
the outer surfaces of the measure ; the unconscious pretexts under 
which it showed itself to Sterling and was shown by him : but the 
inner heart and determining cause of it (as frequently in Sterling’s 
life, and in all our lives) ^’as not these. In brief, he had had 
enough of St. Vincent. The strangling oppressions of his soul 
were too heavy for him there. Solution lay in Europe, or might 
lie ; not in these remote solitudes of the sea, — ^w'here no shrine or 
saint’s well is to be looked for, no communing of pious pilgrims 
journeying together towards a shrine. 


CHAPTER X\. 

BONN,* HERSTMONCEUX. 

After a residence of perhaps fifteen months. Sterling quitted St.* 
Vincent, and never returned. He reappeared at his Father’s house, 
to the joy of English friends, in August 1832 ; well improved in 
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health, and eager for English news ; but, beyond vague schemes 
and possibilities, considerably uncertain what was next to be 
done. 

After no long stay in this scene, — finding Downing Street dead 
as stone to the Slave-Education and to all other schemes, — he 
went across, with his wife and child, to Germany ; purposing to 
make not so much a tour as some loose ramble, or desultory re- 
sidence in that countiy, in the Khineland first of all. Here was 
to be hoped the picturesque in scenery, which he much affected ; 
here the new and true in speculation, which he inwardly longed 
for and wanted greatly more ; at all events, here as readily as else- 
where might a temporary household be struck up, under interest- 
ing circumstances. — I conclude he went across in the Spring of 
1833 ; perhaps directly after Arthur Coningsby had got through the 
press. This Novel, which, as we have said, was begun two or 
three years ago, probably on his cessation from the Athenesum, and 
was mainly finished, I think, before the removal to St. Vincent, 
had by this time fallen as good as obsolete to his own mind ; and 
its destinaction now, whether fo the press or to the fire, was in 
some sort a matter at once of difficulty and of insignificance to 
him. At length deciding for the milder alternative, he had thrown 
in some completing touches here and there, — especially, as 1 con- 
jecture, a pi'oportion of Colridgean moonshine at the end ; and so 
sent it forth. 

It was in the sunny days, perhaps in May or June of this year, 
that Arthur Coningsby reached my own hand, far off amid the 
heathy wildernesses; sent by John Mill: and I can still recollect 
the pleasant little episode it made in my solitude there. The ge- 
neral impression it left on me, which has never since been re- 
newed by a second reading in whole tor in part, was the certain 
prefigurement to myself, more or less distinct, of an opulent, ge- 
nial and sunny mind, but misdirected, disappointed, expei'ienced 
in miseiy ; — nay crude and hasty ; mistaking for a solid outcome 
from its woes what was only to me a gilded vacuity. The hero an 
ardent youth, representing Sterling himself, plunges into life such 
as we now have it in these anarchic times, with the radical, utili- 
tarian, or mutinous heathen theory, which is the readiest for in- 
quiring souls ; finds, by various courses of adventure, utter shii>- 
wreck in this ; lies broken, very wretched : that is the tragic 
nodus, or apogee of his life-course. In this mood of mind, he 
clutches desperately towards some new method (recognisable as 
* Coleridge’s) of laying hand again on the old Church, which has 
hitherto been extraneous and as if non-extant to his way of 
thought ; makes out, by some Coleridgean legerdemain, that there 
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actually is still a Church for him ; that this extant Church, which 
he long took for an extinct shadow, is not such, but a substance ,* 
upon which he can anchor himself amid the storms of fate ; — and 
he does so, even taking orders in it, I think. Such could by 
no means seem to me the true or tenable solution. Here clearly, 
struggling amid the tumults, was a lovable young fellow-soul ; who 
had by no means yet got to land ; but of whom much might be 
hoped, if he ever did. Some of the delineations are highly pic- 
toiial, flooded with a deep jruddy efiulgence ; betokening much 
wealth, in the crude or the ripe state. The hope of perhaps, one 
day, knowing Sterling, was welcome and interesting to me. Ar- 
thur Coningsby, struggling imperfectly in a sphere high above cir- 
culating-library novels, gained no notice whatever in that quarter ; 
gained, I suppose in a few scattered heads, some such recognition 
as the above ; and there rested. Sterling never mentioned the 
name of it in my hearing, or would hear it mentioned. 

In those very days while Arthur Goningshy was getting read 
amid the Scottish moors, ‘ in June. 1833,’ Sterling, at Bonn in the 
Khnie-countiy, fell-in with his old tutor and friend, the Reverend 
Julius Hare; one with whom he always delighted to communi- 
cate, especially on such topics as then altogether occupied him. 
A man of cheerful serious character, of much approved accom- 
lilishment, of perfect courtesy ; surely of much piety, in all senses 
of that word. Mr. Hare had quitted his scholastic labours and 
distinctions, some time ago ; the call or opportunity for taking 
orders having come ; and as Rector of Herstmonceux in Sussex, 
a place f)atrimonially and otherwise endeared to him, was about 
entering, under the best omens, on a new course of hfe. He was 
now on his return from Rome, and a visit of some length to Italy. 
Such a meeting could not but be welcome and important to Ster- 
ling in such a mood. They had much earnest conversation, freely 
communing on the highest matters ; especially of Sterling’s purpose 
to undertake the clerical profession, in which course his reverend 
friend could not but bid him good speed. 

It appears. Sterling akeady intimated his intention to become 
a clergyman : He would study theology, biblicalities, perfect him- 
self in tire knowledge seemly or essential for his new course ; — 
read diligently * for a year or two in some good German Univer- 
sity,’ then seek to obtain orders : that wa*s his plan. To which Mr. 
Hare gave his hearty Huge; adding that if his own curacy hap- 
pened then, to be vacant, he should be well pleased to have Ste^• 
ling in that office. So they parted. 

‘ A year or two’ of serious reflection ‘ in #orae good German 
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University,’ or anywhere in the world, might have thrown much 
elucidation upon these confused stragglings and purposings of 
Sterling’s, and probably have spared him some confusion in his 
subsequent life. But the talent of waiting was, of all others, the 
one he wanted most. Impetuous velocity, all -hoping headlong 
alacrity, what we must call rashness and impatience, characterised 
him in most of his important and unimportant procedures ; from 
the purpose to the execution there was usually but one big leap 
with him. A few months after Mr. Fare w^as gone. Sterling WTote 
that his purposes were a little changed by the late meeting at 
Bonn ; that he now longed to enter the Church straightway ; that 
if the Herstmonceux Curacy was still vacant, and the Hector’s 
kind thought towards him still held, he would instantly endeavour 
to qualify himself for that office. 

Answer being in the affirmative on both heads. Sterling re- 
turned to England; took orders, — ‘ordained deacon at Chichester 
on Trinity Sunday in 1834’ (he never became technically piiest) ; — 
and so, having fitted himself and family with a reasonable house, 
in one of those leafy lanes in quiet Herstmonceux, on the edge of 
Pevensey Level, he commenced the duties of his Curacy. 

The bereaved young lady has tal^en the veil, then’ Even so. 
“ Life is growing all so dark and brutal ; must be redeemed into 
“ human, if it will continue life. Some pious heroism, to give a 
“ human colour to hfe again, on any terms,” — even on impossible 
ones ! 

To such length can transcendental moonshine, cast by some 
morbidly radiating Coleridge into the chaos of a fermenting life, 
act magically there, and produce divulsions and convulsions and 
diseased developments. So dark and abstruse, without lamp or 
authentic finger-post, is the coarse of pious genius towards the 
Eternal Kingdoms grown. No fixed highway more ; the old spi- 
ritual highways and recognised paths to the Eternal, now all torn 
up and flung in heaps, submerged in unutterable boiling mud- 
oceans of Hypocrisy and Unbelievability, of brutal living Atheism 
and damnable dead putrescent Cant: suiely a tragic pilgrimage 
for all mortals; Darkness, and the mere shadow of Death, enve- 
loping all things from pole to pole ; and in the raging gulf-currents, 
offering us will-o’-wisps Ifor loadstars, — intimating that there are 
no stars, nor ever were, except certain 01d-.Tew ones which have 
now gone out. Once more, a tragic pilgrimage for all mortals; and 
‘for the young pious soul, winged with genius, and q)as8ionately 
seeking land, and mssionately abhorrent of floating carrion withal, 
more tragical than Tor any ! — A pilgrimage we must all undertake 
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nevertheless, and make the best of with our respective means. 
Some arrive ; a glorious few : many must be lost, — go down upon 
the floating wreck which they took for land. Nay, courage ! These 
also, so far as there was any heroism in them, have bequeathed 
their life as a contribution to us, have valiantly laid their bodies 
in the chasm for us : of these also there is no ray of heroism losty 
— and, on the whole, what else of them could or should be ‘ saved’ 
at any time ? Courage, and ever Forward ! 

Concerning this attempt of Sterling’s to find sanctuary in the 
old Church, and desperately grasp the hem of her garment in such 
manner, there will at present be many opinions : and mine must 
be recorded hero in flat reproval of it, in mere pitying condem- 
nation of it, as a rash, false, unwise and unpermitled step. Nay, 
among the evil lessons of his Time to poor Sterling, I cannot but 
account this Ihe worst ; properly indeed, as we may say, the apo- 
theosis, the solemn apology and consecration, of all the evil les- 
sons that were in it to him. Alas, if we did remember the divine 
and awful nature of God’s Truth, and had not so forgotten it as 
poor doomed creatures never did before, — should we, durst "we in 
our most audacious moments, think of wedding it to the world’s 
Untruth, which is also, like all untruths, the Devil’s? Only in 
tlie world’s last lethargy can such things be done, and accounted 
safe and pious ! Fools ! “ Do you think the living God is a buz- 
zard idol,” sternly asks Milton, that you dare address Him in this 
manner? — Such darkness, thick sluggish clouds of cowardice and 
oblivious baseness, have accumulated on us ; thickening as if to- 
wards the eternal sleep ! It is not now known, what never needed 
proof or statement before, that Beligion is not a doubt; that it is 
a certainty, — or else a mockery and horror. That none or all of 
tlie many things we are in (foubt about, and need to have demon- 
strated and rendered probable, can by any alchemy be made a 
‘ Religion’ for us ; but are and must continue a baleful, quiet or 
unquiet. Hypocrisy for us; and bring — salvation, do we fancy? I 
think, it is another thing they will bring ; and are, on all hands, 
visibly bringing, this good while ! — 

t 

The Time, then, with its deliriums, has done its worst for poor 
Sterling. Into deeper aberration it cannot lead him ; this is the 
crowning error. Happily, as beseems thfj superlative of errors, it 
was a very brief, almost a momentary one. In June 1834 Sterling 
dates as installed at Herstmonceux ; and is flinging, as usual, his 
whole soul itito the business; successfully so far as outward re-* 
suits could show: but already in September, he begins to have 
misgivings ; and in February following, quits It altogether, — the 
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rest of liis life being, in great pai-t, a laborious effort of detail to 
pick the fragments of it off him, and be free of it in soul as well as 
in title. 

At tliis the extreme point of spiritual deflexion and depression, 
when the world’s madness, unusually impi*essive on such a man, 
has done its very worst with him, and in all future errors whatso- 
ever he will be a little less mistaken, we may close the First Part 
of Sterling’s Life. 



PAET II, 


CHAPTER I. 

CURATE. 

By Mr. Hare's account, no priest of any Church could more fer- 
vently address himself to his functions than Sterling now did. He 
went about among the poor, the ignorant, and those that had need 
of help; zealously forwarded schools and beneficences; strove, with 
his whole might, to instruct and aid whosoever suffered consciously 
in body, or still worse unconsciously in mind. He had charged 
himself to make the Apostle Paul his model; the perils and voy ag- 
ings and ultimate martyrdom of Christian Paul, in those old ages, 
on the great scale, were to be translated into detail, and become 
the practical emblem of Christian Sterling on tlie coast of Sussex 
ill this new age. ‘ It would be no longer from Jerusalem to Da- 

* mascus,’ writes Sterling, ‘ to Arabia, to Derbe, Lystra, Ephesus, 

* that he would travel : but .each house of his appointed Paiish 

* would be to him what each of those great cities was, — a place 

* where he would bend his whole being, and spend his heart for 
‘ the conversion, purification, elevation of those under his influ- 
‘ ence. The whole man would be forever at work for this pur- 
‘ pose ; head, heart, knowledge, time, body, possessions, all would 
y)e directed to this end^ A high enough model set before one : 
— how to be realised ! Sterling hoped to realise it, to struggle 
towards realising it, in some small degree. This is Mr. Hare’s 
report of him : 

‘ He was continually devising some frehh scheme for improving 

* the condition of the Parish. His aim was to awaken the minds 

‘ of the peoplg, to arouse their conscience, to call forth their sense , 
‘ of moral responsibility, to malte them feel their own sinfulness, 

‘ their need of redemption, and thus lead them to a recognition of 
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‘ the Divine Love by which that redemption is offered to us. In 
‘ visiting them he was diligent in all weathers, to the risk of his 
‘ o\Yn health, which was greatly impaired thereby ; and his gentle- 
‘ ness and considerate care for the sick won their affection ; so that, 
‘ though his stay was veiy short, his name is still, after a dozen 
‘ years, cherished by many.’ 

How beautiful would Sterling be in all this ; rushing forward 
like a host towards victoiy ; playing and pulsing like sunshine or 
soft lightning; busy at all hours to, perform his part in abundant 
and superabundant measure ! * Of that which it was to me per- 

* sonally,' continues Mr. Hare, ‘ to have such a fellow-labourer, to 

* live constantly in the freest communion witli such a friend, I can- 
‘ not speak. He came to me at a time of hea^y affliction, just after 
‘ I had heard that the Brother, who had been the sharer of all my 
‘ thoughts and feelings from childhood, had bid farewell to his 
‘ earthly life at Rome ; and thus he seemed given to me to make 
‘ up in some sort for him whom I had lost. Almost daily did 

* I look out for his usual hour of coming to me, and watch his 

* tall slender form walldng rapidly across the hill in front of my 

* window ; with the assurance that he was coming to cheer and 
‘ brighten, to rouse and stir me, to call me up to some height of 
‘ feeling, or down to some depth of thought. His lively spirit, re- 
‘ spending instantaneously to every impulse of Nature and Art; 
‘ his generous ardour in behalf of whatever is noble and true ; his 
‘ scorn of all meanness, of all false pretences and conventional be- 
‘ liefs, softened as it was by compassion for the victims of those 
‘ besetting sins of a cultivated age; his never-flagging impetuosity 
‘ in pushing onward to some unattained point of duty or of know- 
' ledge : all this, along with his gentle, almost reverential affection- 
‘ ateness towards his former tutoi, rendered my intercourse with 
‘ him an unspealiable blessing; and time after time has it seemed 

* to me that his visit had been like a shower of rain, bringing down 
‘ freshness and brightness on a dusty roadside hedge. By him too 
‘ the recollection of these our daily meetings was cherished till 
‘ the hist.’^ 

There are many poor people still at Herrtmonceux who affection# 
ately remember him ; Mr. Hare especially makes mention of one 
good man there, in his young days ‘ a poor cobbler,’ and now ad- 
vanced to a much better position, who gratefully ascribes this out- 
ward and the other improvements in his life to Sterling’s generous 
encouragement and charitable care for him. Such was tlie curate- 
life at Herstmonceux. So, in those actual leafy lanes, on the edge 


' Hare, xlyiii. liv. Iv. 
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of Pevensey Level, in tliis new age, did our poor New Paul (on 
best of certain oracles) diligently study to comport himself, — and 
struggle with all his might not to be a moonsliine shadow of the 
First Paul. 

It was in this summer of 1834, — month of May, shortly after 
arriving in London, — that I first saw Sterling's Father. A stout 
broad gentleman of sixty, perpendicular in attitude, rather showily 
dressed, and of gracious, ingenious and slightly elaborate manners. 
It was at Mrs. Austin’s in Bayswater; he was just taking leave as 
I entered, so our interview lasted only a moment; but the figure 
of the man, as Sterling’s father, had already an interest for me, 
and I remember the time well. Captain Edward Sterling, as we 
formerly called him, had now quite dropt the military title, no- 
body even of his friends now remembering it ; and was Imown, 
according to his wish, in political and other circles, as Mr. Ster- 
Img, a inivate gentleman of some figure. Over whom hung, more- 
over, a kind of mysterious nimbus as the principal or one of the 
principal writers in the Times^ which gave an interesting chiaro- 
scuro to his character in society. A potent, profitable, but some- 
what questionable position ; of which, though ho affected, and 
sometimes with anger, altogether to disown it, and rigorously 
insisted on the rights of anonymity, he was not unwilling to take 
the honours too ; the private pecuniary advantages were veiy un- 
deniable ; and his reception in tlie Clubs, and occasionally in 
higher quarters, was a good deal modelled on the universal belief 
in it. 

John Sterling at Herstmonceux that afternoon, and his Father 
here in London, would have offered strange contrasts to an eye 
that had seen them both. Ci>ntrasts, and yet concordances. They 
were two very different-looking men, and were following two very 
different modes of activity that afternoon. And yet with a strange 
family likeness, too, both in the men and their activities; the cen- 
tral impulse in each, the faculties apphed to fulfil said impulse, 
not at all dissimilar, — as grew visible to me on farther knowledge. 


CHAPTER II.. 

NOT CURATE. 

Thus it went on for some months at Herstmonceux ; but thus it 
could not last. We said there were already misgivings as to health 
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&c. in September that was but the fourth month, for it had bo* 
gun only in June. The hke clouds of misgiving, flights of dark 
vapour, chequering more and more the bright sky of this promised 
land, rose heavier and rifer month after month ; till in February 
following, that is in the eighth month from starting, the sky had 
grown quite overshaded ; and j)oor Sterling had to think practi- 
cally of depai*ture from his promised land again, finding that the 
goal of his pilgrimage was not there. Not there, wherever it may 
be ! March again therefore ; the ajbiding city, and post at which 
we can live and die, is still aliead of us, it would ai)pcar ! 

‘ Ilbhealth’ was the external cause ; and, to all parties con- 
cerned, to Sterling himself I have no doubt as completel}^ as to 
any, the one determining cause. Nor was the ill-health wanting ; 
it was there in too sad reality. And yet properly it was not there 
as the burden ; it was there as the last ounce which broke the 
camel’s back. I take it, in this as in other cases known to me, ill- 
health was not the primary cause but rather the ultimate one, the 
summing-up of innumerable far deeper conscious and unconscious 
causes, — the cause which coul(l boldly show itself on the surface, 
and give the casting vote. Such was often Sterling’s way, as one 
could observe in such cases : though the most guileless, undooep- 
tive and transparent of men, he had a noticeable, almost childlike 
faculty of self-deception, and usually substituted for the piimary 
determining motive and set of motives, some ultimate ostensible 
one, and gave that out to himself and others as the ruling impulse 
for important changes in life. As is the way with much more 
ponderous and deliberate men ; — as is the way, in a degree, with 
all men ! 

Enough, in February 1834, Sterling came up to London, to con- 
sult with his physicians, — and in fact in all ways to consider with 
himself and friends, — what was to be done in regard to this Herst- 
monceux business. The oracle of the physicians, like that of Del- 
phi, w'as not exceedingly determinate : but it did bear, what was 
a sufiiciently undeniable fact, that Sterling’s constitution, mth a 
tendency to pulmonary ailments, was ill-suited for the office of a 
preacher ; that total abstinence from preaching, for a yeai’ or two, 
w'ould clearly be the safer course. To which eflect he WTites to 
Mr. Hare with a tone of soitowTuI agitation ; gives up his clerical 
duties at Herstmonceux ; — and never resumed them there or else- 
where. He had been in the Church eight months in all : a brief 
section of his life, but an important one, which coloured several 
.*ofhis subsequent years, and now strangely colours, all his years 
in the memory of some. 


^ Hare, p. Ivi. 
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This we may account the second grand crisis of his History. 
Kadicalism, not long since, had come to its consummation, and 
vanished from liim in a tragic manner. Not by Kadicalism is 
the path to Human Nobleness for me !” And here now had Eng- 
lish Priesthood risen like a sun, over the waste ruins' and extinct 
volcanoes of liis dead Radical world, with promise of new blessed- 
ness and healing under its wings ; and this too has soon found 
itself an illusion : “Not by Priesthood either lies the way, then. 
Once more, where does the way lie!” — To follow illusions till 
they burst and vanish is the lot of all new souls who, luckily or 
lucklessly, are left to their own choice in starting on this Earth. 
The roads are many; the authentic finger-posts are few, — never 
fewer than in this era, when in so many senses the waters are out. 
Sterling of all men had the quickest sense for nobleness, heroism, 
and the human summum honum ; the liveliest headlong spirit of 
adventure and audacity ; few gifted living men less stubbornness 
of perseverance. Illusions, in his chase of the summum honum^ 
were not likely to be wanting ; aberrations, and wasteful changes 
of course, were likely to be many ! It is in the history of such 
vehement, trenchant, far-shining and yet intiinsically light and 
volatile souls, missioned into this epoch to seek their way there, 
tliat we best see what a confused epoch it is. 

This clerical aberration, — for such it undoubtedly was in Ster- 
ling, — we have ascribed to Coleridge ; and do clearly think that 
had there been no Coleridge, neither had this been, — nor had 
English Puscyism or some other strange enough universal por- 
tents been. Nevertheless, let us say farther that it lay partly in 
the general bearing of the world for such a man. This battle, 
universal in our sad epoch, of ‘ all old things passing away’ against 
‘ all things becoming new,’ h^s its summaiy and animating heart 
in that of Radicalism against Church : there, as in its flaming 
core, and point of focal splendour, does the heroic worth that lies 
in each side of the quarrel most clearly disclose itself; and Ster- 
ling was the man, above many, to recognise such worth on both 
sides. Natural enough, in such a one, that the light of Radicalism 
liaving gone out in darkness for him, the opposite splendour should 
next rise as the chief, and invite his loyalty till it also failed. In 
one fonn or the other, such an aberration was not unlikely for 
him. But an aberration, especially in this fonn, we may certainly 
call it. No man of Sterling’s veracity, hkd he clearly consulted 
his own heart, or had his own heart been capable of clearly re- 
sponding, an(J not been dazzled and bewildered by transient fan- , 
tasies and theosophic moonshine, could have undertaken this 
function. His heart w’ould have answered : “ No, thou canst not. 
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“ What is incredible to thee, thou shult not, at thy soul’s peril, 
“ attempt to believe ! — Elsewhither for a refuge, or die here. Go 
“ to Perdition if thou must, — but not with a lie in thy mouth ; by 
“ the Eternal Maker, no !” * 

Alas, once more! How are poor mortals whiiled hither and 
thither in the tumultuous chaos of our era ; and, under the thick 
smoke-canopy which has eclipsed all stars, how do they fly now 
after this poor meteor, now after that ! — Sterling abandoned his 
clerical ojffice in February 1835 ; having held it, and ardently fol- 
lowe^it, so long as we say, — eight Calendar months in all. 

It was on this his February expedition to London that I first saw 
Sterling, — at the India House incidentally, one afternoon, where I 
found him in company with John Mill, whom I happened like him- 
self to be visiting for a few minutes. The sight of one whose fine 
qualities I had often heard of lately, was interesting enough ; and, 
on the whole, proved not disappointing, though it was the trans- 
lation of dream into fact, that is of poetry into prose, and showed 
its unrhymed side withal. A loose, careless-looking, thin figure, in 
careless dim costume, sat, inli lounging posture, carelessly and co- 
piously talking. I was struck with the kindly but restless swift-glan- 
cing eyes, which looked as if the spirits were all out coursing like a 
pack of merry eager beagles, beating every bush. The brow, rather 
sloping in form, was not of imposing character, though again the 
head was longish, which is always the best sign of intellect ; the 
2 )liysiognoniy in general indicated animation rather than strength. 

We talked rapidly of various unmemorable things: I remember 
coming on the Negroes, and noticing that Sterling’s notions on the 
Slavery Question had not advanced into tlie stage of mine. In re- 
ference to the question whether an “ engagement for life,” on just 
terms, between parties who are fixed in the character of master 
and servant, as the Whites and the Negroes are, is not really bet- 
ter than one from day to day, — he said with a kindly jeer, “ 1 
would have the Negroes themselves consulted as to that !” — and 
would not in the least believe that the Negroes were by no means 
final or perfect judges of it. — His address, I perceived, was abrupt, 
unceremonious ; probably not at all disinclined to logic, and cap- 
able of dashing in upon you like a charge of cossacks, on occasion : 
but it was also eminently ingenious, social, guileless. We did all 
very well together : and Sterling and I walked westward in com- 
pany, choosing whatever lanes or quietest streets there were, as 
far as Knightsbridge where our roads parted ; talking on morali- 
ties, theological philosophies; arguing copiously,'* but excejpt in 
opinion not disagreeing. 
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In his notions on such subjects, tho expected Coleridge cast of 
thought was very visible ; and he seemed to express it even with 
exaggeration, and in a fearless dogmatic manner. Identity of sen- 
timent, difference of opinion : these are the known elements of 
a pleasant dialogue. We parted with the mutual wish to meet 
again ; — which accordingly, at his Father’s house and at mine, we 
soon repeatedly did; and already, in the few days before his re- 
turn to Herstmonceux, had laid the foundations of a frank inter- 
course, pointing towards pleasant intimacies both with himself 
and with his circle, which in the future were abundantly fu^illed. 
His Mother, essentially and even professedly “ Scotch,” took to 
my Wife gradually with a most kind maternal relation ; his Father, 
a gallant showy stirring gentleman, the Magus of the Times, had 
talk and argument ever ready, was an interesting figure, and more 
and more took interest in us. We had unconsciously made an 
acquisition, which grew richer and wholesomer with every ne'W' 
year ; and ranks now, seen in the pale moonlight of memory, and 
must ever rank, among the precious j^ossessions of life. 

Sterling s bright ingenuity, and pIso his audacity, velocity and 
alacrity, struck me more and more. It was, I think, on the occa- 
sion of a party given one of these evenings at his Father’s, where 
I remember John Mill, John Crawford, Mrs. Crawford, and a num- 
ber of young and elderly figures of distinction, — that a group hav- 
ing formed on the younger side of the room, and transcendental- 
isms and theologies forming the topic, a number of deep things 
were said in abrupt conversational style, Steiding in tlie thick of 
it. For cxanjple, one sceptical figure praised the Church of Eng- 
land, in Hume’s phrase, as ‘ a Church tending to keep down fana- 
ticism,’ and recommendable for its veiy indifferency; whereupon 
a transcendental figure urges him : “ You are afraid of the horse’s 
“ kicking : but wiD you sacrifice all qualities to being safe from 
“ that ? Then get a dead horse. None compai*able to that for not 
. “ Idcldng in your stable !” Upon which, a laugh; with new laughs 
on other the like occasions ; — and at last, in the fire of some dis- 
cussion, Sterling, who was unusually eloquent and animated, broke 
out with this wild phrast, “ I could plunge into the bottom of Hell, 

“ if I were sure of finding the Devil there and getting him strang- 
“ led !” Which produced the loudest laugh of all ; and had to be 
repeated, on Mrs. Crawford’s inquiry, to the house at lai'ge ; and, 
creating among the ciders a kind of silent shudder, — though we 
urged that the feat would really be a good investment of human 
industry, — checked or stopt these theologic thunders for the even-* 
ing. I still remember Sterling as in one of his most animated 
moods that evening. He probably returned to Herstmonceux 

T 
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next day, where he proposed yet to reside for some indefinite 
time. 

Arrived at Herstmonceux, he had not forgotten us. One of his 
Letters written there soon after was the following, which much 
entertained me, in various ways. It turns on a poor Book of 
mine, called Sartor Beaartus ; which was not then even a Book, 
but was still hanging desolately under bibliopolic difficulties, now 
in its fourth or fifth year, on the wrong side of the river, as a mere 
aggregate of Magazine Articles ; haying at last been slit into that 
form, and lately completed jo, and put together into legibility. I 
suppose Sterling had borrowed it of me. The adventurous hunter 
spirit which had started such a bemired Aaerooks, or Urus of the 
German woods, and decided on chasing that as game, struck me 
not a little ; — and the poor Wood-Ox, so bemired in the forests, 
took it as a compliment rather : 

* To Thomas Carlyle, Esq., Chelsea, London. 

* Herstmonceux near Battle, 29th May 1835. 

‘ Mt dear Carlyle, — I have now read twice, with care, the 
‘ wondrous account of Teufelsdrockh and liis Opinions ; and I 
‘ need not say that it has given me much to think of. It falls-in 

* with the feelings and tastes which were, for years, the ruling 
‘ ones of my life ; but which you will not be angry with me when 

* I say that I am infinitely and hourly thankful for having escaped 
‘ from. Not that I think of this state of mind as one with which I 
‘ have no longer any concern. The sense of a oneness of life and 
' power in all existence; and of a boundless exuberance of beauty 
‘ around us, to wliich most men are well-nigh dead, is a possession 
‘ which no one that has ever enjoyed it would wish to lose. When 

* to this we add the deep feeling of the difference between the ac- 

* tual and the ideal in Nature, and still more in Man ; and bring 
‘ in, to explain this, the principle of duty, as tliat which connects 

‘ us with a possible Higher State, and sets us in progress towards* 
‘ it, — ^we have a cycle of thoughts which was the whole spiritual 

* empire of the wisest Pagans, and whicl^ might well supply food 
‘ for the wide speculations and richly creative fancy of Teufels- 
‘ drockh, or hie prototype J ean Paul. 

‘ How then comes it, we cannot but ask, that these ideas, dis- 

* played assuredly with no want of eloquence, vivacity or earnest- 
‘ ness, have found, unless I am much mistaken, so little acceptance 
‘ among the best and most energetic minds in this^ country ? In 

* a countiy where millions read the Bible, and thousands Shak- 
‘ speare; where Wordsworth circulates througli book-clubs and 
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‘ drawing-rooms ; where there are innumerable admirers of your 
‘ favourite Burns ; and where Coleridge, by sending from his soli- 
‘ tude the voice of earnest spiritual instruction, came to be beloved, 
‘ studied and mourned for, by no small or careless school of dis- 
‘ ciples ? — To answer this question would, of course, require mv)i‘e 

* thought and knowledge than I can pretend to bring to it. But 
‘ there are some points on which I will venture to say a few 
‘ words. 

‘ In the first place, as to the foi*m of composition, — which may 
‘ be called, I think, the Rhapsodico-Reflective. In this the Sartor 

* Resartus resembles some of the master-works of human invention, 

* which have been acknowledged as such by many generations , 
‘ and especially the works of Rabelais, Montaigne, Sterne and 
‘ Swift. There is nothing I know of in Antiquity like it. That 
' which comes nearest is perhaps the Platonic Dialogue. But of 
" this, although tiiei-e is something of the playful and fanciful on 
' the surface, there is in reality neither in the language (which is 
‘ austerely determined to its end), nor in the method and progres- 

* sion of the work, any of that headlong self-asserting capricious- 
‘ ness, which, if not discernible in tlie plan of Teufelsdrockh’s 
' Memoirs, is yet plainly to be seen in the structure of the sen- 
*■ tenccs, the lawless oddity, and strange heterogeneous combina- 
‘ tion and allusion. The principle of this difference, obseiwable 
' often elsewhere in modern literature (for the same thing is to be 
‘ found, more or less, in many of our most genial works of imagin- 
‘ ation, — Don Quixote, for instance, and the writings of Jeremy 

* Taylor), seems to be that well-known one of the predominant 
‘ objectivity of the Pagan mind; while among us the subjective 

* has risen into suijeriority, and brought with it in each individual 
‘ a multitude of peculiar associations and relations. These, as not 
^ explicable from any one external principle assumed as a premiss 
' by the ancient philosopher, were rejected from the sphere of his 
‘ aesthetic creation : but to us they all have a value and meaning ; 
‘ being connected by the bond of our own personality, and all alike 

* existing in that infinity which is its arena. 

‘ But however this may be, and comparing the Teufelsdrdckh- 
‘ can Epopee only with those other modem works,— it is notice- 
^ able that Rabelais, Montaigne and Sterne have trusted for the 
‘ currency of their writings, in a great degree, to the use ^of ob- 
‘ scene and sensual stimulants. Rabelais, besides, was full of 
‘ contemporary and personal satire ; and seems to have been a 

* champion ini the great cause of his time, — as was Montaigne 

* also, — that of the right of thought in all competent minds, unre- 

* strained by any outward authority. Montaigne, moreover, con- 
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‘ tains more pleasant and lively gossip, and more distinct good- 
‘ humoured painting of his own character and daily habits than 

* any other writer I know. Sterne is never obscure, and never 
‘ moiBl; and the costume of his subjects is drawn from the fami- 

* liar experience of his own time and countiy : and Swift, again, 
‘ has the same merit of the clearest perspicuity, joined to that of 

* the most homely, unaffected, forcible English. These points of 

* difference seem to me the chief ones which bear against the suc- 
‘ cess of the Sartor. On the other hand, there is in Teufelsdrockh 
‘ a depth and fervour of feeling, and a power of serious eloquence, 
‘ far beyond that of any of these four writers ; and to which in- 
‘ deed there is nothing at all compai’able in any of them, except 

* perhaps now and then, and very imperfectly, in Montaigne. 

* Of the other points of comparison there are two which I would 

* chiefly dwell on : and first as to the language. A good deal of this 

* is positively barbarous. “Environment,” “vestural,” “ stertor- 
‘ ous,” “ visualised,” “ complected,” and others to be found I think 
‘ in the first twenty pages, — are words, so far as I know, without 

* any authority ; some of ihepi contrary to analogy ; and none re- 
‘ paying by their value the disadvantage of novelty. To these 
‘ must be added new and erroneous locutions : “ whole other tis- 

* sues” for all the other, and similar uses of the word whole ; “ ori- 
‘ ents” ior pearls; “ lucid” and “ lucent” employed as if they were 

* different in meaning ; “ hulls” perpetually for coverings, it being 

* a word hardly used, and then only for the husk of a nut ; “ to 
‘ insure a man of misapprehension “ talented,” a mere news- 

* paper and hustings word, invented, I believe, by O’ConnclL 

‘ I must also mention the constant recurrence of some words 

* in a quaint and queer connection, which gives a grotesque and 

* somewhat repulsive mannerism to, many sentences. Of these 
‘ the commonest offender is “ quite ;” which appears in almost 
‘ every page, and gives at first a droll kind of emphasis ; but soon 
‘ becomes wearisome. “ Nay,” “ manifold,” “ cunning enough sig- 
' nificance,” “faculty” (meaning aiiian’s rational or moral power) ^ 

‘ “ special,” “ not without,” haunt the reader as if in some uneasy 
‘ dream which does not rise to the dignity of nightmare. Some of 
‘ these strange mannerisms fall under the general head of a singu- 
‘ larity pecuhar, so far as I know, to Teufelsdrocldi. For instance,, 

‘ that of the incessant use of a sort of odd superfluous qualifica- 
‘ tion of his assertions ; which seems to give the character of deli- 

* berateness and caution to the style, but in time sounds like mero 

* trick or involuntary habit. “ Almost” does more than yeoman's, 

* alnwst slave’s service in tliis way. Something similar may be re- 

* marked of the use of the double negative by way of affirmation* 
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* Under this head, of language, may be mentioned, though not 
^ with strict grammatical accuracy, two standing characteristics of 
^ the Professor’s style, — at least as rendered into English : First, 
' the composition of words, such as “ snow-and-rosebloom maiden 
' an attractive damsel doubtless in Germany, but, with all her 
' charms, somewhat uncouth here. “ Life-vision” is another ex- 

* ample ; and many more might be found. To say nothing of the 
‘ innumerable cases in which the words are only intelligible- as a 
‘ compound term, though not distinguished by hyphens. Of course 
‘ the composition of words is sometimes allowable even in English : 
‘ but the habit of dealing with German seems to have produced, in 

* the pages before us, a prodigious superabundance of this form of 
‘ expression ; which gives harshness and strangeness, where the 

* matter would at all events have been surprising enough. Secondly, 
‘ I object, with the same qualification, to the frequent use of inver- 

* swn; which generally appears as a transposition of the two mem- 
‘ bers of a clause, in a way which would not have been practised 
‘ in conversation. It certainly gives emphasis and force, and often 
‘ serves to point the meaning. But a style may be fatiguing and 
‘ faulty precisely by being too emphatic, forcible and pointed; and 

* so straining the attention to find its meaning, or the admiration 
^ to appreciate its beauty. 

‘Another class of considerations connects itself mth theheight- 
‘ ened and plethoric fulness of the style : its accumulation and 
‘ contrast of imageiy; its occasional jerking and almost spasmodic 
‘ violence ; — and above all, the painful subjective excitement, which 
‘ seems the element and groundwork even of every description of 
‘ Nature ; often taking the shape of sarcasm or broad jest, but 
‘ never subsiding into calm. IJhere is also a point which I should 
‘ think worth attending to, w«re I planning any similar book : I 
‘ mean the importance, in a work of imagination, of not too much 

* disturbing in the reader’s mind the balance of the New and Old. 

‘ The former addresses itself to his active, the latter to his passive 
‘ faculty ; and these are mutually dependent, and must co-exist in 
‘ certain proportion, if you wish to combine his sympathy and pro- 
‘ gressive exertion with vwllingness and ease of attention. This 
‘ should be taken into account in forming a style ; for of course it 
‘ cannot be consciously thought of in composing each sentence. 

‘ But chiefly it seems important in determining the plan of a 
‘ work. If the tone of feeling, the hne of speculation are out of 
‘ the common way, and sure to present some difficulty to the aver- 
‘ age reader, then it would probably be desirable to select, for the 
circumstances, drapery and accessories of all kinds, those most 
‘ familirfi*, or at least most attractive. A fable of the homeliest 
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•purport, and commonest every-day application, derives an inter- 

* est and charm from its turning on the characters and acts of gods 
‘ and genii, lions and foxes, Arabs and Affghauns. On the contrary, 

* for philosophic inquiry and truths of awful preciousness, I would 
‘ select as my personages and interlocutors beings with whose 
' language and “ whereabouts” my readers would be familiar. 
^ Thus did Plato in his Dialogues, Christ in his Parables. There- 

* fore it seems doubtful whether it was judicious to make a Gor- 
‘ man Professor the hero of Sartor. Berkeley began his Siris with 
‘ tar-water ; but what can English readers be expected to make of 
‘ Ouhguh by way of prelibation to your nectar and tokay ? The 
‘ circumstances and details do not flash with living reality on the 
‘ minds of your readers, but on the contrary themselves require 
‘ some of that attention and minute speculation, the whole origi- 
‘ nal stock of which, in the minds of most of them, would not be 
‘ too much to enable them to follow your views of Man and Nature. 
‘ In short, there is not a sufficient basis of the common to justify 
‘ the amount of peculiarity in the work. In a book of science, 

* these considerations would of course be inapplicable ; but then 
‘ the whole shape and colouring of the book must be altered to 

* make it such ; and a man who wishes merely to get at the philo- 

* sophical result, or summary of the whole, will regard the details 
‘ and illustrations as so much unprofitable surplusage. 

‘ The sense of strangeness is also awakened by the marvellous 
‘ combinations, in which the work abounds to a degree that the 
‘ common reader must find perfectly bewildering. This can hardly, 

‘ however, be treated as a consequence of the style ; for the style 

* in this respect coheres with, and springs from, the whole turn 
‘ and tendency of thought. The noblest images are objects of a 
‘ humorous smile, in a mind which sees itself above all Nature 
‘ and throned in the arms of an Almighty Necessity; while the 
‘ meanest have a dignity, inasmuch as they are trivial symbols of 
‘ the same one life to which the great whole belongs. And hence, 

‘ as I divine, the startling whirl of incongruous juxtaposition, 
‘ which of a truth must to many readers seem as amazing as if 
‘ the P 3 rthia on the tripod should have itruck up a drinking-song, 

* or Thersites had caught the prophetic strain of Cassandra. 

* All this, of cours^, appears to me time and relevant ; but I 
‘ cannot help feeling that it is, after all, but a poor piece of quack- 
‘ ery to comment on a multitude of phenomena without adverting 

* to the principle which lies at the root, and gives <the true mean- 
‘ ing to them all. Now this principle I seem to myself to find in 
‘ the state of mind which is attributed to Teufelsdr6ckh‘i in his 
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‘ state of mind, I say, not in his opinions, thougli these are, in 

* him as in all men, most important, — being one of the best in- 

* dices to his state of mind. Now what distinguishes him, not 

* merely from the greatest and best men who have been on earth 
‘ for eighteen hundred years, but from the whole body of those 

* who have been working forwards towards the good, and have 
‘ been the salt and light of the world, is this : That he does not 
‘ believe in a God. Do not be indignant, I am blaming no one ; 
‘ — ^but if I write my thoughts, I must write tliem honestly, 

‘ Teufelsdrockh does not belong to the herd of sensual and 

* thoughtless men ; because he does perceive in all Existence a 

* unity of power ; because he does believe that this is a real power 

* external to him and dominant to a certain extent over him, and 

* does not think that he is himself a shadow in a world of shadows. 
‘ He has a deep feeling of the beautiful, the good and the time ; 

‘ and a faith in their final victory. 

‘ At the same time, how evident is the strong inward imrest, 

* the Titanic heaving of mountain on mountain ; the stoim-like 

* rushing over land and sea in search of peace. He writhes and 
‘ roars under his consciousness of the difference in himself be- 

* tween the possible and the actual, the hoped-for and the exist- 
‘ ent. He feels that duty is the highest law of his own being ; 

* and knowing how it bids the waves be stilled into an icy fixed- 

* ness and grandeur, he trusts (but with a boundless inward mis- 

* giving) that there is a principle of order which will reduce all 
‘ confusion to shape and clearness. But wanting peace himseff, 
‘ his fierce dissatisfaction fixes on all that is weak, corrupt and 
‘ imperfect around him ; and instead of a calm and steady co- 
‘ operation with all those W’ho are endeavouring to apply the high- 
‘ est ideas as remedies for jthe wm’st evils, he holds himself aloof 
‘ in savage isolation ; and cherishes (though he dare not own) a 
‘ stern joy at the prospect of that Catastrophe which is to turn 
‘ loose again the elements of man's social life, and give for a time 
‘ the victory to evil ; — in hopes that each new convulsion of the 
‘ world must bring us nearer to the ultimate restoration of all 

* things ; fancying th^t each may be the last. Wanting the calm 
‘ and cheerful' reliance, which would be the spring of active exer- 
‘ tion, he flatters his own distemper by persuading himself that 

* his own age and generation are peculiarly feeble and decayed ; 

* and would even perhaps be willing tfi exchange the restless im- 
‘ maturity of our self-consciousness, and the promise of its long 

* throe-pangs, for the unawakened imdoubting simplicity of the 
‘ world’s childhood ; of the times in which there was all the evil 

* and horror of our day, only with the difference that conscience 
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' had not arisen to try and condemn it. In these longings, if they 

* are Teufelsdrocldi’s, he seems to forget that, could we go back 
' five thousand years, we should only have the prospect of tmvel- 
‘ ling them again, and arriving at last at the same point at which 
‘ we stand now. 

‘ Something of this state of mind I may say that I understand ; 

* for I have myself experienced it. And the root of the matter 

* appears to me : A want of sympathy with the great body of those 

* who are now endeavouring to guide.and help onward their fellow 
‘ men. And in what is this alienation grounded ? It is, as I be- 

* lieve, simply in the difference on that point: viz. the clear, deep, 
‘ habitual recognition of a one Living Personal God, essentially 
‘ good, wise, true and holy, the Author of all that exists ; and a 

* reunion with whom is the only end of all rational beings. This 

* belief * ♦ * [There follow now several •pages on ‘ Personal Ood' 
and other abstruse or indeed properly unspeakable matters ; these, and 
a general Postscript of qualifying purport, I will suppress ; extracting 
only the following fractions, as luminous or slightly significant to us ;] 

*Now see the difference of .Teufelsdrockh’s feelings. At the 

* end of book hi. chap. 8, I find these words : “ But whence ? O 

* Heaven, whither ? Sense knows not ; Faith knows not ; only 
‘ that it is through mystery to mystery, from God to God. 

* We are such stuff 

* As dreams are made of, and our little life 

* Is rounded with a sleep.” 

this tallies with the whole strain of his character. Wliat we 

* find everywhere, with an abundant use of the name of God, is 

* the conception of a formless Infinite whether in time or space ; 

* of a high inscrutable Necessity, which it is the chief wisdom and 
‘ virtue to submit to, which is the mysterious impersonal base of 

* all Existence, — shows itself in the laws of every separate being’s 
‘ nature; and for man in the shape of duty. On the other hand, 
‘ I affirm, we do know whence we come and whither we go ! ’ — 

• * • ‘ And in tliis state of mind, as there is no true sympathy 

* >vith others, just as little is there any true peace for ourselves. 

* There is indeed possible the unsympathi^ng factitious calm of 

* Art, which we find in Goethe. But at what expense is it bought? 
‘ Simply, by abandoning altogether the idea of duty, which is the 
‘ great witness of our perspnality. And he attains his inhuman 
‘ ghastly calmness by reducing the Universe to a heap of material 

* for the idea of beauty to work on.’ — 

***** The sum of all I have been writing, as to thd connexion 

* of our faitli in God with our feeling towards men and our mode 
‘ of action, may of course be quite eiToneous : but granting its 
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* truth, it would supply the one principle which I have been seek- 
‘ ing for, in order to explain the peculiftrities of style in your 

* account of Teufelsdrocldi and his writings.’ * * * * The life 
‘ and works of Luther are the best comment I know of on this 
‘ doctrine of mine. 

‘ Reading over what I have written, I find I have not neai-ly 
‘ done justice to my own sense of the genius and moral energy of 
‘ the book ; but this is what you will best excuse. — Believe me 

* most sincerely and faithfully yours, 

‘John Sterling.* 

Here are sufficient points of ‘discrepancy with agreement,’ 
here is material for talk and argument enough; and an expanse of 
free discussion open, which requires rather to be speedily re- 
stricted for convenience’ sake, than allowed to widen itself into the 
boundless, as it tends to do ! — 

In all Sterling’s Letters to myself and others, a large collection 
of which now lies before me, duly copied and indexed, there is, to 
one that knew his speech as well, a perhaps unusual likeness be- 
tween the speech and the Letters ; and yet, for most part, with a 
great inferiority on the part of these. These, thrown off, one and 
all of them, without premeditation, and with most rapid flowing 
pen, are naturally as like his speech as writing can well be ; this 
is their grand merit to us : but on the other hand, the want of tho 
living tones, swift looks and motions, and manifold dramatic ac- 
companiments, tells heavily, more heavily than common. What 
can be done with champagne itself, much more with soda-water, 
when the gaseous spirit is fled ! The reader, in any specimens he 
may see, must bear this in mind. 

Meanwhile these Letters -do excel in honesty, in candour and 
transparency ; their very carelessness secui'es their excellence in 
this respect. And in another much deeper and more essential 
respect I must likewise call them excellent, — in their childlike 
goodness, in the purity of heart, the noble affection and fidelity 
they everywhere manifest in the wi’iter. This often touchingly 
strikes a familiar friend*in reading them ; and will awaken remi- 
niscences (when you have the commentary in your own memoiy) 
which arc sad and b'eautiful, and not without reproach to you on 
occasion. To all friends, and all good causes, this man is true ; 
behind their back as before their face, the same man ! — Such traits 
of the autobiographic sort, from these Letters, as can serve to 
paint him or.his life, and promise not to weary the reader, I musk 
endeavour to select, in the sequel. 
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CHAPTER HI. 

BAYSWATER. 

Sterling continued to reside at Herstmonccux through the spring 
and summer ; holding by the peaceable retired house he still had 
there, till the vague future might more definitely shape itself, and 
better point out what place of abode would suit him in his new 
circumstances. He made frequent brief visits to London ; in 
which I, among other friends, frequently saw him, our acquaint- 
ance at each visit improving in all ways. Like a ^wift dashing 
meteor he came into our circle ; coruscated among us, for a day or 
two, with sudden pleasant illumination ; then again suddenly with- 
drew, — we hoped, not for long. 

I suppose, he was full of uncertainties ; but undoubtedly was 
gravitating towards London. Yet, on the whole, on the surface of 
him, you saw no uncertainties ; far from that : it seemed always 
rather with peremptory resolutions, and swift express businesses, 
that he was charged. Sickly in body, the testimony said : but 
here always was a mind that gave you the impression of peremp- 
tory alertness, cheery swift decision, — of a health which you might 
have called exuberant. I remember dialogues with him, of that 
year ; one pleasant dialogue under the trees of the Park (where 
now, in 1851, is the thing called ‘ Crystal Palace’), with the June 
sunset flinging long shadows for us ; the last of the Quality just 
vanishing for dinner, and the great night beginning to prophesy of 
itself. Our talk (like that of the foregoing Letter) was of the 
faults of my style, of my way of thinking, of my &c. &c. ; all which 
admonitions and remonstrances, so Jriendly and innocent, from 
this young junior-senior, I was willing to listen to, though unable, 
as usual, to get almost any practical hold of them. As usual, the 
garments do not fit you, you are lost in the garments, or you can- 
not get into them at all ; this is not your suit of clothes, it must 
be another’s : — alas, these are not your dimensions, these are only 
the optica) angles you subtend ; on the v^Jiole, you will never get 
measured in that way ! — 

Another time, of date probably very contiguous, I remember 
hearing Sterling preach. It was in some new College-chapel 
in Somerset House (I suppose, what is now called King’s Col- 
lege) ; a very quiet small place, the audience student- looking 
youths, with a few elder people, perhaps mostly friends of the 
preacher’s. The discourse, delivered with a grave sonorous com- 
posure, and far surpassing in talent tlie usual run of sermons, had 
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withal an air of human veracity as I still recollect, and bespote 
dignity and piety of mind : but gave me the impression rather of 
artistic excellence than of unction or inspiration in that kind. 
Sterling returned with us to Chelsea that day ; — and in the after- 
noon we went on the Thames Putney-ward together, we two with 
my Wife ; under the sunny skies, on the quiet water, and with 
copious cheery talk, the remembrance of which is still present 
enough to me. 

This was properly my only specimen of Sterling’s preaching. 
Another time, late in the same autumn, I did indeed attend him 
one evening to some Church in the City, — a big Church behind 
Cheapside, “ built by Wren ” as he carefully informed me ; — but 
there, in my wearied mood, the chief subject of reflection was the 
almost total vacancy of the place, and how an eloquent soul was 
preaching to mere lamps and prayer-books ; and of the sermon 
I retain no image. It came up in the way of banter, if he ever 
urged the duty of * Church extension,’ which already he very 
seldom did and at length never, what a specimen we once had of 
bright lamps, gilt prayer-books, baize-lined pews, Wren-built archi- 
tecture ; and how, in almost all directions, you might have fired 
a musket through the church, and hit no Christian life. A terri- 
ble outlook indeed for the Apostolic labourer in the brick-and- 
mortar line ! — 

In the Autumn of this same 1835, he removed permanently to 
London, whither all summer he had been evidently tending; took 
a house in Bayswater, an airy suburb, half town, half countiy, 
near his Father’s, and within fair distance of his other fnends and 
objects; and decided to await there what the ultimate develop- 
ments of his course might be. His house was in Oimc Square, 
close by the comer of that little place (which has only three sides 
of houses); its windows looking to the east: the Number was, 
and I believe still is, No. 5. A sufficiently commodious, by no 
means sumptuous, small mansion ; where, with the means sure to 
him, he could calculate on finding adequate shelter for his famil}^ 
his books and himself, and live in a decent manner, in no terror 
of debt, for one thing. His income, I suppose, was not large ; but 
he lived generally a safe distance within it ; and showed himself 
always as a man bountiful in money matters, and taking no thought 
that way. 

His study-room in this house was perhaps mainly the drawing- 
room ; looking out safe, over the little dingy grassplot in frqnt, 
and the quiet little row of houses opposite, with the huge dust- 
whirl of Oxford Street and London far enough ahead of you as 
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back-ground, — as back curtain, blotting out only half your blue 
hemisphere with dust and smoke. On the right, you had the con- 
tinuous growl of the Uxbridge Read and its wheels, coming as 
lullaby not interruption. Leftward and rearw’ard, after some thin 
belt of houses, lay mere country ; bright sweeping green expanses, 
crowned by i)leasant Hampstead, pleasant Harrow, with their 
rustic steeples rising against the sky. Here on winter evenings, 
the bustle of removal being all well ended, and family and books 
got planted in their new places, friends could find Sterling, as they 
often did, who was delighted to be found by them, and would 
give and take, vividly as few others, an hour’s good talk at any 
time. 

His outlooks, it must be admitted, were sufficiently vague and 
overshadowed ; neither the past nor the future of a too joyful 
kind. Public life, in any professional form, is quite forbidden ; to 
work with his fellows anywhere appears to be forbidden : nor can 
the humblest solitary endeavour to work worthily as yet find an 
arena. How unfold one’s little bit of talent ; and live, and not lie 
sleeping, while it is called Today? As Radical, as Reforming 
Politician in any public or private fonn, — not only has this, in 
Sterling’s case, received tragical sentence and execution ; but the 
opposite extreme, the Church whither he had fled, likewise proves 
abortive : the Church also is not the haven for him at all. Wliat 
is to be done ? Something must be done, and soon, — under pe- 
nalties. Whoever has received, on him there is an inexorable 
behest to give. “ Fais ton fait, Do thy little stroke of work : ” this 
is Nature’s voice, and the sum of all the commandments, to each 
man ! 

A shepherd of the people, some small Agamemnon after his 
sort, doing what little sovereignty and guidance he can in his day 
and generation : such every gifted soul longs, and should long, to 
be. But how, in any measure, is the small kingdom necessary for 
Sterling to be attained ? Not through newspapers and parlia- 
ments, not by rubrics and reading-desks : none of the sceptres 
ofiered in the world’s marketplace, nor none of the crosiers there, 
it seems, can be the shepherd’s crook foR this man. A most 
cheerful, hoping man ; and full of swift faculty, though much 
lamed, — considerably bewildered too ; and tending rather towai*ds 
the wastes and solitary places for a home ; the paved world not 
being friendly to him hitherto ! The paved world, in fact, both on 
its practical and spiritual side, slams-to its doors against him ; 
indicates that he cannot enter, and even must not, — that it will 
prove a choke -vault, deadly to soul and to body, if he enter. 
Sceptre, crosier, sheeperook is none there for him. 
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There iremains one other implement, the resource of all Adam’s 
posterity that are otherwise foiled, — the Pen. It was evident from 
this point that Sterling, however otherwise beaten about, and set 
fluctuating, would gravitate steadily with all his real weight to- 
wards Literature. That he would gradually try with consciousness 
to get into Literature ; and, on the whole, never quit Literature, 
which was now all the world for him. Such is accordingly the 
sum of his history henceforth : such small sum, so terribly ob- 
structed and diminished by circumstances, is all we have realised 
from him. 

Sterling had by no means as yet consciously quitted the cleri- 
cal profession, far less the Church as a creed. We have seen, he 
occasionally officiated still in these months, whun a friend re- 
quested or an opportunity invited. Nay it turned out afterwards, 
he had, unknown even to his own family, during a good many 
weeks in the coldest period of next spring, when it was really 
dangerous for his healtli and did prove hurtful to it, — been con- 
stantly performing the morning service in some Chapel in Bays- 
water for a young clerical neighbour, a slight acquaintance of his, 
who was sickly at the time. So far as I know, this of the Bays- 
water Chapel in the spring of 1836, a feat severely rebuked by his 
Doctor withal, was his last actual service as a churchman. But 
the conscious life ecclesiastical still hung visibly about his inner 
unconscious and real life, for years to come ; and not till by slow 
degrees he had unwinded from him the wrappages of it, could he 
become clear about himself, and so much as try heartily what his 
iiow solo course was. Alas, and he had to live all the rest of his 
days, as in continual flight for his very existence ; ‘ ducking under 
‘ like a poor unfledged partridge-bird,* as one described it, ‘ before 
' the mower ; darting continually from nook to nook, and there 
* crouching, to escape the scythe of Death.’ For Literature Proper 
there was but little left in such a life. Only the smallest broken 
fractions of his last and heaviest-laden years can poor Sterling be 
said to have completely lived. His purpose had risen before him 
slowly in noble cleamq^s ; clear at last, — and even then the inevit- 
able hour was at hand. 

In those first London months, as always afterwards while it 
remained physically possible, I saw much of him ; loved him, as 
was natural, more and more ; found in Him, many ways, a beautiful 
acquisition to my existence here. He was full of bright speech 
and argument; radiant with arrowy vitalities, vivacities and ij^- 
genuities. Less than any man he gave you the idea of ill-health. 
Hopeful, sanguine; nay he did not even seem to need definite 
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nope, or mucli to form any; projecting himself in aerial pulses 
like an aurora borealis, like a summer dawn, and filling all the 
world with present brightness for himself and others. Ill-health ? 
Nay you found at last, it was the very excess of life in him that 
brought on disease. This restless play of being, fit to conquer the 
world, could it have been held and guided, could not be held. It 
had worn holes in the outer case of it, and there foimd vent for 
itself, — there, since not otherwise. 

In our many promenades and cqlloquies, which were of the 
freest, most copious and pleasant nature, religion often formed a 
topic, and perhaps towards the beginning of our intercourse was 
the prevailing topic. -Sterling seemed much engrossed in matters 
theological, and led the conversation towards such ; talked often* 
about Church, Christianity Anglican and other, how essential the 
belief in it to man; then, on the other side, about Pantheism 
and such like ; — all in the Coleridge dialect, and with eloquence 
and volubility to all lengths. I remember his insisting often and 
with emphasis on what he called a ** personal God,” and other 
high topics, of which it was not always pleasant to give account 
in the argumentative form, in a loud hurried voice, walking and 
arguing through the fields or streets. Though of warm quick feel- 
ings, very positive in his opinions, and vehemently eager to con- 
vince and conquer in such discussions, I seldom or never saw the 
least anger in him against me or any friend. When the blows of 
contradiction came too thick, he could with consummate dexterity 
whisk aside out of their way ; prick into his adversary on some 
new quarter; or gracefully flourishing his weapon, end the duel in 
some handsome manner. One angry glance I remember in him, 
and it was but a glance, and gone in a moment. “ Flat Pan- 
theism !” urged he once (which he would often enough do about 
this time), as if triumphantly, of something or other, in the fire of 
a debate, in my hearing: ** It is mere Pantheism, that!” — “ And 
suppose it were Pot-theism ?” cried the other : “ If the thing is 
true !” — Sterling did look hurt at such flippant heterodoxy, for a 
moment. The soul of his own creed, in those days, was far other 
than this indifference to Pot or Pan in svch departments of in- 
quiiy. 

To me his sentiments for most part were lovable and admir- 
able, though in the logical outcome there was eveiy where room for 
opposition. I admired the temper, the longing towards antique 
heroism, in this young man of the nineteenth century ; but saw 
iK)t how, except in some German-English empire of the air, he was 
ever to realise it on those terms. In fact, it became clear to me 
more and more that here was nobleness of heart striving towards 
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all nobleness ; here was ardent recognition of the worth of Chris- 
tianity, for one thing ; but no belief in it at all, in my sense of the 
word belief, — no belief but one definable as mere theoretic moon- 
shine, which would never stand the wind andu^ther of fact. Nay 
it struck me farther that Sterling’s was not intrinsically, nor had 
ever been in the highest or chief degree, a devotional mind. Of 
course all excellence in man, and worship as the supreme excel- 
lence, was part of the inheritance of this gifted man : but if called 
to define him, I should say, Artist not Saint was the real bent of 
his being. He had endless admiration, but intrinsically rather a 
deficiency of reverence in comparison. Fear, with its corollaries, 
on the religious side, he appeared to have none, nor ever to have 
had any. 

In short, it was a strange enough symptom to me of the bewil- 
dered condition of the world, to behold a man of this temper, and 
of this veracity and nobleness, self-consecrated here, by free voli- 
tion and deliberate selection, to be a Christian Priest ; and zea- 
lously struggling to fancy himself such in very truth. Undoubtedly 
a singular present fact ; — from which, as from their point of inter- 
section, great perplexities and aberrations in the past, and consi- 
derable confusions in the future might be seen ominously radiat- 
ing. Happily our friend, as I said, needed little hope. Today with 
its activities was always bright and rich to him. His unmanage- 
able, dislocated, devastated world, spiritual or economical, lay all 
illuminated in living sunshine, making it almost beautiful to his 
eyes, and gave him no hypochondria. A richer soul, in the way of 
natural outfit for felicity, for joyful activity in this world, so far as 
his strength would go, was nowhere to be met with. 

The Letters which Mr. Hare has printed. Letters addressed, I 
imagine, mostly to himself, in this and the following year or two, 
give record of abundant changeful plannings and labourings, on 
the part of Sterling ; still chiefly in the theological department. 
Translation from Tholuck, from Schleiermacher ; treatise on this 
thing, then on that, are on the anvil : it is a life of abstruse vague 
speculations, singularly cheerful and hopeful withal, about Will, 
Morals, Jonathan Edwards, Jewhood, Manhood, and of Books to 
be written on these topics. Part of which adventurous vague 
plans, as tlio Translation from Tholuck, he actually performed ; 
other greater part, merging always intft wider undertakings, re- 
mained plan merely. I remember he talked often about Tholuck, 
Schleiermacjier, and others of that stamp ; and looked disap- 
pointed, though full of good nature, at my obstinate indifference 
to them and their affairs. 
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His knowledge of German Literature, very slight at this time, 
limited itself altogether to writers on Church matters, — Evidences, 
Counter-Evidences, Theologies and Kumours of Theologies; by the 
Tholucks, Schleiermachers, Neanders, and I know not whom. Of 
the true sovereign souls of tliat Literature, the Goethes, Richters, 
Schillers, Lessings, he had as good as no knowledge ; and of Goethe 
in particular an obstinate misconception, with proper abhorrence 
appended, — ^which did not abate for several years, nor quite abolish 
itself till a veiy late period. Till, in a word, he got Goethe’s works 
fairly read and studied for himself! This was often enough the 
course with Sterling in such cases. He had a most swift glance of 
recognition for the worthy and for the unworthy ; and was prone, 
in his ardent decisive way, to put much faith in it. “ Such a one 
is a worthless idol ; not excellent, only sham-excellent here, on 
this negative side especially, you often had to admire how right 
he was; — often, but not quite always. And he would maintain, 
with endless ingenuity, confidence and persistence, his fallacious 
spectrum to be a real image. However, it was sure to come all 
right in the end. Whatever real excellence he might misknow, you 
had but ^co let it stand before hirh, soliciting new examination 
from him : none surer than he to recognise it at last, and to pay it 
all his dues, with the arrears and intei cst on them. Goethe, who 
figures as some absuid high-stalking hollow playactor, or empty 
ornamental clockcase of an ‘Artist’ so-called, in the Tale of the 
Onyx Ringy was in the throne of Sterling’s intellectual world before 
all was done ; and the theory of ‘ Goethe’s waht of feeling,’ want 
of &c. &c. appeared to him also abundantly contemptible and for- 
getable. 

Sterling’s days, during this time as always, were full of occu- 
pation, cheerfully interesting to himself and others ; though, the 
wrecks of theology so encumbering him, little fruit on the positive 
side could come of these labours. On the negative side they were 
productive ; and there also, so much of encumbrance requiring re- 
moval, before fruit could grow, there was plenty of labour needed. 
He looked happy as well as busy ; roamed extensively among his 
friends, and loved to have them about hin^ — chiefly old Cambridge 
comrades now settling into occupations in the world; — and was 
felt by all friends, by myself as by few, to be a welcome illumina- 
tion in the dim whirl of things, A man of altogether social and 
human ways ; his address everywhere pleasant and enlivening. A 
certain smile of thin but genuine laughter, we might say, hung 
ogracefully over all he said and did ; — expressing graqefiilly, accord- 
ing to the model of this epoch, the stoical pococurantisni which is 
requii’ed of the cultivated Englishman. Such laughter in liim was 
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not deep, but neither was it false (as lamentably happens often) ; 
and the cheerfulness it went to symbolise was hearty and beau- 
tiful, — ^visible in the silent wwsymbolisod state in a still gracefuUer 
fashion. 

Of wit, so far as rapid lively intellect produces wit, he had 
plenty, and did not abuse his endowment that way, being always 
fundamentally serious in tlie purport of his speech : of what we 
call humour, he had some, though little ; nay of real sense for the 
ludicrous, in any form, he had not much for a man of his vivacity ; 
and you remarked that his laugh was limited in compass, and of a 
clear but not rich quality. To the like effect shone something, a 
kind of childlike half-embaiTassed shimmer of expression, on his 
line vivid countenance ; curiously mingling wnth its ardours and 
audacities. A beautiful childlike soul ! He was naturally a favour- 
ite in conversation, especially with all who had any funds for con- 
versing ; frank and direct; yet polite and delicate withal, — though 
at times too he could crackle with his dexterous petulancies, mak- 
ing the air all like needles round you ; and there was no end to 
his logic when you excited it; no end, unless in some form of 
silence on your part. Elderly men of reputation I htiVo some- 
times known offended by him : for he took a frank way in the 
matter of talk; spoke freely out of him, freely listening to what 
others spoke, with a kind of “ hail fellow well met” feeling ; and 
cai’elessly measured a man much less by his reputed account in 
the bank of wit, or in any other bank, than by what the man had 
to show for himself in the shape of real spiritual cash on the occa- 
sion. But withal there was ever a fine element of natural courtesy 
in Sterling ; his deliberate demeanour to acknowledged superiors 
was fine and graceful; liis apologies and the like, when in a fit of 
repentance he felt commanded to apologise, were full of naivety, 
and very pretty and ingenuous. 

His circle of friends was wide enough ; chiefly men of his own 
standing, old College friends many of them ; some of whom have 
now become universally known. Among whom the most im- 
portant to him w’as Frederic Maurice, who had not long before 
removed to the Chaplaincy of Guy’s Hospital here, and was still, 
as he had long been, his intimate and counsellor. Their views and 
articulate opinions, I suppose, were now fast beginning to diverge; 
and these W'ent on diverging far enough: but in their kindly union, 
in their perfect ti® stful familiarity, precious to both parties, there 
never was the least break, but a steady, equable and duly increas- 
ing current t® the end. One of Sterling’s commonest expeditions,# 
in this time, was a sally to the other side of London Bridge : “ Go- 
ing to Guy’s today.” Maurice, in a year or two, became Sterling’s 

u 
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brother-in-law; wedded Mrs. Sterling's younger sister, — gentle 
excellent female soul ; by whom the relation was, in many ways, 
strengthened and beautified for Sterling and all fnends of 
parties. With the Literary notabilities I think he had no acquaint- 
ance; his thoughts indeed still tended rather towards a oertain 
class of the Clerical ; but neither had he much to do with these ; 
for he was at no time the least of a tufthunter, but rather had a 
marked natural indifference to tufU, 

The Eev. Mr. Dunn, a venerable and amiable Irish gentleman, 

* distinguished,’ we were told, * by having refused a bishopric;’ and 
who was now living, in an opulent enough retirement, amid his 
books and philosophies and friends, in London, — is memorable to 
me among this cleiical class : one of the mildest, beautifullest old 
men I have ever see^, — “ like Fenelon,” Sterling said : his very 
face, with its land true smile, with its look of suffering cheerful- 
ness and pious wisdom, was a sort of benediction. It is of him 
that Sterling writes, in the Extract which Mr. Hare, modestly re- 
ducing the name to an initial ‘ Mr. D.,’ has given us * Mr. Dunn, 
‘ for instance ; the defect of whose Theology, compounded as it 

* is of tlTe doctrine of the Greek Fathers, of the Mystics and of 

* Ethical Philosophers, consists, — ^if I may hint a fault in one 

* whose holiness, meelmess and fervour would have made him the 

* beloved disciple of him whom Jesus loved, — in an insufficient 

* apprehension of the reality and depth of Sin.’ A characteristic 

* defect’ of this fine gentle soul. On Mr. Dunn’s death, which 
occurred two or three years later, Sterling gave, in some veiled 
yet transparent forai, in Blackwood's Magazine, an affectionate and 
eloquent notice of him ; which, stript of the veil, was excerpted 
into the Newspapers also.^ 

Of Coleridge tliere was little said. Coleridge was now dead, 
not long since ; nor was his name henceforth much heard in Ster- 
ling’s circle ; though on occasion, for a year or two to come, he 
would still assert his transcendent admiration, especially if Mau- 
rice were by to help. But he was getting into German, into va- 
rious inquiries and sources of knowledge new to him, and his ad- 
mirations and notions on many things yere silently and rapidly 
modifying themselves. 

So, amid interesting human realities, and wide cloud-canopies 
of uncertain speculation, which also had their interests and their 
rainbow-colours to him, and could not fail in hij life just now, did 
Sterling pass his year and half at Bays water. Such vaporous spe- 
• culations were inevitable for him at present; buhit was to be 
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hoped they would subside by and J;)y, and leave the sky clear. All 
this was but the preliminary to whatever work might lie in him ; 
— and, alas, much other interruption lay between him and that. 


CHAPTER IV. 

TO BORDEAUX. 

Among the quondam Cambridge acquaintances I have seen with 
Sterling about this time, one struck me, less from his qualities 
tlian from his name and genealogy : Frank Edgeworth, youngest 
son of the well-known Lovell Edgeworth, youngest brother of tho 
celebrated Maria Edgeworth, the Irish wovellist. Frank was a 
short neat man ; of sleek, square, colourless face (resembling the 
Portraits of his Father), with small blue eyes in which twinkled 
curiously a joyless smile ; his voice was croal^ and shrill, with a 
tone of shrewish obstinacy in it, and perhaps of sarcasm withal. 
A composed, dogmatic, speculative, exact, and not melodious man. 
He was learned in Plato and likewise in Kant ; well-read in philo- 
sophies and literatures; entertained not creeds, but the Platonic 
or Kantean ghosts of creeds ; coldly sneering away from him, in 
the joyless twinkle of those eyes, in the inexorable jingle of that 
shrill voice, all manner of Toryisms, superstitions • for the rest, 
a man of perfect veracity, of great diligence, and other woiih ; — 
notable to see alongside of Sterling. 

He is tlie ‘ E.’ quoted by Mr. Hare from one of Sterling's let- 
ters ; — and I will incidentally confess that the discreet ‘ B.* of the 
next leaf in that Volume must, if need be, convert himself into 
‘ C.,’ my recognisable self namely. Sterling has written there : ‘ I 
‘ find in all my conversations with Carlyle tliat his fundamental 
‘ position is, the good of evil : he is forever quoting Goethe's Epi- 
‘ gram about the idleness of wishing to jump off one's own sha- 
* dow.* — Even so : 

Was lehr* ich dtch vor alien Dingent — 

Kdnntest mich tfihren von meiner Schatte tu springen/ 

— indicating conversations on the Origin of Evil, or rather resolu- 
tion on my part to suppress such, as wholly fruitless and worth 
less ; which are now all grown dark to me ! The passage about 
Frank is as follows, — likewise elucidative of Sterling and his cloud 
compellingSf and duels with the shadows, about this time : • 

‘ Edgeworth seems to me not to have yet gone beyond a mere 
‘ notional life. It is manifest that he has no knowledge of the 
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‘ necessity of a progress from JVissen to Wesen* (say, Knowing to 
Being) ; * and one therefore is not surprised that he should tliiuk 

* Kant a sufficient hierarch. I know very little of Kants doctrine ; 
‘ but I made out from Edgeworth what seems to me a fundamen- 

* tal unsoundness in his moral scheme : namely, the assertion of 

* the certainty of a heavenly Futurity for man, because the idea 
' of duty involves that of merit or reward. Now duty seems rather 
‘ to exclude merit ; and at all events, the notion of external reward 
‘ is a mere empirical appendage, apd has none but an arbitrary 
‘ connexion with ethics. — I regard it as a very happy thing for 
‘ Edgeworth that he has come to England. In Italy he probably 

* would never have gained any intuition into tlie reality of Being 
‘ as diflferent from a mere power of Speculating and Perceiving ; 
‘ and of course withou^this, he can never reach to more than the 

* merest Gnosis ; which taken alone is a poor inheritance, a box 

* of title-deeds to an estate which is covered with lava, or sunk 

* under the sea.* ^ 

This good little Edgeworth had roved extensively about the 
Continent ; had married a yppng Spanish wife, whom by a roman- 
tic accident he came upon in London ; having really good scholar- 
ship, and consciousness of faculty and fidelity, he now hoped to 
find support in preparing young men for the University, in talang 
pupils to board ; and with this view, was endeavouring to form an 
establishment somewhere in the environs; — ignorant that it is 
mainly the Clergy whom simple persons trust -with tliat trade at 
present ; that his want of a patent of orthodoxy, not to say his 
inexorable secret heterodoxy of mind, would far override all other 
qualifications in the estimate of simple persons, who are afraid of 
many things, and are not afraid of hyjjocrisy which is the worst 
and one iri’emediably bad thing. Poor Edgewortli tried this busi- 
ness for a while, but found no success at all; went across, after a 
year or two, to native Edgewortlistown, in Longford, to take the 
management of his brother’s estate ; in which function it was said 
he shone, and had quite given up philosophies and speculations, 
and become a taciturn grim landmanager and county magistrate, 
likely to do much good in that departpaent ; when we learned 
next that he was dead, that we should see him no more. The 
good little Frank I 

One day in the spring of 1836, 1 can still recollect. Sterling had 
proposed to me, by way of wide ramble, useful for various ends, 

' that I should walk with him to Eltham and back, to see this 
Edgeworth, whom I also knew a little. We went accordingly 
> Hare, pp. Ixxiv. Izxm 
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together ; walking rapidly, as was Sterling's wont, and no doubt 
talking extensively. - It probably was in the end of Februaiy : 1 
can remember le^ess hedges, gray driving clouds; — ^procession 
of boarding-school girfs in some quiet part of the route. I very 
well recollect the big Edgeworth house at Eltham; the big old 
Palace now a bam ; — in general, that the day was full of action ; 
and likewise that rain came upon us in our retUm, and that the 
closing phasis was a march along Piccadilly, still full of talk, but 
now under decided wet, and in altogether muddy circumstances. 
This was tlie last walk that poor Sterling took for a great many 
months. 

He had been ailing for some time, little known to me, and too 
disregardful himself of minatory symptoms, as his wont was, so 
long as strength remained ; and this rainy^jPalk of ours had now 
brought the matter to a crisis. He was shut up from all visitors 
whatsoever ; the doctors and his family in great alarm about him, 
he himself coldly professing that death at no great distance was 
very likely. So it lasted for a long anxious while. I remember 
tender messages to and from him ; loan of books, particularly 
some of Goethe’s which he then read, — still without recognition 
of much worth in them. At length some select friends were occa- 
sionally admitted; signs of improvement began to appear; — and 
in the bright twilight, Kensington Gardens were green, aAd sky 
and eai’th were hopeful, as one went to make inquiry. The summer 
brilliancy was abroad over the world before we fairly saw Sterling 
again suh dio. — Here was a fatal hand on the wall ; checking tra- 
gically whatsoever wide-drawn schemes might be maturing them- 
selves in such a life ; sternly admonitory that all schemes must be 
narrow, and admitted problematic. 

Sterling, by the doctor’s order, took to daily riding in summer; 
scouring far and wide on a swift strong horse, and was allowed 
no other exercise ; so that my walks with him had, to my sorrow, 
ended. We saw him otherwise pretty often ; but it was only for 
moments in comparison. His life, at any rate, in these circum- 
stances was naturally devoid of composure. The little Bayswater 
establishment, with all schemes of peaceable activity on the 
small or on the great scale, was evidently set adrift ; the anchor 
lifted, and Sterling and his family again at sea, for farther uncer- 
tain voyaging. Here is not thy rest; not here : — where, then ! The 
question. What to do even for next autumn? had become the 
pressing one. 

A rich Bordeaux merchant, an Uncle of his Wife’s, of the name 
of Mr. Johnston, possessed a sumptuous mansion and grounds, 
which he did not occupy, in the environs of that southern City: it 
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was judged that the climate might be favoiu'able ; to the house 
and its copious accommodation there was welcome ingress, if 
Sterling chose to occupy it. Servants were riot needed, servants 
and conveniences enough, in the big solitary mansion with its 
marble terraces, were already there. Conveniences enough within, 
and curiosities without. It is the ‘ South of France,' mth its 
Gascon ways ; the Garonne, Oarumna river, the Gironde and Mon- 
taigne's country : here truly are invitations. 

In shoi*t, it was decided that he and his family should move 
thither ; there, under warmer skies, begin a new residence. The 
doctors promised improvement, if the place suited for a peima- 
nency ; there at least, much more commodiously than elsewhere, 
he might put over the rigorous period of this present year. Ster- 
ling left us, I find no#i. ‘ on the first of August 1836.’ The name 
of his fine foreign mansion is Belsito ; in the village of Floirac, 
within short distance of Bordeaux. 

Counting-in his voyage to the West Indies, this is the second 
of some five health-journeys which, sometimes with his family, 
sometimes without, he had to make in all. ‘ Five forced peregri- 
nities ;* which, in their sad and barren alternation, are the main in- 
cidents of his much-obstructed life henceforth. Five swift flights, 
not for any high or low object in life, but for life itself; swift 
jerkings aside from whatever path or object you might be follow- 
ing, to escape the scythe of Death. On such terms had poor Ster- 
ling henceforth to live ; and surely with less complaint, with what- 
ever result otherwise, no man could do it. 

His health prospered at Bordeaux. He had, of course, new 
interests and objects of curiosity ; but when once the household 
was settled in its new moorings, and the first dazzle of strangeness 
fairly over, he returned to his employments and pursuits, — which 
were, in good part, essentially the old ones. His chosen books, 
favourite instructors of the period, were with him; at least the 
w^orld of his own thoughts was with him, and the grand ever- 
recuning question : What to do with that ; How best to regulate 
that. r 

I remember kind and happy-looking Letters from him at Bor- 
deaux, rich enough in interests and projects, in activities and emo- 
tions. He looked abroad over the Gironde country, over the 
towers and quais of Bordeaux at least wdth a painter’s eye, which 
he rather eminently had, and very eminently loved to exercise. 
Of human acquaint^ces he found not many to attract him, nor 
could he well go much into deeper than pictorial connection with 
the scene around him; but on this sido too, he w^as, as usual, open 
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and willing. A learned young German, tutor in some family of 
the neighbouiiiood, was admitted frequently to see him; probably 
the only scholar in those parts with whom he could converse of an 
evening. One of my Letters contained notice of a pilgrimage he 
had made to the old Chateau of Montaigne ; a highly interesting 
sight to a reading man. He wrote to me also about the Caves of 
St. Emilion or Liboume, hiding-place of Bai'baroux, Petion and 
other Girondins, concerning whom I was then writing. Nay here 
is the Letter itself still left ; and I may as well insert it, as a relic 
of that time. The projected ‘ walking expedition' into France; the 
vision of Montaigne’s old House, Barbaroux’s death -scene; the 
Chinese lu-Kiao-Li or 2'wo Fair Cousins : all these things are long 
since asleep, as if dead ; and affect one’s own mind with a sense 
of sti'angeness when resuscitated : # 

‘ To Thomas Carlyle^ Esq.y Chelsea, London. 

‘ Belsito, near Bordeaux, 26th October 1836. 

‘My dear Carlyle, — I have to thank you for two Letters, 

* which, unlike otlier people’s, have the writer’s signature in every 
‘ word as well as at the end. Your assurances of remembrance 

* and kindness were by no means necessary, but are not at all less 
‘ pleasant. The patronage you bestow on my old stick requires the 
‘ acknowledgment from me which my care of its education had not 
‘ succeeded in teaching it to express for itself. May your more 

* genial and more masculine treatment be more effectual! I re- 
‘ member that I used to fling it along the broad walk in Kensington 
‘ Gardens, for Edward to run after it; and I suspect you will find 
‘ the scars resulting from the process, on the top of the hook. 

‘ If the puiweyors of religion and its implements to this depart- 
‘ ment of France supplied such commodities as waxen hecatombs, 

‘ I would sacrifice one for the accomi)lishment of your pedestrian 

* design; and am already meditating an appropriate invocation, 

* sermone pedestri. Pray come, in the first fine days of spring ; or 
‘ rather let us look foiward to your coming, for as to the fact, 

* where may both or either of us be before this day six months ? 

‘ I am not, however, resolute as to any plan of my own that would 
‘ take me either along the finite or the infinite sea. I still bear up, 

‘ and do my best here ; and have no distinct schemes of departure : 

‘ for I am well, and well situated at present, and enjoy my books, 
‘ my leism’e, and the size and comfoii; of the house I live in. I 

* shall go, if* go I must; and not otherwise. I have sometiAesf 

* thought that, if driven away later in the year, I might tiy Italy, — 
' probably at first Pisa ; and if so, should hope, in spite of cholera. 
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' to see your Brother, who would be helpful both to mind and 

* body. When you write to him, pray just touch with your pen 
‘ the long cobweb thread that connects me with him, and which 
‘ is more visible and palpable about eighteen inches above your 

* writing-table than anywhere else in this much-becobwebbed 

* world. 

* Your account of the paiiicular net you occupy in the great 
‘ reticulation is not very consolatory ; — I should be sorry if it were 

* from thinking of it as a sort of parses proximus. When you slip 
‘ the collar of the French Revolution, and the fine weather comes 
‘ round again, and my life becomes insurable at less than fifty per 

* cent, I hope to see you as merry as Philina or her husband, in 
*• spite of your having somewhat more wisdom. — And all these 
‘ good things may be, i%some twenty-six weeks or less ; a space ot 

* time for which the paltriest Dutch clock would be warranted to go, 

* witliout more than an hour or two of daily variation. I trust we 

* have, both of us, souls above those that tick in countiy kitchens ! — 

* Of your Wife I think you say nothing in your last. Why does 
‘ she not write to me ? Is i^ because she will not stoop to non- 

* sense, aild that would be the only proper answer to an uncanoni- 
‘ cal epistle I sent her while in Scotland ? Tell her she is, at all 

* events, sure of being constantly remembered ; for I play back- 
‘ gammon with Charles Barton for want of any one to play chess 
‘ with. 

‘Of my expedition to Montaigne’s old House I cannot say 
‘ much : for I indited Notes thereof for my own use, and also 
‘ wrote something about it to Mr. Dunn ; which is as much as the 
‘ old walls would well bear. It is truly an interesting place ; for it 
‘ does not seem as if a stone had been touched since Montaigne’s 
‘ time ; though his house is still inhabited, and the apartment that 
‘ he describes in the Essai des Trois Commerces might, barring the 
‘ evident antiquity, have been built yesterday to realise his account. 
‘ The rafters of the room which was his library liaye still his in- 

* scriptions on their lower faces : all very characteristic ; many 

* from Ecclesiastes, The view is open all r9und ; over a rather flat, 

* elevated country, apparently clayey ploughed lands, with little 

* wood, no look of great population, and here and there a small 

‘ stone windmill with a conical roof. The village church close by 
‘ is much older than Montaigne’s day. His house looks just as 
‘ he describes it : a considerable building that never was at all 
\ follified. V 

‘ St. Emilion I had not time to see or learn much of ; but the 
‘ place looks all very old. A veiy small town, built of stone; 
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* jostled into a sort of ravine, or largo quarry, in the slope from 

* the higher table-land to'wards the Dordogne. Quite on the ridge, 
‘ at the top of the town, is an immense Gothic steeple, that would 

* euit a cathedral, but has under it only a church (now abandoned) 
‘ cut out in the sandstone rock, and of great height and size. 
‘ There is a large church above ground close by, and several 

* monastic buildings. Of the Caves I only saw some entrances. 
‘ I fancy they arc all artificial, but am not sure. The Dordogne is 
‘ in sight below in the plain. I cannot lay my hands on any Book 
‘ for you which gives an account of the time the Girondins spent 
‘ here ; or who pi ecisely those were that made this their hiding- 

* place. 

‘ I was prepared for what you say of Mirdbeau and its post- 

* ponement, from an advertisement of the Articles, in the Times : — 
‘ but this I only saw the day after I had written to Paris to order 

* the new Number’ of the London-and-Westminster ‘by mail; so I 
‘ consider the Editor in my debt for ten or twelve fi*ancs of post- 

* age, which I hope to recover when we get our equitable adjust- 
‘ ment of all things in this world. 

‘ I have now read through Saint Simon’s twenty^ volumes ; 
‘ which have well repaid me. The picture of the daily detail of a 
‘ despotic court is something quite startling from its vividness and 

* reality ; and there is perhaps a much deeper interest in his innu- 

* merable portraits and biographies, — many of which, told ^ in the 

* quietest way, are appalling tragedies ; and the best, I think, have 
‘ something painful and delirious about them. I have also lounged 
‘ a good deal over the IJiographie Universelle and Bayle. The last 

* I never looked into before. One would think he had spent his 
‘ whole life in the Younger Pliny’s windowless study; had never 
‘ seen, except by candlelight; and thought the Universe a very 
‘ good raw-material for books. But he is an amiable honest man ; 

* and more good material than enough was spent in making the 

* case for that logical wheelwork of his. As to the Biographie 
‘ Universelle, you know it better than I. I wish Craik, or some 

* such man, could be employed on an English edition, in which 

* the British lives shojild be better done. — I sent for the Chinese 

* Cousins as soon as I received your Letter ; but the answer was, 
‘ that tlie book is out of print. 

* Have you seen the last Number of the Foreign Review ; where 
*' there is an article on Eclcermann’s Conifersations of Goethe, written 
‘ by a stupid man, but giving extiTicts of much interest? Goethe’s 

* t^k has bpen running in my head for the last fortnight ; and J 
‘ find I am more inclined than I was to value the flowers that 

* grow (as on the Alps) on the margin of his glaciers. I shall read 
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* his Dichtung und Wahrlieitt and Italian Tour^ when the books 

* come in my way. But I have still little hope of finding in him 

* what I should look for in Jean Paul, and what I possess in some 

* others : a ground prolonging and encircling tliat on which I my 
‘ self rest. 

‘ I suppose the dramatic projects of Heniy Taylor (to whom 

* remember me cordially) are mainly Thomas d Bechet, 1 too have 
‘ been scheming Tragedies and Novels ; — but witli little notion of 

* doing more than play the cloud-compeller, for want of more sub- 

* stantial work on earth. I do not know why, but my tlioughts 
‘ have, since I reached this, been running more on History and 
‘ Poetry than on Theology and Philosophy, more indeed than for 

* years past. I suppose it is a providential aiTangement, that 

* I may find out I am good for as little in the one way as the 
‘ other. — In the mean time do not let my monopoly of your corre- 
‘ spondence be only a nominal privilege. Accept my Wife’s kindest 
‘ remembrances ; give my love to yours. Tell me if I can do any- 

* thing for you. Do not let the ides of March go by without start- 

* ing for the Garonne : — and believe me, — ^Yours jusqu^d la mart 

* sans phrase, 

* John Sterling.* 

“ La mort sans phrase ” was Sieyes’s vote in tlie Trial of Louis. 
Sterling’s * Notes for his own use,’ which are here mentioned in 
reference to that Montaigne pilgrimage of his, were employed not 
long after, in an Essay on Montaigne.^ He also read the Chinese 
Cousins, and loved it, — as I had expected. Of which take this 
memorandum : ‘ lu-KiaO'Li, ou les Deux Cousines ; translated by 

* Hemusat; — ^well translated into English also, from his version; 

* and one of the notablest Chinese books. A book in fact by a 

* Chinese man of genius ; most strangely but recognisably such, — 
‘ man of genius made on the dragon pattern ! Recommended to 

* me by Carlyle ; to him by Leigh Hunt.’ The other points need 
no explanation. 

By this time, I conclude, as indeed thi^ Letter indicates, the 
theological tumult was decidedly abating in him ; to which result 
this still hermit-life in the Gironde would undoubtedly contribute. 
Tholuck, Schleiermacher, and the war of ailicles and rubrics, were 
left in the far distance ; Nature’s blue skies, and awful eternal 
verities, were once more around one, and small still voices, ad- 
n^nitory of many things, could in the beautiful solitude freely 
reach the heart. Theologies, rubrics, surplices, church-articles, 
* London and Westminster Review ; Hare, i. 129. 
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and this enormous ever-repeated thrashing of the straw? A world 
of rotten straw; thrashed all into powder; filling the Universe 
and blotting out the stars and worlds : — Heaven pity you with 
such a thrashingfloor for world, and its draggled dirty farthing- 
candle for sun ! There is surely other worship possible for tlie 
heaiii of man ; there should be other work, or none at all, for tlie 
intellect and creative faculty of man 1 — 

It was here, 1 find, that Literature first again decisively began 
to dawn on Sterling as the gjoal he ought to aim at. To this, with 
his poor broken opportunities and such inward faculties as were 
given him, it became gradually clearer that he ought altogether to 
apply himself. Such result was now decisively beginning for him ; 
the original bent of his mind, the dim mandate of all tlie facts in 
his outward and inward condition ; evidently the one wholesome 
tendency for him, which grew ever clearer to the end of his course, 
and gave at least one steady element, and that the central one, 
ill liis fluctuating existence henceforth. It was years still before 
he got the inky tints of that Coleridgean adventure completely 
bleached from his mind ; but here the process had begun, — and 
I doubt not, we have to thank the solitude of FlOfTOjC for it a 
little; which is some consolation for the illness that sent him 
thither. 

His best hours here were occupied in purely literaiy occu- 
pations; in attempts at composition on his own footing again. 
Unluckily in this too the road for him was now far away, after so 
many years of abeiTation ; true road not to be found all at once. 
But at least he was seeking it again. The Sexton's Daughter^ which 
he composed here this season, did by no means altogetlier please 
us as a Poem; but it was, or deserved to be, veiy welcome as 
a symptom of spiritual return to the open air. Adieu ye thrash- 
in^oors of rotten straw, with- bleared tallow-light for sun ; to you 
adieu! The angiy sordid dust-whirlwinds begin to allay them- 
selves ; settle into soil underfoot, where tlieir place is : glimpses, 
call them distant intimations still much veiled, of the everlasting 
azure, and a much higher and wider priesthood than that under 
copes and mitres, ai^ wretched dead medisBval monkeries and 
extinct traditions. This was perhaps the chief intellectual result 
of Sterling’s residence at Bordeaux, and flight to the Gironde in 
pursuit of health ; which does not otherwise deserve to count as 
an epoch or chapter with him. 

In thescourse of the summer and autumn 1837, I do not ^ow 
find at what exact dates, he made t>vo journeys from Bordeaux to 
England ; the first by himself, on various small specific businesses, 
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and uncertain outlooks; the second witli his family, having at 
last, after hesitation, decided on removal from those paints. ‘ The 
cholera had come to France ; ’ — add to which, I suppose his soli- 
tude at Belsito was growing irksome, and home and meny England, 
in comparison with the monotony of the Gironde, had again grown 
inviting. He had vaguely purposed to make for Nice iu the 
coming winter; hut that also the cholera or other causes pre- 
vented. His Brother Anthony, a gallant young soldier, was now 
in England, home from the Ionian Islands on a visit to old friends 
and scenes ; and that doubtless was a new and strong inducement 
hitherward. It was this summer, I think, that the two Brothers 
revisited together the scene of their early boyhood at Llanble- 
thian; a touching pilgrimage, of Which John gave me account in 
l eference to something similar of my own in Scotland, where I 
then was. 

Here, in a Letter to his Mother, is notice of his return from 
ihe first of these sallies into England ; and how doubtful all at 
Bordeaux still was, and how pleasant some little certainties at 
liome. The ‘ Annie’ of whose * engagement’ tliere is mention, was 
Miss AnnaeBarton, Mrs. John Sterling’s younger sister, who, to 
the joy of more than one party, as appears, had accepted his friend 
Maurice while Sterling was in England : 

‘ To Mrs. Sterling t Knightshridge, London. 

‘ Floirac, 7th August 1837. 

* My dear Mother, — I am now beginning to feel a little less 

* dizzy and tired, and will tiy to write you a few lines to tell you 

* of my fortunes. 

‘ I found my things all right at the Albion. Unluckily the 

* steamer could not start from Brighton, and I was obliged to go 
‘ over to Shoreham ; but the weather cleared up, and we had 
‘ rather a smooth passage into France. The wind was off the 

* French coast, so that we were in cahn water at last. We got in 
‘ about ten o’clock ; — too late for the Custom-house. Next mom- 
‘ ing I settled all my business early; but w^.s detained for horses 
‘ till nine, — owing to the nearness of the Duke of Orleans, which 
‘ had caused a great stir on the roads. I was for the same reason 
‘ stopped at Kouen ; and I was once again stopped, on Saturday 
‘ for an hour, waiting for horses : otherwise I travelled without 

' ‘ any delay, and in the finest weather, from Dieppe to this place, 
‘ “VYhich I reached on Sunday morning at five. I took the shortest 
‘ road, by Alen^on, Saumur and Niort; and was very well satisfied 
‘ with ray progress, — at least, till about Blaye, on the Garonne, 
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* where there was a good deal of deep sand, which, instead of run- 
‘ ning merrily through the hour-glass of Time, on the contrary 

* clogged the wheels of my carriage. At last, however, I reached 

* home ; and found everybody well, and glad to see me. — I felt 

* tired and stupid, and not at all disposed to write. But I am 
‘ now sorry I did not overcome my laziness, and send you a line 
‘ to announce my safe arrival ; for I know that at a distance people 
‘ naturally grow anxious, even without any reason. 

^ It seems now almost like a dream, that I have ever been away 
‘ from hence. But Annie’s engagement to Maurice is, I trust, 

* a lasting memorial of my journey. I find Susan quite as much 

* pleased as I expected with her Sister’s prospects ; and satisfied 

* that nothing could have so well Secured her happiness, and men- 

* tal (or rather cordial) advancement as her union to such a man. 

* On the whole, it is a great happiness to me to look back both to 
^ this matter, and on the Idndness and affection of the relatives 

* and friends whom I saw in England. It will be a very painful 
‘ disappointment to me if I should be obliged to pass the next 
‘ summer without taking my Wife and Children to our own coun- 
‘ try : — ^we will, at all events, enjoy the hope of mV domg so. In 

* the mean time I trust you will enjoy your Tour, and on your 

* return spend a quiet and cheerful winter. Love to my Father, 

* and kindest regards to Mrs. Carlyle. — ^Your affectionate son, 

‘ John Sterling.* 


CHAPTEK V. 

TO MADEIRA. 

Sterling’s dubieties as to continuing at Bordeaux were quickly 
decided. The cholera in France, the cholera in Nice, the — In fact 
his moorings were now loose ; and having been fairly at sea, he 
never could anchor himself here again. Very shortly after this 
Letter, he left Belsito again (for good, as it proved) ; and returned 
to England witli his fiousehold, there to consider what should 
next be done. 

On my return from Scotland, that year, perhaps late in Sep- 
tember, I remember finding him lodged straitly but cheerfully, 
and in happy humour, in a little cottage on Blacldieath ; whither 
his Father one day persuaded me to drive out with him for dinn^. 
Our welcome, I can still recollect, was conspicuously cordial ; the 
place of dinner a kind of upper room, half-garret and full of books. 
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which seemed to be John’s place of study. From a shelf, 1 remem- 
ber also, the good soul took down a book modestly enough bound 
in three volumes, lettered on tlie back Carlyle $ French Eevolutum, 
which had been published lately; this he with friendly banter 
bade me look at as a first symptom, small but significant, that tlie 
book was not to die all at once. “ One copy of it at least might 
hope to last the date of sheep-leatlier,” I admitted, — and in my 
then mood the little fact was welcome. Our dinner, frank and 
happy on the part of Sterling, was peppered with abundant jolly 
satire from his Father : before tea, I took myself away ; towards 
Woolwich, I remember, where probably there was another call to 
make, and jjassage homeward by steamer : Sterling strode along 
with me a good bit of road in the bright sunny evening, full of 
lively friendly talk, and altogether kind and amiable ; and beauti- 
fully sympathetic -with the loads he thought he saw on m«, for- 
getful of his own. We shook hands on the road near the foot of 
Shooter’s Hill : — at which point dim oblivious clouds rush down ; 
Sind of small or great I remember nothing more in my history or 
his for some time. 

Besideft running much about among friends, and holding coun- 
sels for the management of the coming winter, Sterling was now 
considerably occupied with Literature again ; and indeed may be 
said to have already definitely taken it up as the one practical 
pui'suit left for him. Some correspondence with Blackwood's Mor 
gazine was opening itself, under promising omens : now, and more 
and more henceforth, he began to look on Literature as his real 
employment after all; and was prosecuting it with his accustomed 
loyalty and ai’dour. And he continued ever afterwards, in spite 
of such fitful circumstances and uncertain outward fiuctuations 
as his were sure of being, to prosecute it steadily with all the 
strength he had. 

One evening about this time, he came down to us, to Chelsea, 
most likely by appointment and with stipulation for privacy ; and 
read, for our opinion, his Poem of the Sexton's Daughter^ which we 
now first heal'd of. The judgment in this house was friendly, but 
not the most encouraging. Wo found th^ piece monotonous, cast 
in the mould of Wordsworth, deficient in real human fervour or 
depth of melody, dallying on the borders of the infantile and 
“ goody-good — in fact, involved still in tlie shadows of the sur- 
plice, and inculcating (on hearsay mainly) a weak moi'ality, which 
he would one day find not to be moral at all, but in good part 
maudlin-hypocritical and immoral. As indeed was to be said still 
of most of his performances, especially the poetical ; a sickly shor 
dow of the parish-church still hanging over them, which he could 
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by no means recognise for sickly. Imprimatur nevertheless was 
the concluding word, — ^with these grave abatements, and rhada- 
raanthine admonitions. To all which Sterling listened seriously 
and in the mildest humour. His reading, it might have been 
added, had much hurt the effect of the piece : a dreary pulpit or 
even conventicle manner ; that flattest moaning hoo-hoo of prede- 
termined pathos, with a kind of rocking canter introduced by way 
of intonation, each stanza the exact fellow of the other, and the 
dull swing of the rocking-horse duly in each ; — ^uo reading could 
be more unfavourable to Sterling’s poetry than his own. Such a 
mode, of reading, and indeed generally in a man of such vivacity 
the total absence of all gifts for playacting or artistic mimicry in 
any kind, was a noticeable point. 

• 

After much consultation, it was settled at last that Stei ling 
should go to Madeira for the winter. One gray dull autumn after- 
noon, towards the middle of October, I remember walking with 
him to the eastern Dock region, to see his ship, and how the final 
preparations in his own httle cabin were proceeding there. A 
dingy little ship, the deck crowded with packages, and bustling 
sailors within eight-and-forty hours of hfting anchor ; a dingy chill 
smoky day, as I have said withal, and a chaotic element and out- 
look, enough to make a friend’s heart sad. I admired the cheerful 
careless humour and brisk activity of Sterhng, who took the mat- 
ter all on the sunny side, as he was wont in such cases. We came 
home together in manifold talk : he accepted with the due smile 
my last contribution to his sea-equipment, a sixpenny box of Ger- 
man lucifers purchased on the sudden in St. James's Street, fit to 
be offered with laughter or with tears or with both; he was to 
leave for Portsmouth almost immediately, and there go on board. 
Our next news was of his safe arrival in the temperate Isle. Mrs. 
Sterling and the children were left at Knightsbridge ; to pass this 
winter with his Father and Mother. 

At Madeira Sterling did well : improved in health ; was busy 
with much Literature ; ^and fell in with society which he could 
reckon pleasant. He was much delighted with the scenery of the 
place ; found the climate wholesome to him in a marked degree ; 
and, with good news from home, and kindly interests here abroad, 
, passed no disagreeable winter in that exile. There was talking, 
there was writing, there was hope of better health ; he rode al- 
most daily, ip cheerful busy humour, along those fringed shores 
roads: — beautiful leafy roads and horse -paths; with hero and 
there a wild cataract and bridge to look at ; and always witli the 
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soft sky overliead, the dead volcanic mountain on one hand, and 
broad illimitable sea spread out on the other. Here are two Let- 
ters which give reasonably good account of him : 

‘ To Thomas CarlyUy Esq,, Chelsea, London, 

* Funohal, Madeira, 16th November 1837. 

‘ Mt dear Carlyle, — I have been writing a good many letters 
' all in a batch, to go by the same opportunity ; and I am tho- 
' roughly weaiy of writing the same things over and over again 
■ to different people. My letter to you therefore, I fear, must have 
' much of the chai'acter of remainder-biscuit. But you will receive 
‘ it as a proof that I do not wish you to forget me, though it may 
‘ be useless for any other purpose. , 

* I reached this on the 2d, after a tolerably prosperous voyage, 

’ deformed by some days of sea-sickness, but otherwise not to be 
‘ complained of. I liked my twenty fellow-passengers far better 

* than I expected ; — three or four of them I liked much, and con- 

* tinue to sec frequently. The Island too is better than I ex- 
' pected : <so that my Baratafia at least does not disappoint me. 

* The bold rough mountains, with mist about tlieir summits, ver- 

* dure below, and a bright sun over all, please me much ; and I 
‘ ride .daily on the steep and narrow paved roads, which no wheels 

* ever journeyed on. The Town is clean, and there its merits end : 

* but I am comfortably lodged ; with a large and i)leasant sitting- 
‘ room to myself. I have met with much kindness ; and see all 

* the society I want, — though it is not quite equal to that of Lon- 

* don, even excluding Chelsea. 

* I have got about me what Books I brought out ; and have read 
‘ a little, and done some writing for Blaclcwood, — all, I have the 

* pleasure to inform you, prose, nay extremel}^ j)rose I shall now 
‘be more at leisure; and hope to get more steadily to work; 
‘ though I do not know what I shall begin upon. As to reading, 
‘ I have been looking at Ooeihe, especially the Life, — much as a 
‘ shying horse looks at a post. In truth, I am afraid of him. I 

* enjoy and admire him so much, and feel I could so easily be 
‘ tempted to go along with him. And y5t I have a deeply-rooted 
‘ and old persuasion that he was tlie most splendid of anachron- 
‘ isms. A thoroughly, nay intensely Pagan Life, in an age when 
‘ it is men’s duty to be Christian. I therefore never take him up 
‘ without a kind of inward check, as if I were ^ ing some forbid- 
J^den spell ; while, on the ofher hand, there is so infinitely much 
‘ to be learnt from him, and it is so needful to understand the 
‘ world we live in, and our own age, and especially its greatest 
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* minds, that I cannot bring myself to burn my books as the con- 

* verted Magicians did, or sink them as did Prospero. There 
‘ must, as I think, have been some prodigious defect in his mind, 
‘ to lot biiT> hold such views as his about women and some other 

* things ; and in another respect, I find so much coldness and 
‘ hollowness as to the highest truths, and feel so strongly that the 

* Heaven he looks up to is but a vault of ice, — that these two indi- 

* cations, leading to the same conclusion, go far to convince me 
‘ he was a profoundly immor/d and irreligious spirit, with as rai'e 

* faculties of intelligence as ever belonged to any one. All this 
‘ may be mere goody weakness and twaddle, on my part : but it 
‘ is a persuasion that I cannot escape from ; though I should feel 

* the doing so to be a deliverance from a most painful load. If 
‘ you could help me, I heartily wish you would. 1 never take him 
‘ up without high admiration, or lay him down without real sorrow 

* foi' what he chose to be. 

* I have been I'cading nothing else that you would much car© 
‘ for. Southey’s Amadis has amused me ; and Lyell's Geology in- 
‘ terested me. The latter gives ore the same sort of bewilder- 

* ing view of the abysmal extent of Time that Astronomy does of 

* Space. I do not think I shall take your advice as to learning 

* Portuguese. It is said to be very ill spoken here ; and assuredly 
‘ it is the most direful series of nasal twangs I ever heard.^ On© 

* gets on quite well with English. 

‘ The people here are, I believe, in a very low condition ; but 

* they do not appear miserable. I am told that the influence of 

* the i)riests makes the peasantry all Miguelites ; but it is siiid that 
‘ nobody wants any more revolutions. There is no appearance of 

* riot or crime ; and they are all extremely civil. I was much in- 

* terested by learning that Columbus once lived here, before he 
‘ found America and fame. I have been to see a deserted quinta 

* (country diou&c), where there is a great deal of curious old sculp- 

* ture, in relief, upon the masonry; many of the figures, which are 
‘ nearly as large as life, representing soldiers clad and armed much 
‘ as I should suppose those of Cortez were. There are no build- 
‘ ings about the Town^of the smallest pretensions to beauty or 
‘ charm of any kind. On the whole, if Madeira were one’s world, 

* life would certainly rather tend to stagnate ; but as a temporary 
‘ refuge, a niche in an old ruin where gne ‘is sheltered from the 
‘ shower, it has great merit. I am more comfortable and contented 

* than I expected to be, so far from home and from everybody I 
‘ am closely connected with : but, of course, it is at best a tolefabtb 
^ exile. 

‘ Tell Mrs. Cailyle that I have written, since I have been here, 

X 
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* and am going to send to Blackwood, a humble imitation of her 

* Watch and Canary-Bird, entitled The Suit of Armour and the Skele- 
‘ ton} I am conscious that I am far from having reached the 
‘ depth and fulness of despair and mockery which distinguish the 

* original ! But in truth there is a lightness of tone about her 

* style, which I hold to be invaluable : where she makes hairstrokes, 

* I make blotches. I have a vehement suspicion that my Dialogue 

* is an entire failure ; but I cannot be plagued with it any longer. 

* Tell her I will not send her messages, but will write to her soon. 
‘ — Meanwhile I am affectionately hers and yours, 

‘ John Sterling.’ 

The next is to his Brother-in-law; and in a still hopefuller tone : 

‘ To Charles Barton, Esq} 

‘ Funchal, Madeira, 3d March 1838. 

‘ My dear Charles, — I have often been thinking of you and 

* your whereabouts in Germa,ny, and wishing I knew more about 

* you ; anCt at last it occurred to me that you might perhaps have 
‘ the same wish about me, and that therefore I should do well to 

* write to you. 

‘ r have been here exactly four months, having anived on tho 
‘ 2d of November, — my wedding-day; and though you perhaps 
‘ may not think it a compliment to Susan, I have seldom passed 

* four months more cheerfully and agreeably. I have of course 

* felt my absence from my family, and missed the society of my 

* friends ; for there is not a person here whom I knew before I 
‘ left England. But, on the whole, I have been in good health, 

* and actively employed. I have a good many agreeable and 
‘ valuable acquaintances, one or two of whom I hope I may 
‘ hereafter reckon as friends. Tho weather has generally been 
‘ fine, and never cold ; and the scenery of the Island is of a 
‘ beauty which you unhappy Northern people can have little con- 

* ception of. 

‘ It consists of Q, great mass of volcanic mountains, covered in 
‘ their lower parts with cottages, vines and patches of vegetables. 
‘ When you pass through, or over the centi'al ridge, and get to- 
‘ wards the North, therp are woods of trees, of the laurel kind, 
‘ covering the wild steep sloj^es, and forming some of the strang- 
‘ est and most beautiful prospects I have ever seen. Towards the 
interior, the forms of the hills become more abrupt, and loftier; 

* Came out, ns will soon appear, in Blackwood (February 1838), 

‘ Htid de L' Europe, Berlin,' added in Mis. Sterling’s hand. 



TO MADEIRA. 


30T 


* and give tlio notion of very recent volcanic disturbances, though 

* in fact there has been nothing of the kind since the discoveiy of 

* the Island by Europeans. Among these mountains, the dark 
‘ deep precipices, and narrow ravines with small streams at thb 
‘ bottom ; the basaltic knobs and ridges on the summits ; and the 
‘ perpetual play of mist and cloud around them, under this bright 
‘ sun and clear sky, — form landscapes which you would thoroughly 

* enjoy, and which I much wish. I could give you a notion of. The 
‘ Town is on the south, and of course the sheltered side of the 
‘ Island; perfectly protected from the North and East; although 

* wo have seen sometimes patches „of bright snow on the dark 
‘ peaks in the distance. It is a neat cheerful place; all built of 
‘ gray stone, but having many of the houses coloured white or 
‘ red. There is not a really handsome building in it, but there is 
‘ a general aspect of comfort and solidity. The shops are very 
‘ poor. The English do not mix at all with the Portuguese. The 

* Bay is a very bad anchorage; but is wide, bright and cheerful; 

‘ and there are some picturesque points, — one a small black island, 

— scattered about it. v 

‘ I lived till a fortnight ago in lodgings, having two I'ooms, one 
a very good one; and paying for everything fifty * six dollars a 

* month, the dollar being four shillings and twopence. This you 
' will see is dear ; but I could malie no^ better arrangement, for 
" there is an unusual affluence of strangers this year. I have now 
‘ come to live with a friend, a Dr. Calvert, in a small house of 
‘ our own, where I am much more comfortable, and live greatly 
‘ cheaper. Ho is a friend of Mrs. Pcrcival’s ; about my age, an 
‘ Oriel man, and a very superior person. I think the chances 
" arc, we shall go home together.’ ♦ * * ‘ I cannot tell you of all 

* the other people I have become familiar with ; and shall only 

* mention in addition Bingham Baring, eldest son of Lord Ash- 
^ burton, who was here for some weeks on account of a dying bro- 
‘ ther, and whom I saw a great deal of. He is a pleasant, very 

* good-natured and rather clever man; Conservative Member for 
‘ North Staffordshire. 

‘ During the first twq months I was here, I rode a great deal 

* about the Island, having a horse regularly; and was much in agree- 
‘ able company, seeing a great deal of beautiful scenery. Since 
‘ then, the weather has been much morp unsettled, tliough not 
‘ cold , and I have gone about less, as I cannot risk the being wet. 

* But I have spent my time pleasantly, reading and writing. I have 
‘written a geod many things iov Blachwood ; one of which, th^ 
^ Armour and the Skeleton, I see is printed in the February Num« 
^ ber. I have just sent them a long Tale, called the Onyx Ring^ 
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* which cost me a good deal of trouble ; and the extravagance of 

* which, I think, would amuse you; but its length may prevent 

* its appearance in Blackwood. If so, I think I should make a vol- 

* ume of it. I have also written some poems, and shall probably 
‘ publish the Sexton's Daughter when I return. 

‘ My health goes on most favourably. I have had no attack of 

* the chest this spring ; which has not happened to me since the 
‘ spring before we went to Bonn; and I am told, if I take care, I 
‘ may roll along for yeai-s. But I have little hope of being allowed 

* to spend the four first months of any year in England ; and the 
‘ question will be, Whether to go at once to Italy, by way of Ger- 

* many and Switzerland, with my family, or to settle with them in 

* England, perhaps at Hastings, and go abroad myself when it may 
‘ be necessai:y\ I cannot decide till I return ; but I think the latter 

* the most probable. 

‘ To my dear Charles I do not like to use the ordinary foiins of 

* ending a letter, for they arc vei’y inadequate to express my sense 

* of your long and most unvarying kindness ; but be assured no 
‘ one living could say with mere sincerity that he is ever affection- 

* ately yours, 

‘ John Stealing.’ 

Other Letters give occasionally views of the shadier side of 
things : dark broken weather, in the sky and in tlie mind ; ugly 
clouds covering one’s poor fitful transitory 2)ro6pect, for a time, as- 
they might well do in Sterling’s case. Meanwhile we perceive his 
literary business is fast developing itself; amid all his confusions, 
he is never idle long. Some of his best Pieces, — the Onyx Ringy 
for one, as we perceive, — were written here this winter. Out of 
the turbid whirlpool of the days he strives assiduously to snatch 
what he can. 

Sterling's communications with Blackwood's Magazine had now 
issued in some open sanction of him by Professor Wilson, the dis- 
tinguished presiding spirit of that Periodical ; a fact uatu]\ally of 
high importance to him under the literaiy point of view. For 
Wilson, with his clear flashing eye and great gonial heart, had at 
once recognised Sterling ; and lavished stormily, in his wild gene- 
rous way, torrents of praise on him in the editorial comments : 
which undoubtedly was* one of the gratcfullest literaiy baptisms, 
by fire or by water, that could befal a soul Him Sterling’s Ho 
bore it very gently, being indeed past the age to have his head 
Ibumed by anybody’s praises ; nor do I think the exaggeration that 
was in these eulogies did him any ill whatever; while surely their 
generous encouragement did him much good, in his solitary strug- 
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gle towards new activity under such impediments as his. Laudari 
a laudato; to be called noble by one whom you and the world re- 
cognise as noble : this great satisfaction, never perhaps in such a 
degree before or after, had now been vouchsafed to Sterling ; and 
was, as I compute, an important fact for him. He proceeded on 
his pilgrimage with new energy, and felt more and more as if au- 
thentically consecrated to the same. 

The Onyx Ring, a curious Tale, with wild improbable basis, but 
with a noble glow of colouring and with other high merits in it, a 
Tale still worth reading, in which, among the imaginary characters, 
Various friends of Sterling s are shadowed forth, not always in the 
truest manner, came out in Blackwood in the winter of this year. 
Surely a very high talent for painting, both of scenery and per- 
sons, is visible in this Fiction ; the promise of a Novel such as we 
have few. But there wants maturing, wants purifying of clear from 
unclear; — properly there want patience and steady depth. The 
•basis, as we said, is wild and loose; and in the details, lucent often 
with fine coloui, and dipt in beautiful sunshine, there are several 
things inismvi, untrue, which is the worst species of mispainting. 
Witness, as Sterling himself would have by and by admitted, the 
‘ empty clockcase’ (so wo called it) which he has labelled Goethe, 
— which j)uts all other untruths in the Piece to silence. 

One of the great alleviations of his exile at Madeira he has 
already (iclebrated to us : the pleasant circle of society he fell into 
there. Great luck, thinks Sterling in this voyage ; as indeed there 
was . but he himself, moreover, was readier than most men to fall 
into ijieasant circles everywhere, being singularly prompt to make 
the most of any circle. Some of his Madeira acquaintanceships 
were really good ; and one of them, if not more, ripened into com- 
radesliip and friendship for him. He says, as we saw, ‘ The chances 
are, Calvert and I will come together.’ 

Among the English in pursuit of health, or in flight from fatal 
disease, that winter, was this Dr. Calvert; an excellent ingenious 
cheery Cumberland gentleman, about Sterling’s age, and in a deeper 
stage of ailment, this notjbeing his first visit to Madeira: he, waimly 
joining himself to Sterling, as we have seen, was warmly received 
by him ; so that there soon grew a close and free intimacy between 
them ; which for the next tliree years, tiU poor Calvert ended his 
course, was a leading element in the history of both. Companion- 
ship in incurable malady, a touching bond of union, was by no 
means purely or chiefly a companionship in misery in their cas» 
The sunniest inextinguishable cheerfulness shone, through all man- 
ner of clouds, in both. Calvert had been travelling physician in 
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some family of rank, who had rewarded him with a pension, shield- 
ing his own ill health from one sad evil. Being hopelessly gone 
in pulmonary disorder he now moved about among friendly cli- 
mates and places, seeking what alleviation there might bo ; often 
spending his summers in the house of a sister ii^ the environs of 
London ; an insatiable rider on his little brown pony ; always, 
wherever you might meet him, one of the cheeriest of men. He 
had plenty of speculation too, clear glances of all kinds into re- 
ligious, social, moral concerns ; and pleasantly incited Sterling’s 
outpourings on such subjects. He could report of fashionable 
persons and manners, in a fine human Cumberland manner; loved 
art, a gi’eat collector of drawings ; he had endless help and inge- 
nuity; and was in short every way a very human, lovable, good 
and nimble man, — the laughing blue eyes of him, the clear cheery 
soul of him, still redolent of the fresh Northern breezes and trans- 
jiarent Mountain streams. With tliis Calvert, Sterling formed a 
natural intimacy; and they were to each other a great possession, 
mutually enlivening many a dark day during the next three years. 
They did come home togetliei; this sirring; and subsequently made 
several of^these health-journe3’'s in partnership. 


CHAPTER VI. 

LITERATURE : THE S'lERLING CLUB. 

In spite of these wanderings. Sterling’s course in life, so far as his 
poor life could have any course or aim beyond that of screening 
itself from swift death, was getting more and more clear to him ; 
and he pursued it diligently, in the only way permitted him, by 
hasty snatches, in the intervals of continual fluctuation, change of 
place and other interruption. 

Such, once for all, were the conditions appointed him. And it 
must be owned he had, with a most kindly temper, adjusted him- 
self to these ; nay you would have said,„ he loved them ; it was 
almost as if he would have chosen them as the suitablest. Such 
an adaptation was there in him of volition to necessity : — for in- 
deed they both, if well , seen into, proceeded from one source. 
Sterling’s bodily disease was the expression, under physical condi- 
tions, of the too vehement life which, under the moral, the intel- 
lectual and other aspects, incessantly struggled within him. Too 
vehement ; — ^which would have required a frame of oak and iron 
to contain it : in a thin though most wiry body of flesh and bone, 
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it incessantly ‘ wore holes,’ and so found outlet for itself. He could 
take no rest, he had never learned that art; he was, as we often 
reproached him, fatally incapable of sitting still. Rapidity, as of 
pulsing auroras, as of dancing lightnings ; rapidity in all forms 
characterised him. This, which was his bane, in many senses, 
being the real oMgin of his disorder, and of such continual neces- 
sity to move and change, — was also his antidote, so far as antidote 
there might be ; enabling him to love change, and to snatch, as few 
others could have done, from the waste chaotic years, all tumbled 
into ruin by incessant change, what hours and minutes of avail- 
*able turned up. He had an incredible facility of labour. He 
flashed with most piercing glanco into a subject; gathered it up 
into organic utterability, with truly wonderful despatch, consider- 
ing the success and truth attained ; and threw it on paper with a 
swift felicity, ingenuity, brilliancy and general excellence, of which, 
under such conditions of swiftness, I have never seen a parallel. 
Essentially an improvUer genius; as his Father too was, and of 
admirable completeness he too, though under a veiy different 
form. 

If Sterling has done little in Literature, we may, ask. What 
other man than he, in such circumstances, could have done any- 
thing? In virtue of these rapid faculties, which otherwise cost 
him so dear, he has built together, out of those wavering boiling 
quicksands of his few later years, a result which may justly sur- 
prise us. There is actually some result in those poor Two Volumes 
gathered from him, such as they are ; he that reads there will 
not wholly lose his time, nor rise with a malison instead of a 
blessing on the writer. Here actually is a real seer-glance, of some 
Cv^mpass, into the wwld of our day; blessed glance, once more, of 
an eye that is human ; truer than one of a thousand, and beauti- 
fully capable of maldng others see with it. I have known consi- 
derable temporary reputations gained, considerable piles of tem- 
porary guineas, with loud reviewing and the like to match, on a 
far less basis than lies in those two volumes. Those also, I expect, 
'.vill be held in memory by the world, one way or other, till the 
world has extracted all its benefit from them. Graceful, ingenious 
and illuminative reading, of their sort, for all manner of inquiring 
souls. A little verdant flowery island of poetic intellect, of melo- 
dious human verity ; sunlit island founded on the rocks ; — which 
the enormous circumambient continenls of mowm reedgrass and 
floating lumber, with their mountain-ranges of ejected stable-litter 
however alpine, cannot by any means or chance submerge ; na^ I 
expect, they will not even quite hide it, this modest little island, 
from the well-discerning ; but will float past it towards the place 
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appointed for them, and leave said island standing. Allah hereem, 
say the Arabs ! And of the English also some still know that 
.there is a difference in the material of mountains ! — 

As it is this last little result, the amount of hig poor and ever- 
interrupted literary labour, that henceforth forms the essential 
history of Sterling, we need not dwell at too much length on the 
foreign journeys, disanchorings, and nomadic vicissitudes of 
household, which occupy his few remaining years, and which are 
only the disastrous and accidental arena of this. He had now, 
excluding his early and more deliberate residence in the West 
Indies, made two flights abroad, once with his family, once with- 
out, in search of health. He had two more, in rapid succession, 
to make, and many more to meditate; and in the whole from 
Bayswater to the end, his family made no fewer than five complete 
changes of abode, for his sake. But these cannot be accepted as 
in any sense epochs in his life : the one last epoch of his life was 
that of his internal change towards Literature as his work in the 
world ; and we need not linger much on these, which are the mere 
outer accidents of that, and had no distinguished influence in mo- 
difying that. 

Friends still hoped the unrest of that brilliant too-rapid soul 
would abate with years. Nay the doctors sometimes promised, 
on the physical side, a like result ; prophesying that, at forty-five 
or some mature age, the stress of disease might quit the lungs, 
and direct itself to other quarters of the system. But no such 
result was appointed for us ; neither forty-five itself, nor the ame- 
liorations promised then, were ever to be reached. Four voyages 
abroad, three of them without his family, in flight from death; 
and at home, for a like reason, five complete shiftings of abode : 
in such wandering manner, and not otherwise, had Sterling to 
continue his pilgrimage till it ended. 

Once more I must say, his cheerfulness throughout was won- 
derful. A certain grimmer shade, coming gradually over him, 
might perhaps be noticed in the concluding years ; not impatience 
properly, yet the consciousness how much he needed patience ; 
something more caustic in his tone of wit, more trenchant and 
indignant occasionally in his tone of speech : but at no moment 
was his activity bewildered or abated, nor did his composure ever 
give way. No ; both his activity and his composure ho bore with 
him, through all weathers, to the final close ; and on the whole, 
rig^i^t manfully he walked his wild stem way towards thp goal, and 
like a Roman wrapt his mantle round him when he fell. — Let us 
glance, with brevity, at what he saw and suffered in his remaining 
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pilgrimings and changings ; and count up what fractions of spi- 
ritual fruit he realised to us from them. 

Calvert and he returned from Madeira in spring 1838. Mrs. 
Sterling and tj^e family had lived in Knightsbridge with liis 
Father’s people through winter : they now changed to Blackheath, 
or ultimately Hastings, and he with them, coming up to London 
pretty often; uncertain whkt was to be done for next winter. 
Literature went on briskly ho.*e : Blackwood had from him, besides 
the Onyx Ring which soon came out with due honour, assiduous 
almost monthly contributions in prose and verse. The series 
called Hymns of a. Hermit was now going on ; eloquent melodies, 
tainted to me with something of the same disease as the Sextons 
Laughter ^ though perhaps in a less degree, considering that the 
strain was in a so much higher pitch. Still better, in clear elo- 
quent prose, the series of detached thoughts, entitled Crystals from 
a Cavern ; of which the set of fragments, generally a little larger 
in compass, called Thoughts and Images^ and again those called 
Sayings and Essayings} are properly continuations. Add to which, 
his friend John Mill had now charge of a Review, The London and 
Westminster its name ; wherein Sterling’s assistance, ardently de- 
sired, was freely afforded, with satisfaction to both parties, in this 
and the following yeai-s. An Essay on Montaigne, witli the notes 
and reminiscences alioady spoken of, was Sterling’s first contribu 
tion here ; then one on Simonides ? both of the present season. 

On these and other businesses, slight or important, he was 
often running up to London ; and gave us almost the feeling of 
his being resident among us. In order to meet the most or a 
good many of his friends at once on such occasions, ho now fur- 
thermore contrived the scheme of a little Club, where monthly 
over a frugal dinner some reunion might take place ; that is, where 
friends of his, and withal such friends of theirs as suited, — and in 
fine, where a small select company definable as persons to whom 
it was pleasant to talk together, — might have a little opportunity 
of talking. The scheme was approved by the persons concerned ; 
I have a copy of the Original Regulations, probably drawn up by 
Sterling, a veiy solid lucid piece of economics ; and the List of 
the proposed Members, signed ‘James Spedding, Secretary,’ and 
dated ‘ 8th August 1838.’^ The Club grew; was at*first called the 

» Haro, ii. 95-167. * Ib. i. 129, 188. 

^ Horo in a Note they are, if they can be important to anybody. The marks 
of interrog-atis>n, attached to some Names as not yet consulted or otherwise 
questionable, are in the Secretary’s hand : 

J. D. A eland. Esq. Rev. J. W. Blakecdey. 

Hon. W. B. Baring. W. Boxall, Esq. 
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Anonymous Club; then, after some months of success, in compli- 
ment to the founder who had now left us again, the Sterling Club ; 
— under which latter name, it once lately, for a time, owing to 
the Religious Newspapers, became rather famous in the woi ld ! 
In which strange circumstances the name was again altered, to 
suit weak brethren; and the Club still subsists, in a sufficiently 
•flourishing tliough happily once more a private condition. That 
is the origin and genesis of poor Sterling’s Club ; which, having 
honestly paid the shot for itself at Will’s Coffeehouse or elsewhere, 
rashly fancied its bits of affairs were quite settled ; and once little 
thought of getting into Books of History with them ! — 

But now. Autumn approaching. Sterling had to quit Clubs, for 
matters of sadder consideration. A new removal, what we call 
‘ his third peregrinity,’ had to be decided on ; and it was resolved 
that Rome should be the goal of it, the journey to bo done in 
conqiany with Calvert, whom also the Italian climate might be 
made to serve instead of Madeira. One of the liveliest recollec- 
tions I have, connected with the Anonymous Club, is that of once 
escorting Sterhng, after a certain meeting there, which I had seen 
only towards the end, and now remember nothing of, — except 
that, on breaking up, he proved to be encumbered with a carpet- 
bag, and could not at once find a cab for Knightsbridge. Some 
small bantering hereupon, during the instants of embargo. But 
w'c carried his carpetbag, slinging it on my stick, two or three of 
us alteinately, through dusty vacant streets, under the gaslights 
and the stars, towards the surest cabstand : still jesting, or pre- 
tending to jest, he and we, not in the inirthfullest manner , and. 


T. Carlyle, Esq. 

Hon. R. Cavendish (?) 

H. N. Coleridge, Esq. (?) 

J. W. Colville, Esq. 

Allan Cunningham, Esq. (?) 
Rev. H. Bonn. 

F. H. Doyle, Esq. 

C. L. Eastlake, Esq. 

Alex. Ellice, Esq. 

J. F. Elliott, Esq. 

Copley Fielding, Esq. 

Rev. J. C. Hare. 

Sir Edmund Head (?), 

D. D. Heath, Esq. 

G. C. Lewis, Esq. 

H. L. Lushington, Esq. 

The Lord Lyttleton. 

C Macarthy, Esq. 

H. Malden, Esq. 

J. S. Mill, Esq. 


R. M. Milnes, E.sq. 

R. Monteith, Esq 

S. A O’Biien, Esq. 

Sir F. Palgrave ('0 
W. F Pollok, 

Philip Pusey, Esq. 

A. Rio, Esq. 

C. Romilly, Esq. 

James Spoddmg, Esq. 

Rev. John Sterling 
Alfreil Tennyson, Esq. 

Rev, Connop Thirlwall. 

Rev. W. Hepworth Thompson. 
Edward Twisleton, Esq. 

G. S. Venables, Esq. 

Samuel Wood, Esq. 

Rev. T. Worsley. 


James Spedding, Secretary. 
8th August 1838. 
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had (I suppose) our own feelings about the poor Pilgrim, who 
was to go on the morrow, and had huriied to meet us in this way, 
as the last tiling before leaving England. 


CHAPTER VII. 

ITALY. 

The journey to Italy was undertaken by advice of Sir James 
Clark, reckoned the chief authority in pulmonary therapeutics ; 
who prophesied important improvements from it, and perhaps 
even the possibility henceforth of living all the year in some 
English home. Mrs. Sterling and the children continued in a 
house avowedly temporary, a furnished house' at Hastings, 
through the winter. The two friends had set off for Belgium, 
while the due warmth was still in the air. They traversed Bel- 
gium, looking well at pictures and such objects; ascended the 
Rhine; rapidly traversed Switzerland and the Alps ; issuing upon 
Italy and Milan, with immense appetite for pictures, and time 
still to gratify themselves in that pursuit, and be deliberate in 
their approach to Rome. We will take this free-flowing sketch 
of their passage over the Alps ; written amid ‘ the rocks of Arona,’ 
— Santo Borromeo’s country, and poor little Mignon’s ! The 

* elder Perdonnets’ are opulent Lausanne people, to whose late 
son Sterling had been veiy kind in Madeira the year before : 

‘ To Mrs, Sterling y Knightsbridge, London. 

‘ Arona on the Lago Maggiore, 8th Oct. 1838. 

‘ My dear Mother, — I bring down the story of my proceedings 
‘ to the present time since the 29th of September. I think it must 
‘ have been after that day that I was at a great breakfast at the 

* elder Perdonnets’, with whom I had declined to dine, not choos- 

‘ ing to go out at night. ♦ ♦ * i was t^iken by my hostess to 

‘ see several pretty pleasure-grounds and points of view in the 
‘ neighbourhood ; and latterly Calvert was better, and able to go 
‘ with us. He was in force again, and our passports were all 

* settled so as to enable us to start on the morning of the 2d, 
' after taking leave of our kind entertainer with thanks for her 
‘ infinite kjndness. 

*We reached St. Maurice early that evening; having had the 
‘ Dent du Midi close to us for several hours ; glittering like the 
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* top of a silver teapot, far up in the sky. Our course lay along 
‘ the Valley of the Khone ; which is considered one of the least 
‘ beautiful parts of Switzerland, and perhaps for this reason 

* pleased us, as we had not been prepared to expect much. We 

* saw, before reaching the foot of the Alpine pass at Brieg, two 
‘ rather celebrated Waterfalls ; the one the Pissevaclie, which has 
/ no more beauty than any waterfall one hundred or tWo hundred 

* feet high must necessarily have : the other near Tourtemagne is 
‘ much more pleasing, having foliage^ round it, and being in a se- 

* eluded dell. If you buy a Swiss Waterfall, choose this one. 

- ‘ Our second day took us through Martigny to Sion, celebrated 
‘ for its picturesque towers upon detached hills, for its strong 

* Romanism and its population of cretins , — ^that is, maimed idiots, 
‘ having the goitre. It looked to us a more thriving place than we 
" expected. They are building a great deal ; among other things, 
‘ a new Bishop’s Palace and a new Nunnery, — to inhabit either of 
‘ which ex officio I feel myself very unsuitable. From Sion wo 
‘ came to Brieg ; a little village in a nook, close under an enor- 

* mous mountain and glacier, where it lies like a molehill, or some- 

* thing smaller, at the foot of a haystack. Here also we slept; and 

* the next day our voiturier, who had brought us from Lausanne, 

* started with us up the Simplon Pass ; helped on by two extra 

* horses. 

* The beginning of the road was rather cheerful ; having a good 
deal of green pasturage, and some mountain villages ; but it soon 

* becomes dreary and savage in aspect, and but for our bright 

* sky and warm air, would have been truly dismal. However, we 

* gained gi^adually a distinct and near view of several large gla- 

* ciers ; and reached at last the high and melancholy valleys of 
‘ the Upper Alps ; where even the pines become scanty, and no 

* sound is heard but the wheels of one’s carriage, except when 

* there happens to be a storm or an avalanche, neither of which 

* enteilained us. There is, here and there, a small stream of 
‘ water pouring from the snow ; but this is rather a monotonous 

* accompaniment to the general desolation than an interruption of 

* it. The road itself, is certainly very goQd» and impresses one 

* with a strong notion of human power. But the common de- 

* scrip tions are much exaggerated ; and many of what the Guide- 
‘ Books call “ galleries” are merely parts of the road supported by 
‘ a wall built against the rock, and have nothing like a roof above 
‘ them. The “ stupendous bridges,” as they are called, might be 
‘ pa dved, a dozen together, into one arch of London Bridge; and 

* they are seldom even veiy striking from the depth below. The 
‘ roadway is excellent, and kept in the best order. On the whole, 
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‘ I am veiy glad to have travelled the most famous road in Europe, 

* and to have had delightful weather for doing so, as indeed we 

* have had ever since we left Lausanne. The Italian descent ih 
‘ greatly more remarkable than the other side. 

‘ We slept near the top, at the Village of Simplon, in a very 

* fair and well-warmed inn, close to a mountain stream, which is 

* one of the great ornaments of this side of the road. W6 hav^ 

* here passed into a region of granite, from that of Hmestone, and 
‘ what is called gneiss. The valleys are sharper and closer, — ^like 

* cracks in a hard and solid mass ; — and there is much more of 

* the startling contrast of hght and shade, as well as more angular 

* boldness of outhne ; to all which the more abundant waters add 
‘ a fresh and vivacious interest. Looking back through one of 

* these abysmal gorges, one sees two torrents dashing together, 

* the precipice and ridge on one side, pitch-black with shade ; and 

* that on the other all flaming gold ; while behind rises, in a huge 
‘ cone, one of the glacier summits of the chain. The stream at 

* one’s feet rushes at a leap some two hundred feet down, and is 

* bordered with pines and beechps, struggling through a ruined 

* world of clefts and boulders. I never saw anything so much 

* resembling some of tho Circles described by Dante. From Simp- 

* Ion we made for Duomo d’Ossola ; ha-\dng broken out, as through 

* the mouth of a mine, into green and fertile valleys full of vines 

* and chestnuts, and white villages,— in short, into sunshine and 

* Italy. 

‘ At this place we dismissed our Swiss voiturier, and took an 

* Italian one ; who conveyed us to Omegna on the Lake of Orta ; 

‘ a place little visited by English travellers, but which fully repaid 

* us the trouble of going there. We were lodged in a simple and 

* even rude Italian inn ; where they cannot speak a word of 

* French ; where we occupied a barnlike room, with a huge chim- 

* ney fit to lodge a hundred ghosts, whom we expelled by dint of 

* a hot woodfire. There were two beds, and as it happened good 
‘ ones, in this strange old apartment ; which was adorned by pio- 
‘ tures of Architecture, and by Heads of Saints, better than many 
‘ at the Royal Acadeyiy Exhibition, and wjbich one paid nothing 

* for looking at. The thorough Italian character of the whole 
‘ scene amused us, much more than Meurice’s at Paris would have 

* done ; for we had voluble, commonpjace good humour, with the 
‘ aspect and accessories of a den of banditti. 

‘ Today we have seen the Lake of Orta, have walked for some 

* miles among its vineyards and chestnuts ; and thence have <»me, 

* by Baveno, to this place having seen by the way, I believe, the 

* most beautiful part of the Lago Maggiore, and certainly the most 
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‘ clieerful, complete and extended example of fine scenery I have 

* ever fallen-in with. Here we are, much to my wonder, — for it 
^ seems too good to be true, — fairly in Italy; and as yet my jour- 
‘ ney has been a pleasanter and more instructive, and in point of 

* health a more successful one, than I at all imagined possible. 
‘ Calvert and I go on as well as can be. I let him have his way 

about natural science, and he only laughs benignly when he thinks 

* me absurd in my moral speculations. My only regrets are caused 
‘ by my separation from my family and friends, and by the hurry 

* I have been living in, 'which has prevented me doing any work, 

* — and compelled me to write to you at a good deal faster rate 

* than the vapore moves on the Lago Maggiore. It will take me 

* tomorrow to Sesto Calende, whence we go to Varese. We shall 

* not be at Milan for some days. Write thither, if you are kind 
‘ enough to write at all, till I give you another address. Love to 
‘ my Father. — ^Your affectionate son, 

* John Sterling.’ 

Omitting Milan, Florence nearly all, and much about ‘ Art,' 
Michael Angelo, and other aerial matters, here are some select 
terrestrial glimpses, the fittest I can find, of his progress towai-ds 
Borne : 

Lxicca^ Nov, 27 th^ 1838 (To his Mother ), — ‘ I had dreams, like 
‘ other people, before I came here, of what the Lombard Lakes 

* must be ; and the week I spent among them has left me an image, 
‘ not only more distinct, but far more warm, shining and various, 
‘ and more deeply attractive in innumerable respects, than all I 

* had before conceived of them. And so also it lias been with 

* Florence ; where I spent three weeks : enough for the first hazy 

* radiant dawn of sympathy to paos away ; yet constantly adding 
‘ an increase of knowledge and of love, while I examined, and 

* tried to understand, the wonderful minds that have left behind 
them there such abundant traces of their presence.’ — ‘ On Sun- 

‘ day, the day before I left Florence, I went to the highest part of 
the Grand Duke’s Garden of Boboli, which commands a view of 
‘ most of the City, and of the vale of the i^no to the westward; 

* where, as*we had been visited by several rainy days, and now at 
‘ last had a very fine one, the whole prospect was in its highest 
‘ beauty. The Inass of buildings, chiefly on the other side of the 
‘ Liver, is sufficient to fill the eye, without perplexing the mind 
‘ by vastness like that of London ; and its name and history, its 
‘ outline and large and picturesque buildings, give it g^nndeur of 
‘ a higher order than that of mere multitudinous extent. The 
^ Hills that border the Valley of the Arno are also very pleasing 
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^ and striking to look upon ; and the view of the rich Plain, glim- 
■* mering away into blue distance, covered with an endless web of 
‘ villages and country-houses, is one of the most delightful images 
‘ of human well-being I have ever seen.’ — 

‘ Veiy shortly before leaving Florence, I went through the 
‘ house of Michael Angelo ; which is still possessed by persons of 
‘ the same family, descendants, I believe, of his Nephew. There 
‘ is in it his “ first work in marble,” as it is called; and a few 4 
‘ drawings, — all with the stamp of his enginery upon them, which 
‘ was more powerful than all the steam in London.’ — ‘ On the whole, 

* though I have done no work in Florence that can be of any use 

* or pleasure to others, except my Letters to my Wife, — I leave it 

* with the certainty of much valuable knowledge gained there, and 
' with a most ideasant remembrance of the busy and thoughtful 

* days I owe to it. 

‘ We left Florence before seven yesterday morning,’ 26th No- 
vember, ‘ for this place ; travelling on the northern side of the 

* Arno, by Pi ato, Pistoia, Pescia. We tried to see some old fres- 

* coos in a Church at Prato ; but foand the priests all about, say- 

* ing mass ; and of course did not venture to put our'liands into 
^ a hive wlicrc the bees were buzzing and on the wing. Pistoia 
‘ we only coasted. A little on one side of it, there is a Hill, the 

* first on the road from Florence ; which we walked up, and had 
‘ a very lively and brilliant prospect over the road we had just 
' travelled, and the Town of Pistoia. Thence to this place the 
‘ whole land is beautiful, and in the highest degi’ee prosperous, — 

' in short, to speak metaphorically, all dotted with Leghorn bon- 
‘ nets, and streaming with olive-oil. The girls here are said to 
‘ employ themselves chiefly in platting straw, which is a profitable 
^ employment ; and the slightness and quiet of the work are said 
‘ to be much more favourable to beauty than the coarser kinds of 
‘ labour performed by the countrywomen elsewhere. Certain it 
‘ is that I saw more pretty women in Pescia, in tlie hour I spent 

* there, than I ever before mot with among the same numbers of 
‘ the “ pharc sect.” Wherefore, as a memorial of them, I bought 
‘ there several Legend® of Female Saints and Martyrs, and of other 

* Ladies quite the reverse and held up as warnings ; all of which 
‘ are written in ottava rima^ and sold for three-halfpence apiece. 

‘ But unhappily I have not yet had timato read them. This Town 
‘ has 30,000 inhabitants, and is surrounded by Walls, laid out as 

* walks, and evidently not at present intended to be besieged, — 

* for which ‘reason, this morning, I merely walked on them roffnd 

* the Town, and did not besiege them,* 



820 


JOHN STERLING. 


‘The Catliedral’ of Lucca ‘contains some Relics; which have 
‘ undoubtedly worked miracles on the imagination of tlie people 
‘ hereabouts. The Grandfather of all Relics (as the Arabs would 

* say) in the place is the Vblto Santo ^ which is a Face of the Sa> 
‘ viour appertaining to a wooden Crucifix. N ow you must know 
‘ that, after the ascension of Christ, Nicodcmns was ordered by 
‘ an Angel to carve an image of him ; and went accordingly with 
‘ a hatchet, and cut down a cedar for that iiurpose. Ho then pro- 
‘ cceded to caiwe the figure ; and being tired, fell asleep before he 

* had done the face ; which however, on awaking, he found com- 
‘ pletcd by celestial aid. This image was brought to Lucca, from 
‘ liCghorn I think, where it had arrived in a ship, “ more than a 
‘ thousand years ago,” and has ever since been kept, in purple and 
‘ fine linen and gold and diamonds, quietly working miraeJes. I 
‘ saw the gilt Shrine of it ; and also a Hatchet which refused to cut 
‘ off the head of an innocent man, who had been condemned to 
‘ death, and who prayed to the VoUo Santo. 1 suppose it is by 
‘ way of economy (they being a fiaigal people) that the Italians 
‘ have their Book of Common Prayer and their Arabian Nights' 
‘ Entertainments condensed ihto one.’ 

t 

Pisa, Pecemher 2d, 1838 {To the same). — ‘Pisa is very unfairly 
‘ treated in all the Books I have read. It seems to me a quiet, but 

* very agreeable jilace; with wide clean streets, and a look of stabil- 
‘ ity and comfoi't; and I admire the Cathedial and its ai)pendagcs 
‘ more, the more I see them. The leaning of the Tower is to my 
‘ eye decidedly unpleasant; but it is a beautiful building never- 
‘ tlieless, and the view from the top is, under a blight sky, remark- 
‘ ably lively and satisfactory. The Lucehese Hills form a fino 

* mass, and the sea must in cleai* weather be \eiy distinct. There 
‘ was some haze over it when I was up, though the land was all 
‘ clear. I could just see the Leghorn Lighthouse. Leghoin itself 
‘ I shall not be able to visit.’ — 

‘ The quiet gracefulness of Italian life, aiul the mental maturity 
‘ and vigour of Germany, have a gi’eat cliaim when compared isith 
‘ the restless whirl of England, and the chorus of mingled yells 
‘ and groans sent up^’by our parties and sdets, and by the suffering 
‘ and bewildered crowds of the labouring jieople Our politics 
‘ make my heaj’t ache, whenever I think of them. The base selfibli 
‘ frenzies of factions seefn to me, at this distance, half diabolic ; 
‘ and I am out of the way of knowing anything that may be quietly 
‘ ^doing to elevate the standard of ivisc and teiiqicrate manhood in 
‘ the countiy, and to diffuse the means of iihysieal aiul moral well- 
‘ being among all the people.' — ‘ I will write to my Father as soon 
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‘ as I can after reaching tlie capital of his fiiend the Pope, — who, 

* if he had happened to be born an English gentleman, would no 
‘ doubt by this time be a resjiectable old-gentlemanly gouty mem- 

* ber of the Carlton. I have often amused myself by thinking what 
‘ a mere accident it is that Phillpotts is not Archbishop of Tuam, 

* and M‘Hale Bishop of Exeter; and how slight a change of dress, 
‘ and of a few catchwords, would even now enable them to fill those 
‘ respective posts witli all the propriety and discretion they display 

* in tlieir present positions.* 

At Rome he found the Crawfords, known to him long since , 
and at different dates other English friends old and new ; and was 
altogether in the liveliest humour, no end to his activities and 
speculations. Of all which, during the next four months, the Let- 
ters now before me give abundant record, — far too abundant for 
our objects here. His grand pursuit, as natural at Rome, was Art ; 
into which metai)hysical domain we shall not follow him ; prefer- 
ring to pick out, here and there, sometliing of concrete and hu- 
man. Of his interests, researches, speculations and descriptions 
on this subject of Art, there is always rather a superabundance, 
especially in the Italian Tour. XJnforiunately, in the hard wea- 
ther, poor Calvert fell ill ; and Sterling, along with his Ari-studies, 
distinguished himself as a sick-nurse till his poor comrade got 
afoot again. His general impressions of the scene and what it 
held for him may be read in tlie following excerpts. The Letters 
are all dated Rome, and addressed to his Father or Mother : 

December 2ls^, 1838. — ‘ Of Rome itself, as a whole, there are in- 
‘ finite things to be said, well 'worth saying; but I shall confine 
‘ myself to two remarks : first, that while the Monuments and works 
‘ of Art gain in wondrousness and significance by familiarity with 
‘ tliem, the actual life of Rome, the Papacy and its pride, lose; and 
‘ though one gets accustomed to Cardinals and Friars and Swiss 
‘ Guards, and ragged beggars and the finery of London and Paiis, 

‘ all rolling on together, and sees how it is that they subsist in a 
‘ sort of spurious unity, one loses all tendency to idealise the Me- 
‘ tropolis and System of the Hierarchy into anything higher than 
‘ a piece of showy stage-declamation, at bottom, in our day, tho- 

* roughly .mean and prosaic. My other remark is, that Rome, seen 

* from the tower of tlie Capitol, from the Pincian or th*e Janiculum, 

* is at this day one of the most beautiful spectacles which eyes 

* ever beheld. The company of great domes rising from a mass of 
‘ large and soHd buildings, with a few stone-pines and scattereef 
‘ edifices on the outskirts ; the broken bare Campagna all ai’ound ; 

‘ tlie Alban Hills not fai’, and the purple range of Sabine Moun- 

Y 
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‘ tains in the distance with a cope of snow ; — this seen in the clear 
‘ air, and the whole spiritualised by endless recollections, and a 
‘ sense of the grave and lofty reality of human existence which has 
‘ had this place for a main tiieatre, fills at once the eyes and heart 
‘ more forcibly, and to me delightfully, than I can find words to 
‘ say.* 

Januiiry 22d, 1839. — ‘ The Modern Rome, Pope and all inclu- 
‘ sive, are a shabby attem2)t at something adequate to fill the place 
‘ of the old Commonwealth. It is easy enough to hve among 
‘ them, and there is much to amuse and even interest a spectator; 
‘ but the native existence of the place is now thin and hollow, and 
‘ there is a stamp of littleness, and childish poverty of taste, upon 
‘ all the great Christian buildings I have seen here, — not excejit- 
‘ ing St. Peter s ; which is crammed with bits of coloured marble 
‘ and gilding, and Gog-and-Magog colossal statues of saints (look- 
‘ ing prodigiously small), and mosaics from the worst pictures in 
‘ Rome ; and has altogether, with most imposing size and lavish 
‘ splendour, a tang of Guildhall finery about it that contrasts oddly 
‘ with the melancholy vastness and simplicity of the Ancient 
‘ Monuments, though these liave not the Athenian elegance. I 
‘ recur peiqietually to the galleries of Sculpture in the Vatican, and 
* to the Frescoes of Rafiael and Michael Angelo, of inexliaustible 
‘ beauty and gi’eatness, and to the general aspect of the City and 
‘ the Country round it, as the most impressive scene on earth. But 
‘ the Modern City, with its churches, palaces, jiriests and beggars, 

‘ is far from sublime.’ 

Of about the same date, here is another paragraph worth insert- 
ing : ‘ Gladstone has three little agate crosses which he will give 
‘ you for my little girls. Calvert bought them, as a resent for 
‘ “ the bodies,” at Martigny in Switzerland, and I have had no ear- 
‘ Her opportunity of sending them. Will you despatch them to 
‘ Hastings when you have an opportunity? I have not yet seen 
‘ Gladstone’s Church and State; but as there is a copy in Rome, I 
‘ hope soon to lay hands on it. I saw yesterday in the Times a 
‘ funous, and I am soiTy to say, most absurd attack on him and it, 
‘ and the new Oxqjiian school.’ 

February 2Sth, 1839. — ‘ There is among the people plenty of 
‘ squahd misery ; though not nearly so much as, they say, exists 
‘ in Ireland ;• and here there is a certain freedom and freshness of 
‘ manners, a dash of Southern enjoyment in the condition of the 
‘ meanest and most miserable. There is, I suppose, as little as 
^ well can be of conscience or artificial cultivation of any kind ; but 
‘ there is not the affectation of a virtue which they do not possess, 
‘ nor any feeling of being despised for the want of it; and where 
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‘ life gencmlly is so inert, except as to its passions and material 

* wants, there is not the bitter consciousness of having been beaten 
‘ by the more prosperous, in a race which the greater number have 
‘ never thought of running. Among the labouring poor of Rome, 

‘ a bribe will buy a crime ; but if common work procures enough 
‘ for a day’s food or idleness, ten times the sum will not induce 
‘ them to toil on, as an English workman would, for the sake of 
‘ rising in the world. Sixpence any day will put any of them at 
‘ the top of the only tree they care for, — that on which grows the 
‘ fruit of idleness. It is striking to see the way in which, in mag- 
‘ nificent churches, the most ragged beggars kneel on the pave- 
‘ ment before some favourite altar in the midst of well-dressed wo- 
‘ men and of gazing foreigners. Or sometimes you will see one 
‘ with a child come in from the street where she has been begging, 

‘ put herself in a corner, say a prayer (probably for the success of 
‘ her petitions) , and then return to beg again. There is wonder- 

* fully little of any moral strength connected witli this devotion ; 

‘ but still it is better than nothing, and more than is often found 
‘ among the men of the upper classes in Rome. I believe the 
‘ Clergy to be generally profligate, and the state of domestic morals 
‘ as bad as it has ever been represented.’ — 

Or, in sudden contrast, take this other glance homeward ; a 
liOtter to his eldest child ; in which kind of Letters, more than in 
any other. Sterling seems to me to excel. Readers recollect the 
hurricane in St. Vincent; the hasty removal to a neighbour’s house, 
and the birth of a son there, soon after. The boy has grown to 
some articulation, during these seven years ; and his Father, from 
the new foreign scene of Priests and Dilettanti, tlius addresses him : 

‘ To Master Edward C, Sterling, Hastings. 

* Rome, 2lBt January 1839. 

‘ My dear Edward, — I was very glad to receive your Letter, 

‘ wdiich showed me that you have leaimed something since I left 
‘ home. If you knew how much pleasure it gave me to see j^our 
‘ handwriting, I am sure you would take paing j.o be able to w’rite 
‘ well, that you might often send me letters, and tell me a great 
‘ many things which I should like to know about Mamma and 
‘ your Sisters as well as yourself. • 

‘ If I go to Vesuvius, I will try to cany away a bit of the lava, 

‘ which you wish for. There has lately been a great eniption, as it 
‘ is called, of that Mountain ; which means a great breaking-out of 
‘ hot ashes and fire, and of melted stones which is called lava. 

* Miss Clark is veiy kind to take so much pains with you ; and 
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‘ I trust you will show that you are obliged to her, by paying atten- 

* tion to all she tells you. When you see how much more grown 

* people know than you, you ought to be anxious to learn all you 
‘ can from those who teach you ; and as there are so many wise 
‘ and good things written in Books, you ought to try to read early 

* and carefully ; that you may learn something of what God has 
‘ made you able to know. There are Libraries containing very 

* many thousands of Volumes; and all that is written in these is, 
‘ — accounts of some part or other of the World which God has 
‘ made, or of tlie Thoughts which he has enabled men to have in 
‘ their minds. Some Books are descriptions of the earth itself, 
‘ with its rocks and ground and water, and of the air and clouds, 

* and the stars and moon and sun, which shine so beautifully in 
‘ the sky. Some tell you about the things that grow upon the 

* ground ; the many millions of plants, from little mosses and 
‘ threads of grass up to great trees and forests. Some also con- 
‘ tain accounts of living things; flies, worms, fishes, birds and four- 
‘ legged beasts. And some, which are the most, ai'e about men 
‘ and their thoughts and doings. These are the most important of 

* all ; for men are the best and most wonderful creatures of God in 

* the world ; being the only ones able to know him and love him, 

* and to try of their own accord to do his will. 

‘ These Books about men are also the most important to us, be- 

* cause we ourselves are human beings, and may learn from such 
‘ Books what we ought to think and to do and to tiy to be. Some 
‘ of them describe what sort of people have lived in old times and 

* in other countries. By reading them, we know what is the difler- 
‘ ence between ourselves in England now, and the famous nations 

* which lived in former days. Such were the Egyptians who built 
‘ the Pyramids, which are the gi’eatest heaps of stone upon the face 
‘ of the earth : and the Babylonians, who had a city with huge 
‘ walls, built of bricks, having writing on them that no one in our 

* time has been able to make out. There were also the Jews, who 

* were the only ancient people that knew how wonderful and how 

* good God is ; and the Greeks, who were the wisest of all in think- 

* ing about men’s lives and hearts, and who knew best how to make 
‘ fine statues and buildings, and to writ^ wise books. By Books 
‘ also we may learn what sort of people the old Romans were, whose 
‘ chief city was Rome, where I am now ; and how brave and skilful 
‘ they were in war ; and how well they could govern and teach many 
‘ nations which they had conquered. It is from Books, too, that 
‘ you must learn what kind of men were our Ancestors in the Noilh- 

* ern part of Europe, who belonged to the tribes that did the most 
‘ towards pulling down the power of the Romans ; and you will see 



ITALY. 


325 


* Ln the same way how Christianity was sent among them by God, 
‘ to make tnem wiser and more peaceful, and more noble in their 
‘ minds ; and how all the nations that now are in Europe, and es- 

* pecially the Italians and the Germans, and the French and the 

* English, came to be what they now are. — It is well worth know- 

* ing (and it can be known only by reading) how the Gennans found 
‘ out the Printing of Books, and what great changes this has made 
‘ in the world. And everybody in England ought to try to under- 

* stand how the English came to have their Parliaments and Laws ; 
‘ and to have fleets that sail over all seas of the world. 

‘ Besides learning all these things, and a great many more about 
‘ different times and countries, you may learn from Books, what is 
‘ the truth of God s will, and what are the best and wisest thoughts, 
‘ and the most beautiful words ; and how men are able to lead very 

* right lives, and to do a great deal to better the -world. I have 
‘ spent a great part of my life in reading ; and I hope you will 
‘ come to like it as much as I do, and to learn in this way all that 
‘ I know. 

‘ But it is a still more serious matter that you should try to be 
‘ obedient and gentle; and to command your temper; anu to think 

* of other people’s pleasure rather than your own, and of -wdiatyou 

* oyght to do rather than what you like. If you try to be better for all 
‘ you read, as well as wiser, you will find Books a great help towards 
‘ goodness as well as knowledge, — and above all other Books, the 

* Bible ; which tells us of the will of God, and of tlie love of Jesus 
‘ Christ towoi'ds God and men. 

' I had a Letter from Mamma today, wjiich left Hastings on 
‘ ths 10th of this month. I was very glad to find in it that you 
‘ were all well and happy ; but I know Mamma is not well, — and 

* is likely to be more uncomfortable every day for some time. So 

* I hope you will all take cai'e to give her as little trouble as pos- 
‘ sible. After sending you so much advice, I shall write a little 
‘ Story to divert you. — I am, my dear Boy, — Your aflPectionate 
‘ Father, 

* John Steeling.* 

• • 

The ‘ Story* is lost, destro^^ed, as are many such which Sterling 
wrote, with great felicity, I am told, and much to the satisfaction 
of the young folk, when the humour took him. 

Besides these plentiful communications still left, I remember 
long Letters, not now extant, principally addressed to his Wife* 
of which we and the circle at Knightsbridge had due perusal, 
treating with animated copiousness about all manner of picture- 
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galleries, pictures, statues and objects of Art at Homo, and oil 
the road to Rome and from it, wheresoever his course led him 
into neighbourhood of such objects. That was Sterling’s habit. 
It is expected in this Nineteenth Century that a man of culture 
shall understand and worship Art ; among the windy gospels ad- 
dressed to our poor Century there are few louder than this of 
Art; — and if the Century expects that every man shall do his 
duty, surely Sterling was not the man to balk it ! Various ex- 
tracts from these picture-surveys .are given in Hare ; the others, 
1 suppose. Sterling himself subsequently destroyed, not valuing 
them much. 

Certainly no stranger could address himself more eagerly to 
reap what artistic harvest Rome offers, which is reckoned the pecu- 
liar produce of Rome among cities under the sun ; to all galleries, 
churches, sistine chapels, ruins, coliseums, and artistic or dilet- 
tante shrines he zealously pilgnmed; and had much to say then 
and afterwards, and with real technical and historical knowledge 
I believe, about the objects of devotion there. But it often stnick 
me as a question. Whether adl this even to himself was not, more 
or less, ti nebulous kind of element; prescribed not by Nature 
and her verities, but by the Centuiy expecting every man to do 
his duty ? Whether not perhaps, in good part, temporary dilet- 
tante cloudland of our poor Centuiy ; — or can it bo the real di- 
viner Pisgah height, and everlasting mount of vision, for man’s 
soul in any Century ? And I think Sterling himself bent towards 
a negative conclusion, in the course of years. Certainly, of all 
subjects this was the one I cared least to hear even Sterling talk 
of: indeed it is a subject on which earnest men, abhorrent of hy- 
pocrisy and speech that has no meaning, are admonished to silence 
in this sad time, and had better, in such a Babel as we have got 
into for the present, ‘ perambulate their picture-gallery with little 
or no speech.’ 

Here is another and to me much more earnest kind of ‘ Art,’ 
which renders Rome unique among the cities of the world ; of 
this we will, in preference, take a glance through Sterling’s eyes ' 

January 22d, 1830. — ‘ On Friday last there was a great Festi-^ 
‘ val at St. Peter’s ; the only one I have seen. The Church was 
‘ decorated with crimson hangings, and the choir fitted up with 
‘ seats and galleries, and a tlirone for the Pope. There were pei> 

‘ haps a couple of hundred guards of different kinds ; and three 

* or four hundred English ladies, and not so many foreign male 
** spectators ; so that the place looked empty. The Cardinals in 
‘ scarlet, and Monsignori in purple, were there; and a body of 

* officiating Clergy. The Pope was carried-in in his chaii' on men’s 
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* shoulders, wearing the rrii)le Crown ; which I have thus actu- 
‘ ally Seen : it is something like a gigantic Egg, and of the same 
‘ colour, with three little bands of gold, — very large Egg-shell with 

* three streaks of the yoke smeared round it. He was dressed in 
‘ white silk robes, with gold trimmings. 

‘ It was a fine piece of state-show ; though, 8*8 there are three 
‘ or four such Festivals yearly, of course there i^ none of the eager 

* interest wliich breaks out at coronations and similar rare events ; 
‘ no explosion of unwonted velvets, jewels, carnages and footmen, 

* such as London and Milan liave lately enjoyed. I guessed all 
‘ the people in St. Peter’s, including performers and spectators, 
‘ at 2000; where 20,000 would hardly have been a crushing crOAvd. 
‘ Mass was performed, and a stu 2 )id but short Latin sermon de- 
‘ livered by a lad, in honour of St. Peter, who would have been 
‘ much astonished if he could have heard it. TJie genuflexions, 
‘and trambearings, and folding up the tails of silk petticoats 
‘ while the Pontiff knelt, and the train of Cardinals going up to 
‘ kiss his Eing, and so forth, — made on me the impression of 
‘ something immeasurably old and sepulchral, such as might suit 

* the Grand Lama’s court, or the inside of an Egyptiai] Pyramid ; 

‘ or as if the Hieroglyphics on one of the Obelisks here should 
‘ begin to pace and gesticulate, and nod their bestial heads upon 
‘ the granite tablets. The careless bystanders, the London ladies 
‘ with their eye-glasses and look of an Opera-box, the yawning 
‘ young gentlemen of the Ouarda Nobile, and the laugh of one of 
‘ the file of vermilion Priests round the steps of the altar at the 
‘ whispered good thing of his neighbour, brought one back to 
‘ nothing indeed of a very lofty kind, but still to the Nineteenth 
‘ Century.’ — 

‘ At the gi*eat Benediction of the City and the World on Eas- 
‘ ter Sunday by the Pope,’ he writes afterwards, ‘ there was a large 
‘ crowd both native and foreign, hundreds of carriages, and thou- 
‘ sands of the lower orders of people fj-om the count jy ; but even 
‘ of the poor hardly one in twenty took off his hat, and a still 
‘ smaller number knelt down. A few years ago, not a head was 
‘ covered, nor was there a knee which did not bow.’ — ^A very de- 
cadent “ Holiness of odr Lord the Pope,” it would appear! — 

Sterling’s view of the Pope, as seen in these his gala days, 
doing his big playactorism under God’s earnest sky, was much 
more substantial to me than his studies in the picture-galleries. 
To Mr. Hare also he writes : ‘ I have seen the Pope in all his 
‘ pomp at St. Peter’s ; and he looked to me a mere lie in live 4 -y. 

‘ The Komish Controversy is doubtless a much more difficult 
‘ one than the managers of the Religious-Tract Society fancy. 
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‘ because it is a theoretical dispute ; and in dealing with notions 
‘ and authorities, I can quite understand how a mere student in 
‘ a Jihrary, with no eye for facts, should take either one side or 
‘ other. But how any man with clear head and honest heart, 

‘ and capable of seeing realities, and distinguishing them from 
‘ scenic falsehoods, should, after living in a Komanist country, 

* and especially dt Rome, be inclined to side with Leo against 
‘ Luther, I cannot understand.’^ 

It is fit surely to recognise with admiring joy any glimpse of 
the Beautiful and the Eternal thatlis hung out for us, in colour, 
in form or tone, in canvass, stone, or atmospheric air, and made 
accessible by any sense, in this world : but it is greatly fitter still 
(little as we are used that way) to shudder in pit}^ and abhoiTence 
over the scandalous tragedy, transcendent nadir of human ugli- 
ness and contemptibility, which under the daring title of religious 
worship, and practical recognition of the Highest God, daily and 
hourly everywhere transacts itself there. And, alas, not there 
only, but elsewhere, everywhere more or less ; w'hereby our sense 
is so blunted to it ; — whence, in all provinces of human hfe, these 
tears ! — ^ 

But let us take a glance at the Carnival, since we are here. 
The Letters, as before, are addressed to Knightsbridge ; the date 
Rome : 

February btJi, 1 839. — ‘ The Caniival began yesterday. It is a 
‘ curious example of the trifling things which will heartily amuse 
^ tens of thousands of grown people, precisely because they are 
‘ trifling and therefore a relief from serious business, cares and 
‘ labours. The Corso is a street about a mile long, and about as 
‘ broad as Jermyn Street ; but bordered by much loftier houses, 
‘ with many palaces and churches, and has two or three small 

* squares opening into it. Carriages, mostly open, drove up and 
‘ down it for two or three hours ; and the contents were shot at 
‘ with handfuls of comfits from the window, — in the hope of 
‘ making them as non-content as possible, — while they returned 
‘ the fire to the best of their inferior ability. The populace, simong 
‘ whom was I, w^alked about; perhaps one^in fifty were masked in 
‘ chai-acter ; but there was little in tlie masquerade either of splen- 
‘ dour of costume or liveliness of mimicry. However, the whole 

* scene was ve^ gay : there were a good many troops about, and 
‘ some of them heavy dragoons, who flourished their swords with 
‘ the magnanimity of our Life-Guards, to repel the encroachments 
‘ of too ambitious little boys. Most of the windows and balconies 
‘ w'ere hung with coloured drapery; and there were flags, trum- 

* Hare, p. cxviii 
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* pets, nosegays and flirtations of all shapes and sizes. The best 

* of all was, that there was laughter enough to have frightened 

* Cassius out of his thin carcass, could the lean old homicido^ 

* have been present, otherwise than as a fleahless ghost ; — in 
‘ which capacity I thought I had a glimpse of him looking over 
‘ the shoulder of a parti-coloured clown, in a carriage full of Lon- 
‘ don Cockneys driving towards the Capitol. This good-humoured 

* foolery will go on for severaj days to come, ending always witli^ 

* the celebrated Horse-race, of horses without riders. The long 
‘ street is cleared in the centre by troops, and half-a-dozen quad- 
‘ rupeds, ornamented like Grimaldi in a London pantomime, scam- 

* per away, with the mob closing and roaring at their heels.’ 

February Qth, 1830. — ‘ The usual state of Rome is quiet and 

* sober. One could almost fancy the actual generation held their 

* breath, and stole by on tiptoe, in' presence of so memorable a 

* past. But during the Carnival all mankind, womankind and 

* childkind think it unbecoming not to play the fool. The modern 

* donkey pokes its head out of the Jion’s skin of old Rome, and 
‘ brays out the absurdest of asinine roundelays. Conceive twenty 
‘ thousand grown people in a long street, at the windjows, on the 
‘ footways and in carriages, amused day after day for several hours 
‘ in pelting and being pelted with handfuls of mock or real sugar- 

* plums ; and this no name or pretence, but real downright show- 
‘ ers of plaster comfits, from which people guard their eyes with 
‘ meshes of wire. As sure as a carriage passes under a window or 
‘ balcony where are acquaintances of theirs, down comes a shower 

* of hail, ineffbctiially returned from below. The parties in two 
‘ crossing carriages similarly assault each other; and there are 

* long balconies hung the whole way with a deep canvass pocket 

* full of this mortal shot. One Russian Grand Duke goes with 
‘ a troop of youngsters in a wagon, all dressed in brown linen 

* frocks and masked, and pelts among the most furious, also being 
‘ pelted. The children are of course pre-eminently vigorous, and 
‘ there is a considerable circulation of real sugar-plums, which 

* supply consolation for all disappointments.' 

The whole to conclude, as is proper, witji a display, with two 
displays, of fire-works; in which art, as in some others, Rome 
is unrivalled : 

February 1839. — ‘ It seems to ^e the ambHion of all the 

‘ lower classes to wear a mask and showy grotesque disguise of 
‘ some kind ; and I believe many of the upper ranks do the same. 

* They even put St. Peter's into masquerade ; and make it a €a- 

* tliedral of Lamplight instead of a stone one. Two evenings ago 
‘ this feat was performed ; and I was able to see it from the rooms 
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‘ of a friend near tins, which command an excellent view of it. I 

* never saw so beautiful an effect of artificial li^ht. The eveniii" 
‘ was perfectly serene and clear ; the principal lines of the build- 

* ing, the columns, architrave and pediment of the front, the two 
‘ inferior cupolas, the curves of the dome from wdiich the dome 

* rises, the ribs of the dome itself, the small oriel windows between 
‘ them, and the lantern and ball and cross, — all were delineated in 
‘ the clear vault of air by lines of pale yellow fire. The dome of 
‘ another great Church, much nearer to the eye, stood up as a great 
‘ black mass, — a funereal contrast to‘the luminous tabernacle. 

‘ Willie I was looking at this latter, a red blaze burst from the 
‘ summit, and at the same moment seemed to flash over the whole 
‘ building, filling up the pale outline with a simultaneous burst of 
‘ fire. This is a celebrated display ; and is done, I believe, by the 
‘ employment of a very great number of men to light, at the same 
‘ instant, tlie torches which are fixed for the purpose all over the 
‘ building. After the first glare of fire, I did not think the second 
‘ aspect of the building so heautiful as the first ; it wanted both 
‘ softness and distinctness. The two most animated days of the 
‘ Carnival f re still to come.’ 

April 4t/i, 1839. — ‘We have just come to the termination of all 
‘ the Easter spectacles here. On Sunday evening St. Peter’s was a 
‘ second time illuminated ; I was in the Piazza, and admired the 
‘ sight from a nearer point than when I had seen it before at the 
^ time of the Carnival. 

‘ On Monday evening the celebrated fire-works were let off from 
‘ the Castle of St. Angelo ; they w’cre said to be, in some resjiects, 

‘ more brilliant than usual. I certainly never saw any fire-works 
‘ comparable to them for beauty. The Giiundola is a dischai'ge of 
‘ many thousands of rockets at once, which of course fall back, like 
‘ the leaves of a lily, and form for a minute a very beautiful picture. 

‘ There was also in silveiy light a vciy long Fa 9 ade of a Palace, 

‘ wliich looked a residence for Oberon and Titaiiia, and beat Alad- 
‘ din’s into darkness. Afterwards a series of cascades of red fire 
‘ poured down the faces of the Castle and of the scaffoldings round 
‘ it, and seemed a buming Niagara. Of course there were abundance 
‘ of serpents, wheels and cannon-shot ; there was also a display of 
‘ dazzling w^hite light, which made a strange appearance on the 
‘ houses, the river, the bridge, and tlie faces of the multitude. 

‘ The whole ended with a second and a more splendid Girandola.’ 

' Take finally, to people the scene a little for us, if our imagina 
tion be at all lively, these three small entries, of different dates 
and so wind up : 
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December 30^/t, 1838. — ‘ I received on Christ mas- day a pack('t 
‘ from Dr. Carlyle, containing Letters from the Maurices ; which 

* were a veiy pleasant arrival. The Dr. wrote a lew lines with 

* them, mentioning that he was only at Civita Vecchia while the 

* steamer baited on its way to Naples. I have written to thanlv 

* him for his despatches.’ 

March \Uh, 1830. — ‘ I have seen a good deal of John MilJ 
‘ whose society I like much. He enters heartily into the interest 
‘ of the things which I most care for here, and I have seldom had 

* more pleasure than in taking him to see Kaffael’s Loggie, whore 
‘ are the Frescoes called his Bible, and to the Sixtine Chapel, 
‘ which I admire and love more and more. He is in very weak 

* health, but as fresh and clear in mind as possible.’ * * ‘ Enj^- 

‘ lish politics seem in a queer state, the Conseiw.i lives creeping on, 
‘ the Wliigs losing ground ; like combatants on the top of a brcacli, 
‘ while there is a social mine below which will probably blow both 

* parties into the air.’ 

April 4^/i, 1839. — ‘ I walked out on Tuesday on the Ancona 
‘ Hoad, and about noon met a travelling carriage, which h’om a 

* distance looked very suspicious, and on nearer approach was 

* found really to contain Captain Sterling and an Albanian man- 
‘ servant on the front, and behind under the hood Mrs. A. Sterling 
‘ and the she portion of the tail. They seemed veiy well ; and, 

* having turned ^the Albanian back to the rear of the whole ma- 
‘ chine, I sat by Anthony, and entered Borne in triumph.’ — Here 
is indeed a conquest! Captain A. Sterling, now on his return 
from service in Corfu, meets his Brother in this manner ; and the 
remaining Boman days are of a brighter complexion. As these 
suddenly ended, I believe he turned southward, and found at 
Naples the Dr. Carlyle above mentioned (an extremely intimate 
acquaintance of mine), who ^vas still there. For wo are a most 
travelling people, we of this Island in this time; and, as the 
Prophet threatened, see ourselves, in so many senses, made ‘ like 
unto a wheel ! ’ — 

Sterling returned /rom Italy filled witlumuch cheerful imagery 
and reminiscence, and great store of artistic, serious, dilettant and 
other speculation for the time ; improved in health, too ; but pro- 
bably little enriched in real culture, or spiritual strength ; and 
indeed not permanently altered by his tour in any respect to a 
sensible extent, that one could notice. He returned rather in 
haste, and before the expected time ; summoned, about the noaddle 
of April, by his Wife’s domestic situation at Hastings ; who, poor 
lady, had been brought to bed before her calculation, and had in 
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few days lost her infant; and now saw a household round her 
much needing the master’s presence. He humed off to Malta, 
dreading the Alps at that season ; and came home, by steamer, 
with all speed, early in May 1839. 



PAET III. 


CHAPTEE I. 

CLIFTON, 

iJatters once readjusted at Hastiijgs, it was tliouglit Sterling’s 
health had so improved, and his activities towards Literature so 
developed themselves into congruity, that a permanent English 
I)lace of abode might now again be selected, — on the South-west 
coast somewhere, — and the family once more have the blessing of 
a home, and see its lares and penates and household furniture un- 
locked from the Pahtechnicon repositories, where tliey had so long 
been lying. 

Clifton, by Bristol, with its soft Southern winds and high cheer- 
ful situation, recommended too by the presence of one or more valu- 
able acquaintances there, was found to be the eligible place ; and 
tliither in this summer of 1839, having found a tolerable lodging, 
with the prospect by and by of an agreeable house, he and his 
removed. This Avas the end of what I call his ‘ third peregiinity ; ’ 
— or reckoning the West Indies one, his fourth. This also is, 
since Bayswater, the fourth time his family has had to shift on 
his account. Bayswater; tlien to Bordeaux, to Blackheath and 
Knightsbridge (during the Madeira time), to Hastings (Roman 
time) ; and now to Clifton, not to stay there cither ; a sadly no- 
madic life to be presefibed to a civilised man ! 

At Clifton his habitation was speedily enough set up ; house- 
hold conveniences, methods of work, (faily promenades on foot or 
horseback, and before long even a circle of friends, or of kindly 
neighbourhoods ripening into intimacy, were established rQund 
him. In all this no man could be more expert or expeditious, in 
such cases. It Avas with singular facility, in a loving, hoping man- 
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ner, that he threw himself open to the new interests and capabili- 
ties of the new place ; snatched out of it whatsoever of human or 
material would suit him ; and in brief, in all senses had pitched 
his tent-habitation, and grew to look on it as a house. It was beau- 
tiful too, as well as pathetic. This man saw himself reduced to 
be a dweller in tents, his house is but a stone tent ; and he can 
so kindly accommodate himself to tliat arrangement; — healthy 
faculty and diseased necessity, nature and habit, and all manner 
of tilings primary and secondary, original and incidental, conspir- 
ing now to make it eas}^ for him. With the evils of nomadism, he 
participated to the full in whatever benefits lie in it for a man. 

He had friends enough, old and new, at Clifton, whose inter- 
course made the place human for him. Perhaps among the most 
valued of the former sort may be mentioned Mrs. Edward Strachey, 
Widow of the late Indian Judge, who now resided here; a culti- 
vated, graceful, most devout and highminded lady; whom he had 
known in old years, first probably as Charles Buller’s Aunt, ai^ 
whose esteem was constant for him, and always precious to him. 
She was some ten or twelve yeoi's older than he ; she survived him 
some years, ^but is now also gone from us. Of new friends ac- 
quired here, besides a skilful and ingenious Dr. Simmons, phj’’- 
sician as well as friend, the principal was Francis Newman, then 
and still an ardently inquiring soul, of line Univeisity and other 
attainments, of sharp-cutting restlessly advancing intellect, and 
the mildest pious enthusiasm ; whose worth, since better known 
to all the world. Sterling highly estimated, — and indeed practi- 
cally testified the same ; having by will appointed him, some years 
hence, guardian to his eldest Son ; which j^ious function Mr. New- 
man now successfully discharges. 

Sterling was not long in certainty as to his abode at Clifton : 
alas, where could he long be so? Hardly six months were gone 
when his old enemy again overtook him ; again admonished him 
how frail his hopes of permanency were. Each winter, it turned 
out, he had to fly ; and after the second of these, he quitted the 
place altogether. Here, meanwhile, in a Letter to myself, and in 
Excerpts from others, are some glimpses of his advent and first 
summer there : 

Clifton, June ^\th, 1839 {To his Mother). — ‘ As yet I am person- 
‘ ally very uncomfortable froln the general confusion of this house, 
‘ which deprives me of my room to sit and read and write in ; all 
‘ being more or less lumbered by boxes, and invaded by servile 
‘ domesticities aproned, handled, bristled, and of nondescript va- 
‘ rietics, W e have very fine warm weather, with occasional showers ; 
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* and the verdure of the woods and fields is very beautiful. Bristol 
‘ seems as busy as need be ; and the shoj)s and all hinds of prac- 

* tical conveniences are excellent ; but those of Clifton have tlie 

* usual sentimental, not to say meretricious fraudulence of com- 
‘ mercial establishments in Watering-places. 

‘ The bag which Hannah forgot reached us safely at Bath on 
‘ Friday morning ; but I cannot quite unriddle the mystery of the 
‘ change of padlocks, for I left the right one in care of the HeaTl 
‘ Steam-engine at Paddington, which seemed a very decent person 
‘ with a good black coat on, and a pen behind its ear. I have been 
‘ meditating much on tliq. story of Palarea’s “box of papers;” 
‘ which does not appear to be in my possession, and I have a 

* strong impression that I gave it to young Florez Calderon. I will 
‘ write to say so to Madam Torrijos speedily.’ — Palarca, Dr. Palarea, 
I understand, was ‘ an old guerrilla leader whom they called I^l 
Medico.’ Ot him and of the vanished shadows, now gone to Pans, 
to Madrid, or out of the world, let us say nothing ! 

June lOtk, 1830 (To myself ), — ‘ W#3 have a room now occupied 
‘ by Kobcrt Barton,’ a brother-in-law ; ‘ to which Anthony may 
‘ perlmps succeed; but which after him, or in lieu Q,^him, would 
‘ expand itself to receive you. Is there no hope of your coming ? 
‘ I would undertake to ride with you at all possible paces, and in 

* all existing directions. 

‘ As yet my books are lying as ghost books, in a limbo on the 

* banks of a certain Bristolian Styx, humanly speaking, a Canal ; 
‘ but the other apparatus of life is gathered about me, and performs 
‘ its diurnal functions. The place pleases me better than I ex- 
‘ pected : A far look-out on all sides, over green country ; a suffi- 
‘ cient old City lying in the hollow near ; and civilisation, in no 
‘ tumultuous state, rather indeed stagnant, visible in the Hows of 
‘ Houses and Gardens which call themselves Clifton. I hope soon 
‘ to take a lease of a house, where I may arrange myself more 
‘ methodically ; keep myself equably boihng in my owm kitchen ; 

‘ and spread myself over a series of book-shelves.’ — ‘ 1 have jirst 
‘ been interrupted by a visit from Mrs. Strachey ; witli whom I 
‘ dined yesterday. She seems a very gooc^ and thoroughly kind- 

* hearted woman ; ancf it is pleasant to have her for a neighbour.’ 

— ‘ I have read Plmerson’s Pamphlets. I should find it more diffi- 
‘ cult than ever to write to him.’ • 

Jime SOth, 1839 (To his Father ). — ‘ 5f Books I shall have no 
‘ lack, though no plethora ; and the Reading-room supplies all one 
‘ can want in the way of Papers and Reviews. I go there thr(ye or 
‘ four times a week, and inquire how the human race goes on 
‘ 1 suppose tjiis Turco-Egyptian War will throw several diploma 



330 


JOHN STERLING. 


‘ lists into a state of great excitement, and massacre a good many 
‘ thousands of Africans and Asiatics ? — For the present, it appears, 
‘*the English Education Question is settled. I wish the Govern- 
‘ ment had said that, in their inspection and superintendence, 
‘ they would look only to secular matters, and leave religious ones 
‘ to the persons who set up the schools, w'hoever these might be. 

* It seems to me monstrous that the State should be prevented 
‘ taking any efficient measures for teaching Roman Catholic chil- 
‘ dren to read, write and cipher, merely because they believe in 
‘ the Pope, and the Pope is an impostor, — which I candidly con- 
‘ fess he is ! There is no question which I can so ill endure to 
‘ see made a party one as that of Education.’ — The following is 
of the same day : 

‘ To Thomas CarlyUy Esq.y Chelsea, London. 

* Manor House, Clifton Place, Clifton, 

‘ 30tli June 1839. 

My dear Carlyle, — I have heard, this morning, from my 
‘ Father, thjvt you are to set out on Tuesday for Scotland : so 
‘ I have determined to fillip away some spurt of ink in yoiu’ direc- 
‘ tion, which may reach you before you move toAvards Thule. 

‘ Writing to you, in fact, is considerably easier than writing 
< about you ; which has been my employment of late, at leisure 

* moments, — that is, moments of leisure from idleness, not work, 

‘ As you partly guessed, I took in hand a Review of Teufelsdroohh 
‘ — for want of a better Heuschrecke to do the work ; and when I 
‘ have been well enough, and alert enough, during the last fort- 
‘ night, have tried to set down some notions about Tobacco, Radi- 
‘ calism, Christianity, Assafoetida and so forth. But a few' abortive 
‘ pages are all the result as yet. If my speculations should ever 
‘ see daylight, they may chance to get you into scrapes, but will 
‘ certainly get me into worse.’ ‘ But one must work ; sic itur 

‘ ad astra, — and the astra are always tliere to befriend one, at least 
‘ as asterisks, filling up the gaps which yawn in vain for words. 

‘ Except my unsuccessful efforts to discuss you and your of- 
‘ fences, I have done nothing that leaves a\race behind ; — unless 
‘ the endeavour to teach my little boy tlie Latin declensions shall 
‘ be found, at some time short of the Last Day, to have done so. 

‘ I have, — rather I think from dyspepsia than dyspneumony, — 

‘ been often and for days disabled from doing anything but read. 

* Im this way I have gone through a good deal of Strauss’s Book; 
‘ which is exceedingly clever and clear-headed ; with more of in- 
‘ sight, and less of destructive rage than I expected. It Avill work 
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* deep and far, in such a time as ours. Wien so many minds are 

* distracted about the history, or rather genesis of the Gospel, it 
‘ is a great thing for partisans on the one side to have, what the 
‘ other never have wanted, a Book of which they can say. This is 
‘ our Creed and Code, — or rather Anti-creed and Anti-code. And 
‘ Strauss seems perfectly secure against the sort of answer to 
‘ which Voltaire’s critical and historical shallowness perpetually 
‘ exposed him. I mean to read the Book through. It seems ad-< 
‘ mitted tliat the orthodox theologians have failed to give any 
‘ sufficient answer. — I have also looked through Michelet’s I/utliery 
‘ with great delight ; and hav^ read the fourth volume of Cole- 
‘ ridge’s Literary RemiainSy in which there are things that would 
‘ interest you. He has a great hankering after Cromwell, and ex- 
‘ plicitly defends the execution of Charles. 

* Of Mrs. Strachey we have seen a great deal ; and might have 

* seen more, Jiad I had time and spirits for it. She is a warm- 
‘ hearted, entliusiastic creature, whom one cannot but like. She 

* seems always excited by the wish foy more excitement than her 
‘ life affords. And such a person is always in danger of doing 
‘ something dess wise tlian his best knowledge and aspirations, 

‘ because he must do something, and circumstances do not allow 
‘ him to do what ho desires. Thence, after the first glow of no- 
‘ velty, endless self-tormenting comes from the contrast between 
‘ aims and acts. She sets out, with her daughter and two boys, 

‘ for a Tour in Wales tomorrow morning. Her talk of you is always 
‘ most aflectionato ; and few, I guess, will read Sartor with more 
‘ interest than she. 

‘ I am aiill in a very extempore condition as to house, books, 

‘ &c. One which I have hired for three years will be given up 
‘ to me in the middle of August; and then I may hope to have 
‘ something like a house, — so far as that is possible for any one to 

* whom Time itself is often but a worse or a better kind of cave in 
‘ the desert. We have had rainy and cheerless weather almost 
‘ since the day of our arrival. But the sun now shines more 
‘ lovingly, and the skies seem less disdainful of man and his per 

‘ plexities. Tho earth is green, abundant and beautiful. But 
‘ human life, so far as 1? can learn, is mean and meagre enough in 
‘ its pui'poses, however striking to the speculative or sentimentsL 

* bystander^ Piay be assured that whatever you may say of the 
‘ “ landlord at Clifton,”^ the more I kn(?w of him, the less I shall 
‘ like him. Well w ith me if I can put up with him for the present, 

* and make use of him, till at last I can joyfully turn him off ,for- 

* ever ! 

* Of Sterling himself, I suppose, 
z 
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* Love to j^our Wife and self. My little Charlotte desires me 

* to tell you that she has new shoes for her Doll, which she will 
show you when you come. — ^Yours, 

•John Sterling.’ 

The visit to Clifton never took effect ; nor to any of Sterling’s 
subsequent homes ; which now is matter of regret to me. Con- 
'ceming the ‘Keview of TeufehdrdchK there will be more to say 
anon. As to ‘little Chai-lotte and her Doll,’ I remember well 
enough and was more than once reminded, this bright little crea- 
ture, on one of my first visits to Bayswater, had earnestly applied 
to me to put her Doll’s shoes on for her ; which feat was per- 
formed. — The next fragment indicates a household settled, fallen 
into wholesome routine again ; and may close the series here ; 

July 22d, 1839^ {To his Mother), — ‘ A few evenings ago we went 

* to Mr. GriflSin’s, and met there Dr. Prichard, the author of a well 

* known Book on the Races of Mankind, to which it stands in the 

* same relation among Engliri books as the Racing Calendar does 
‘ to those of Horsekind. He is a very intelligent, accomplished 

‘ person. lYe had also there the Dean ; a certain Dr. of 

‘ Corpus College, Cambridge (a booby) ; and a clever fellow, a Mr. 
‘ Fisher, one of the Tutors of Trinity in my days. We had a very 

* pleasant evening.’ — 

At London we were in the habit of expecting Sterling pretty 
often ; his presence, in this house as in others, was looked for, 
once in the month or two, and came always as sunshine in the 
gray weather to me and mine. My daily walks with him had long 
since been cut short without renewal ; that walk to Eltham and 
Edgeworth’s perhaps the last ot the kind he and I had : but our 
intimacy, deepening and vridening year after year, knew no inter- 
ruption or abatement of increase; an honest, frank and tmly 
human mutual relation, valuable or even invaluable to both par- 
ties, and a lasting loss, hardly to be replaced in this world, to the 
survivor of the two. 

His visits, which were usually of two or three days, were always 
full of business, rapid in movement as all his life was. To me, if 
possible, he would come in the evening; a whole cornucopia of 
talk and speculation was to be discharged. If the eveping would 
not do, and my affairs otherwise permitted, I had to mount into 
cabs with him ; fly far and wide, shuttling athwart the big Babel, 
wherever his calls and pauses had to be. This was his way to 
husband time ! Our talk, in such straitened circumstances, was 
loud or low as the circumambient groaning rage of wheels and 
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sound prescribed, — ^very loud it had to be in such thoroughfares 
as London Bridge and Cheapside; but except while he was ab* 
sent, off for minutes into some banker’s office, lawyer’s, stationer’s,* 
haberdasher’s or what office there might be, it never paused. In 
this way extensive strange dialogues were carried on : to me also 
very strange, — private friendly colloquies, on all manner of rich 
subjects, held thus amid the chaotic roar of things. Sterling was 
full of speculations, observations and bright sallies ; vividly awak? 
to what was passing in the world ; glanced pertinently with vie* 
torious clearness, without spleen, though often enough with a 
dash of mockery, into its Puseyisms, Liberalisms, literary Lionisms, 
or what else the mad hour might be producing, — always prompt 
to recognise what grain of sanity might be in the same. He was 
opulent in talk, and the rapid movement and vicissitude on such 
occasions seemed to give him new excitement. 

Once, I still i*emember, — ^it was some years before, probably in 
May, on his return from Madeira, — ^he undertook a day’s riding 
with me ; once and never again. We»coursed extensively over the 
Hampstead and Highgate regions, and the country beyond, saun- 
tering or galloping through many leafy lanes and pleasant places, 
in everflowing, everchanging talk; and returned down Regent 
Street at nightfall : one of the cheerfiillest days I ever had ; — not 
to be repeated, said the Fates. Sterling was charming on such 
occasions : at once a child and a gifted man. A serious fund of 
tliought he always had, a serious drift you never missed in him : 
nor indeed had he much depth of real laughter or sense of the 
ludicrous, as I have elsewhere said ; but what he had was genu- 
ine, free and continual : his sparkling sallies bubbled up as from 
aerated natural fountains ; a mild dash of gaiety was native to the 
man, and had moulded his physiognomy in a very graceful way. 
We got once into a cab, about Charing Cross ; I know not now 
whence or well whitherward, nor that our haste was at all special ; 
however, the cabman, sensible that his pace was slowish, took to 
wlupping, with a steady, passionless, business-like assiduity which, 
though the horse seemed lazy rather than weak, became affiictive ; 
and I urged remonstrance with the savage fellow : Let him 
“ alone,” answered Sterling ; “ he is kindling the enthusiasm of 
his horse, 3 ^ou perceive ; that is the first thing, then we shall do 
“ veiy well !” — as accordingly we did. , • 

At Clifton, though his thoughts began to turn more on poetic 
forms of composition, he was diligent in prose elaborations too, — 
doing Criticism, for one thing, as we incidentally observed. He 
wrote there, and sent forth in this autumn of 1839, his most im- 
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portant contiibution to John Mill’s Be view, the article on Carlyle t, 
which stands also in Mr. Hai*e’s collection.^ What its effect on 
the public was I knew not, and know not ; but remember well, 
and may here be permitted to acknowledge, the deep silent joy, 
not of a weak or ignoble nature, which it gave to myself in my 
then mood and situation; as it well might. The first generous 
human recognition, expressed with heroic emphasis, and clear 
conviction visible amid its fiery exaggeration, tliat one’s poor 
battle in this world is not quite a mad and futile, that it is perhaps 
a worthy and manful one, which will come to something yet ; this 
fact is a memorable one in every history ; and for me Sterling, 
often enough the stiff gainsayer in our private communings, was 
the doer of this. The thought burnt in me like a lamp, for several 
days ; lighting up into a land of heroic splendour the sad volcanic 
wrecks, abysses and convulsions of said poor battle , and secretly 
I was very grateful to my daiing friend, and am still, and ought to 
be. What the public might be thinking about him and his auda- 
cities, and me in consequence, or whether it thought at all, I 
never learned, or much heeded to learn. 

Sterling's gainsaying had given way on many points ; but on 
others it continued stiff as ever, as may be seen in tliat Article ; 
indeed he fought Parthian-like in such cases, holding out his last 
position as doggedly as the first : and to some of my notions he 
seemed to gi’ow in stubbornness of opposition, with the growing 
inevitabihty, and never would surrender. Especially that doctrine 
of the ‘ greatness and fruitfulness of Silence,’ remained afflictive 
and incomprehensible : “ Silence?” he would say : “ Yes, truly; if 
they give you leave to proclaim silence by cannon-salvoes ! My 
Harpocrates-Stentor !” In like manner, ‘ Intellect and Virtue,^ 
how they are proportional, or arc indeed one gift in us, the same 
great summary of gifts ; and again, ‘ Might and Bight,’ the identity 
of these two, if a man will understand this God’s-Universe, and 
that only he who conforms to the law of it can in the longnm 
have any ‘ might all this, at the first blush, often awakened 
Sterling’s musketry upon me, and many volleys I have had to 
stand, — ^the thing no;t being decidable by tliat kind of weapon or 
strategy. 

In such cases your one method was to leave our friend in 
peace. By small-arms practice no moi^tal could dislodge him; 
but if you were in the right, the silent hours would work con- 
tinually for you ; and Sterling, more certainly than any man, 
woMld and must at length swear fealty to the right, and passion- 
ately adopt it, burying all hostilities under foot. A more candid 
> Hare^ 1. p. 252. 
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eoul, orce let the stormful velocities of it expend themselves, was 
nowhere to be met with. A son of light, if I have ever seen one ; 
recognising the truth, if truth there were; hurling overboard his"* 
vanities, petulances, big and small interests, in ready loyalty to 
truth : very beautiful ; at once a loyal child, as I said, and a gifted 
man ! — Here is a very pertinent passage from one of his Letters, 
which, though the name continues blank, I will insert : ^ 

October \bthy 1839 {To his Father), — * As to my “ over-estimate 
‘ of your expressions rather puzzle me. I suppose there 

* may be, at the outside, a hundred persons in England whose 

* opinions on such a matter are vrorth as much as mine. If by 
^ ^‘thc public” you and my Mother mean the other ninety-^ine, I 

* submit. I have no doubt that, on any matter not relating pecu- 
‘ liarly to myself, the judgment of the ninety-nine most philoso- 

* phical hea(is in the country, if unanimous, would be right, and 
‘ mine, if opposed to them, wrong. But then I am at a loss to 

* make out, How the decision of the very few really competent 
‘ persons has been ascertained to be thus in contradiction to me ? 

* And on the other hand, I concer'e myself, from my opportuni- 

* ties, knowledge and attention to the subject, to be ‘Alone quite 

* entitled to outvote tens of thousands of gentlemen, however 

* much my supJtiors as men of business, men of the world, or 

* men of merely diy or merely frivolous literature. 

‘ I do not remember ever before to have heard the saying, 

‘ whether of Talleyrand or of any one else, That all the world is 
‘ a wiser man than any man in the world. Had it been said even 

* by the Devil, it would nevertheless be false. I have often in- 
‘ deed heard the saying, On pent etre plus fin qvHun autrCy mais pas 
*■ plus FIN que tons Us autres. But observe that means cun- 

* ningy hot wise. The difference between this assertion and the 
‘ one you refer to is curious, and worth examining. It is quite 

* certain, there is always some one man in the world wiser than all 

* the rest ; as Socrates was declared by the Oracle to be ; and as, 

* I suppose, Bacon was in his day, and perhaps Burke in his. 

* There is also some one, whose opinion would be probably true, if 

* opposed to that of allround him; and it is always indubitable 
‘ tliat the wise men are the scores, and the unwise the millions. 

* The millions indeed come round, in the course of a generation 

* or two, to the opinions of the wise ; but by that time a new race 
^ of wise men have again shot ahead of their contemporaries : so 
‘ it has always been, and so, in the nature of things, it always 
‘ must be. But with cunning, the matter is quite different. Cun- 
‘ ning is not dishonest wisdom, which would be a contradiction 

* in terms ; it is dishonest prudence, acuteness in practice, not in 
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'* thought: and though there must always be some one the most 

* cunning in the world, as well as some one the most wise, these 

* two superlatives will fare very differently in the world. In the 

* case of cunning, the shrewdness of a whole people, of a whole 

* generation, may doubtless be combined against that of the one, 
‘ and so triumph over it ; which was pretty much the case with Na- 

» * poleon. But although a man of the greatest cunning can hardly 
‘ conceal his designs and true character from millions of unfriendly 

* eyes, it is quite impossible thus to^club the eyes of the mind, and 

* to constitute by the union of ten thousand follies an equivalent 

* for a single wisdom. A hundred schoolboys can easily unite and 
‘ thrash their one master ; but a hundred thousand schoolboys 
‘ would not be nearer than a score to knowing as much Greek 
‘ among them as Bentley or Scaliger. To all which, I believe, 

* you will assent as readily as I ; — and I have written it down onl}^ 

* because I have nothing more important to say.’ — 

Besides his prose labohrs. Sterling had by this time written, 
publishing chiefly in Blackwood^ a large assortment of verses, Sex- 
ton's Daugider^ tiymns of a Hermity and I know not what other ex- 
tensive stock of pieces ; concerning which he was now somewhat 
at a loss as to his true course. He could write verses with aston- 
ishing facility, in any given form of metre ; and to various readers, 
they seemed excellent, and high judges had freely called them so, 
but he himself had grave misgivings on that latter essential point. 
In fact here once more was a pai’ting of the ways, “ Write in Poetry ; 
write in Prose ?" upon which, before all else, it much concerned 
him to come to a settlement. 

My own advice was, as it had always been, steady against 
Poetry ; and we had colloquies upon it, which must have tried his 
patience, for in him there was a strong leaning the other way. 
But, as I remarked and urged : Had he not akeady gained su- 
perior excellence in delivering, by way of speech or prose, what 
thoughts were in him, which is the grand and only intrinsic func- 
tion of a writing man, call him by what title you will? Cultivate 
that superior excelJence till it become a perfect and superlative 
one. Why sing your bits of thoughts, if you can contrive to speali 
them ? By your thought, not by your mode of delivering it, you 
must live or Sie. — Besides I had to observe there was in Sterling 
intrinsically no depth of tune ; which surely is the real test of a 
Poet or Singer, as distinguished from a Speaker ? In music pro- 
per he had not the slightest ear ; all music was mere impertinent 
noise to him, nothing in it perceptible but the mere march or 
time. Nor in his way of conception and utterance, in the verses 
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he wrote, was there any contradiction, but a constant confirmation 
to me, of that fatal prognostic ; — as indeed the whole man, in ear 
and heart and tongue, is one; and he whose soul does not sing; 
need not try to do it with his throat. Sterling’s verses had a 
monotonous rub-a-dub, instead of tune ; no trace of music deeper 
than that of a well-beaten drum ; to which limited range of excel* 
lence the substance also corresponded ; being intrinsically always 
a rhymed and slightly rhythmical speech, not a song. 

In short, all seemed to me to say, in his case : “ You can speak 
“ with supreme excellence ; sing with considerable excellence you 
“ never can. And the Age itself, does it not, beyond most ages, 
“ demand and require clear speech; an Age incapable of being 
** sung to, in any but a trivial manner, till these convulsive ago- 
“ nies and wild revolutionary overturnings readjust themselves ? 
“ Intelligible word of command, not musical psalmody and fid- 
** dling, is possible in this fell storm of battle. Beyond all ages, 
“ our Age admonishes whatsoever thinking or wiiting man it has : 
“ Oh speak to me, some wise intelligible speech ; your wise mean- 
ing, in the shortest and cleareRt way ; behold I am dying for 
“want of wise meaning, and insight into the devmring fact: 
“ speak, if you have any wisdom ! As to song so-called, and your 
“ fiddling talent, — even if you have one, much more if you have 
“ none, — ^we will talk of that a couple of centuries hence, when 
“ things are calmer again. Homer shall be thrice welcome; but 
“ only when Troy is taken: alas, while the siege lasts, and battle’s 
“ fury rages everywhere, what can I do with the Homer ? I want 
“ Achilleus and Odysseus, and am em*aged to see them tiying to 
“ be Homers ! ” — 

Sterling, who respected my sincerity, and always was amen- 
able enough to counsel, was doubtless much confused by such 
contradictory diagnosis of his case. The question, Poetiy or 
Prose ? became more and more pressing, more and more insoluble. 
He decided, at last, to appeal to the public upon it ; — got ready, 
in the late autumn, a small select Volume of his verses; and 
was now busy pushing it through the press. Unfortunately, in 
the mean while, a graye illness, of the olcl pulmonary soii;, over- 
took him, which at one time threatened to be dangerous. This 
is a glance again into his interior household in these circum- 
stances : • • 

Decemher 21st, 1839 {To his Mother ). — * The Tin-box came quite 

* safe, with all its miscellaneous contents. I suppose we are to 

* thank you for the Comic Almanack, which, as usual, is very aihus- 

* ing ; and for the Book on Watt, which disappointed me. The 
‘ scientific part is no doubt very good, and particularly clear and 



aOH-N 8TBBLTNO. 


In 

* simple ; but there is nothing remarkable in the account of Watt’s 

* character ; and it is an absurd piece of French impertinence in 
Arago to say, that England has not yet learnt to appreciate men 

* like Watt, because he was not made a peer ; which, were our 
‘ peerage an institution like that of France, would have been very 
‘ proper. 

« ^ I have now finished correcting the proofs of my little Volume 
‘ of Poems. It has been a great plague to me, and one that I 
‘ would not have incurred," had I expected to be laid up as I 
‘ have been ; but the matter was begun before I had any notion 
' of being disabled by such an illness, — the severest I have suf- 

* fered since I went to the West Indies. The Book will, a^ter all, 

* be a botched business in many r^ects ; and I much doubt 

* whether it will pay its expenses : but I try to consider it as out 

* of my hands, and not to fret myself about it. I shall be very 

* curious to see Carlyle’s Tractate on Chartism ; which’ — But we 
need not enter upon that. 

Sterling’s little Book was printed at his own expense ; pub- 
lished by Moxon in the very end of this year.^ It carries an ap- 
propriate ami pretty Epigraph : 

* Fooling, Thought, and Fancy be 

* G-entle sister Graces three : 

^ If these prove averse to me, 

* They will punish, — pardon Yo ! ’ 

He had dedicated the little Volume to Mr. Hare ; — and he sub- 
mitted very patiently to the discouraging neglect with which it 
was received by the world : for indeed the * Ye’ said nothing audi- 
ble, in the way of pardon or other doom; so that whether the 

* sister Graces’ were averse or not, remained as doubtful as ever*. 


CHAPTER II. 

TWO WINTERS, 

As we said above, it ‘had been hoped by 'Sterling’s friends, not 
very confidently by himself, that in the gentler air of Clifton his 
health might sp far recover as to enable him to dispense with 
autumnal voyages, and to'* spend the year all round in a house 
of his own. These hopes, favourable while the warm season 
lasted, broke down when winter came. In November of this 
same year, while his little Volume was passing through the press, 

1 Poems by John Sterling, London (Moxon), 1839. 
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bad and worse symptoms, spitting of blood to crown the sad list, 
reappeared; and Sterling bad to equip himself again, at this late 
season, for a new flight to Madeira; wherein the good Calvert,* 
himself suffering, and ready on ail grounds for such an adventure, 
offered to accompany him. Sterling went by land to Falmouth, 
meaning there^ to wait for Calvert, who was to come by the Madeira 
Packet, and there take him on board. « 

Calvert and the Packet did arrive, in stormy January weather ; 
which continued wildly blowing for w^eks ; forbidding all egress 
Westward, especially for invaUds. These elemental tumults, and 
blustering wars of sea and sky, with nothing but the misty solitude 
of Madeira in the distance, formed a very discouraging outlook. 
In the mean while Falmouth itself had offered so many resources, 
and se?med so tolerable in climate and otherwise, while this win- 
try ocean looked so inhospitable for invalids, it was resolved 
our voyagers should stay where they were till spring returned. 
Which accordingly was done ; with ^ood eftect for that season, 
and also with results for the coming seasons. Here again, from 
Letters to Kiiightsbridge, are some* glimpses of his winter-life : 

Falmouth, February tSth, 1840. — ‘ I have been today to see a 
‘ new tin-mine, two or three miles off, which is expected to turn 

* into a copper-mine by and by, so they will have the two constitu- 
ents of bronze close together. This, by the way, was the ** brass" 
of Homer and the Ancients generally, who do not seem to have 

* known our brass made of copper and zinc. Achilles in his ar- 
mour must have looked like a bronze statue. — I took Sheridan’s 

^ advice, and did not go down the mine.* 

February 15t7i. — ‘ To some iron-works the other day; where I 
'* saw half the beam of a great steam-engine, a piece of iron forty 
feet long and seven broad, cast in about five minutes. It was a 
very striking spectacle. I hope to go to Penzance before I leave 

* this countiy, and will not fail to tell you about it.’ — He did make 
trial of Penzance, among other places, next year ; but only of Fal- 
mouth this. 

February 2^th, — * I am going on asy here, in spite of a great 
^ change of weather. The East winds are cbme at last, bringing 

* with them snow, which has been driVing about for the last twenty- 

* four hours ; not falling heavily, nor lying long when fallen. Nei- 

* ther is it as yet very cold, but I suppose there will be some six 
weeks of unpleasant temperature. The marine climate of this 
part of England will, no doubt, modify and mollify the air into a 

‘ happier sort of substance than that you breathe in London. 

‘ The large vessels that had been lying here for weeks, waiting 
f for a wind, have now sailed ; two of them for the East Indies, 
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‘ and having three hundred soldiers on board. It is a curioua 

* thing that the long-continued westerly winds had so prevented 
‘ the coasters arriving, that the Town was almost on the point of 

* a famine as to bread. The change has brought in abundance of 
‘ flour. — The people in general seem extremely comfortable ; their 
‘ houses are excellent, almost all of stone. Their habits are very 
‘ little agricultural, but mining and fishing seem to prosper with 
‘ them. There are hardly any gentry here ; I have not seen more 
‘ than two gentlemen’s can^iages in ^the Town ; indeed I think the 
‘ nearest one comes from five miles ofi*.’ 

‘ I have been obliged ‘to try to occupy myself with Natural 
‘ Science, in order to give some interest to my walks ; and have 
‘ begun to feel my way in Geology. I have now learnt to recog- 
‘ nise three or four of the common kinds of stone about hei^, when 
‘ I see them ; but I find it stupid work compared with Poetry and 
‘ Philosophy. In the mornings, however, for an hour or so before 
‘ I get up, I generally light my candle, and try to write some 

* verses ; and since I have oeen here, I have put together short 

* poems, almost enough for auiother small volume. In the eveij- 
‘ ings I ha¥e gone on translating some of Goethe. But six or 
‘ seven hours spent on my legs, in the open air, do not leave my 
‘ brain much energy for thinking. Thus my life is a dull and un- 

* profitable one, but still better than it would have been in Ma- 

* deira or on board ship. I hear from Susan every day, and write 
‘ to her by return of post.’ 

At Falmouth Sterling had been warmly welcomed by the well- 
known Quaker family of the Foxes, principal people in that place, 
persons of cultivated opulent habits, and joining to the fine puri- 
ties and pieties of their sect a reverence for human intelligence in 
all kinds ; to whom such a visitor as Sterling was naturally a wel- 
come windfall. The family had grave elders, bright cheery younger 
branches, men and women ; truly amiable all, after their sort : they 
made a pleasant image of home for Sterling in his winter exile. 
‘ Most worthy, respectable and highly cultivated people, with a 

* great deal of money among them/ writes Sterling in the end of 
February; ‘who make the place pleasant,, to me. They are con- 
‘ nected with all the large Quaker circle, the Gurneys, Fiys, &c., 
‘ and also with Buxton the Abolitionist. It is droll to hear them 
‘ talking of all'' the common topics of science, literature and life, 
‘ and in the midst of it: “Does thou know Wordsworth?” or, 
‘ “ Did thou see the Coronation ?” or “ Will thou take some re- 
‘ Mshment?” They are very kind and pleasant people to know. 

‘ Calvert,* continues our Diarist, ‘ is better than he lately was, 

* though he has not been at all laid up. He shoots little birds; 
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* and dissects and stuifs them ; while I cany a hammer, and brealc 

* flints and slates, to look for diamonds and rubies inside ; and 

‘ admire my success in the evening, when I empty my greatcoat* 
‘ pocket of its specimens. On the whole, I doubt whether my 

* physical proceedings will set the Thames on fire. Give my love 

* to Anthony’s Charlotte ; also remember me affectionately to the 

* Carlyles/ — ^ 

At this time, too, John Mill, probably encouraged by Sterling, 
an-ived in Falmouth, seeking, refuge of climate for a sickly younger 
Brother, to whom also, while he continued there, and to his pool' 
patient, the doors and hearts of this kind family were thrown 
wide open. Falmouth during these winter weeks, especially while 
Mill continued, was an unexpectedly engaging place to Sterling ; 
and he left it In spring, for Clifton, Avith a very kindly image of it 
in his thoughts. So ended, better than it might have done, his 
first year’s flight from the Clifton winter. 

In April 1840 he was at his own hearth again; cheerily pursu- 
ing his old labours, — struggling t® redeem, as he did with a gal- 
lant constancy, the available months and days, out of^fhe wreck of 
so many that were unavailable, for the business allotted him in 
tliis world. His swift, decisive energy of character ; the valiant 
rally he made again and ever again, starting up fresh from amid 
the wounded, and cheerily stoiming-in anew, was admirable, and 
showed a noble fund of natural health amid such an element of 
disease. Somehow one could never rightly fancy that he was dis- 
eased ; that those fatal ever-recurring downbrealis were not almost 
rather the penalties paid for exuberance of health, and of faculty 
for living and working ; criminal forfeitures, incurred by excess of 
self-exertion and such irrepressible over-rapidity of movement: 
and the vague hope was habitual with us, that increase of years, 
as it deadened this over-energy, would first make the man secure 
of life, and a sober prosperous worker among his fellows. It was 
always as if with a kind of blame that one heard of his being ill 
again ! Poor Sterling ; — ^no man knows another’s burden ; these 
things were not, and «vere not to be, in the way we had fancied 
them ! 

Summer went along in its usual quiet tenor at Clifton ; health 
good, as usual while the warm weather lasted, an^ activity abun- 
dant ; the scene as still as the busiest could wish. ‘ You metropo- 
litan signors,’ writes Sterling to his Father, ‘ cannot conceive the 
dulness and scantiness of our provincial chronicle.* Here is a little 
excursion to the seaside ; the lady of the family being again, — for 
good reasons, — ^in a weakly state : 
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‘ To Edward Sterling, Esq., Knightsbridge, London. 

‘ Portsheadj Bristol, let Sept. 1840. 

‘ My dear Father, — This place is a southern headland at the 

* mouth of the Avon. Susan, and the Children too, were all suffer* 

‘ ing from languor; and as she is quite unfit to travel in a carriage, 
' we wore obliged to move, if at all, to some place accessible by 
‘ water ; and this is the nearest whe^e we could get the fresher air 

* of the Bristol Channel. We sent to take a house, for a week ; and 
‘ came down here in a steamer yesterday morning. It seems likely 
‘ to do every one good. We have a comfortable house, with eight 
' rather small bedrooms, for which we pay four guineas and a half 
‘ for the week. We have brought three of our ofwn maids, and 

* leave one to take care of the house at Clifton. 

‘ A week ago my horse fell with me, but did not hurt seriously 

* either himself or me : it was, however, rather hard that, as there 

* were six legs to be damaged, the one that did scratch itself 
‘ should belong to the part ofcthe machine possessing only two, 
‘ instead ofehe quadrupedal poi-tion. I grazed about the size of 
‘ a halfpenny on my left knee ; and for a couple of days, walked 
‘ about as if nothing had happened. I found, however, that the 
‘ skin was not returning correctly ; and so sent for a doctor : he 

* treated the thing as quite insignificant, but said I must keep my 
‘ leg quiet for a few days. It is still not quite healed ; and I lie 

* all day on a sofa, much to my discomposure ; but the thing is 
‘ now rapidly disappearing ; and I hope, in a day or two more, I 
‘ shall be free again. I find I can do no work, while thus crippled 

* in my leg. The man in Horace who made verses stans pede in 

* uno had the advantage of me. 

‘ The Great Western came-in last night about eleven, and has 

* just been maldng a flourish past our windows ; looking verj^ 
‘ grand, with four streamers of bunting, and one of smoke. Of 

* course I do not yet know whether I have Letters by her, as if so 

* they will have gone to Clifton first. This place is quiet, green 
‘ and pleasant; and wMl suit us veiy well, if we have good weather, 

* of which there seems eveiy appearance. 

' Milnes spent last Sunday with me at Clifton ; and was very 
‘ amusing and Cordial. Itds impossible for those who know him 
‘ well not to dike him. — I send this to Knightsbridge, not knowing 

* where else to hit you. Love to my Mother. — ^Your affectionate, 

* John Sterling.* 
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The expected ‘ Letters by the Great Western’ are from Anthony, 
now in Canada, doing military duties there% The ‘ Milnes’ is our 
excellent Richard, whom all men know, and truly whom none can , 
know well without even doing as Sterling says. — In a week the 
family had returned to Clifton ; and Sterling was at his poetisings 
and equitations again. His grand business was now Poetry ; all 
effort, outlook and aim exclusively directed thither, this good 
while. ^ 

Of the published Volume Moxon gave the worst tidings ; no 
man had hailed it with welcome ; unsold it lay, under the leaden 
seal of general neglect ; the public when asked what it thought, 
had answered hitherto by a lasjy stare. It shall answer otherwise, 
thought Sterling ; by no means taking that as the final response. 
It was in this same September that he announced to me and other 
friends, under seal of secrecy as usual, the completion, or complete 
first-draught, of “ a new Poem reaching to two thousand verses.” 
By working ‘ thi'oe hours every morning’ he had brought it so fai*. 
This Piece, entitled The Election, of winch in due time we obtained 
perusal, and had to give some judgment, proved to be in a new 
vein, — ^what might be called the mock-heroic, or sentin^jental Hudi- 
brastic, reminding one a little, too, of Wieland’s Oheron; — it had 
touches of true droUeiy combined not ill with grave clear insight; 
showed spirit eveiywherc, and a plainly improved po^ver of execu- 
tion. Our stingy verdict was to the effect, “ Better, but still not 
good enough : — why follow that sad ‘ metrical’ course, climbing 
“ the loose sandhills, when you have a firm patli along the plain?” 
To Sterling himself it remained dubious whether so slight a strain, 
new though it were, would suffice to awalien the sleeping public ; 
and the Piece was thrown aw^ay and taken up again, at intervals ; 
and the -question, Publish or not publish ? lay many months un- 
decided. 

Meanwhile his own feeling w^as now set more and more towards 
Poetry ; and in spite of symptoms and dissuasions, and perverse 
prognostics of outward wind and weatlier, he was rallying all his 
force for a downright struggle with it ; resolute to see which was 
the stronger. It must be owned, he takes hig failures in the kind- 
liest manner; and goes along, bating no jot of heart or hope. Per- 
haps I should have more admired this than I did ! My dissuasions, 
in that case, might have been fainter.^ But the» my sincerity, 
which was all the use of my poor counsel in assent or dissent, 
would have been less. He was now furthermore busy with a Tro- 
gedy of Strafford, the theme of many failures in Tragedy; planning 
it industriously in his head ; eagerly reading in Whitlooke, Rush* 
worth and the Puritan Books, to attain a vesture and local habita- 
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tion for it. Faithful assiduous studies I do believe; — of which, 
Imowing, my stubborn realism, and savage humour towards singing 
by the Thespian or other methods, he told me little, during his 
\dsits that summer. 

The advance of the dark weather sent him adrift again ; to Tor- 
quay, for this winter: there, in his old Falmouth climate, he hoped 
'to do well; — and did, so far as welldoing was readily possible, in 
that sad wandering way of life. However, be where he may, he 
tries to work ‘ two or three hours 'in the moniing,’ were it even 
‘ with a lamp,’ in bed, before the fires are lit ; and so makes some- 
thing of it. From abundant Letters of his now before me, I glean 
these two or three small glimpses ; sufficient for our purpose at 
present. The general date is ‘ Tor, near Torquay 

Tor, November SOfft, 1840 {To Mrs. CharUs Fox, Falmouth). — I 
" reached this place on Thursday ; having, after much hesitation, 
‘ resolved to come here, at least for the next three weeks, — with 
‘ nome obscure purpose of embarking, at the New Year, from Fol- 
‘ mouth for Malta, and so reaching Naples, which I have not seen. 
^ There also a doubt whether I should not, after Christmas, 
^ bring my family here for the first four months of the year. All 
^ this, however, is still doubtful. But for certain inhabitants of 

* Falmouth and its neighbourhood, this place would be far more 
‘ attractive than it. But I have here also friends, whose kindness, 

* like much that I met with last winter, perpetually makes me 
' wonder at the stock of benignity in human nature. A brother of 
' my friend Julius Hare, Marcus by name, a Naval man, and though 
" not a man of letters, full of sense and knowledge, lives here in 
‘ a beautiful place, with a most agreeable and excellent wife, a 
" daughter of Lord Stanley of Alderley. I had hardly seen them 
' before ; but they are fraternising witli me, in a much better than 

* the J acobin fashion ; and one only feels ashamed at the enor- 
‘ mity of some people’s good nature. 1 am in a little rural sort 
‘ of lodgij g ; and as comfortable as a solitary oyster can expect 
‘ to he. — 

December bth {To fJ. Barton ). — ‘ This place is extremely small, 
much more so than Falmouth even; but pretty, cheerful, and 
very mild in climate. There are a great many villas in and 
‘ about the little Town, ^having three or four reception-rooms, 
‘ eight or ten bed-rooms; and costing about fifteen hundred of 
‘ two thousand pounds each, and occupied by persons spending a 

* thousand or more pounds a-year. If the Country would acknow- 
" ledge my merits by the gift of one of these, I could prevail on 
‘ myself to come and live here ; which would be the best move for 
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^ my health I could make in England ; but, in the absence of any 

* such expression of public feeling, it would come rather dear.* — 

December 22d (To Mrs. Fox again ). — ‘ By the way, did you ever 

* read a Novel? If you ever mean to do so hereafter, let it be Miss 

* Martineau's Deerhrooh. It is really very striking ; and parts of 

* it are very true and very beautiful. It is not so true, or so tho 

* roughly clear and harmonious, among delineations of English 

* middle-class gentility, as Miss Austin’s books, especially as Pridem 

* and Prejudice, which I think exquisite ; but it is worth reading. 
The Hour and the Man is eloquent, but an absurd exaggeration. — 

^ I hold out so valorously against this Scandinavian weather, that 
‘ I deserve to be ranked with Odin and Thor, and ioncy I may go 
^ to live at Clifton or Brontheim. Have you had the same icy 

* desolation as prevails here ?’ 

December 2Sth (To W. Goningham^ Esq .). — ‘ Looking back to him,’ 
(a deceased Uncle, father of his correspondent), ‘ as I now very 

* often do, I feel strongly, what the loss of other friends has also 

* impressed on me, how much Death deepens our affection ; and 

* sharpens our regret for whatever has been even slightly amiss in 

* our conduct towards those who are'gone. What trifles then swell 

* into painful importance ; how we believe that, could tJiie past be 
‘ recalled, life would present no wortliier, happier task, than that 

* of so bearing ourselves towards those we love, that we might ever 

* after find nothing but melodious tranquillity breathing about 

* their graves ! Yet, too often, I feel the difficulty of always prac- 

* tising such mild wisdom towards those who are still left me. — 

* You will wonder less at my rambling ofi’ in this way, when I tell 
‘ you that my little lodging is close to a picturesque old Church 
‘ and Churchyard, where, eveiy day, I brush past a tombstone, 

* recording that an Italian, of Manferrato, lias buiied there a girl 

* of sixteen, liis only daughter : “ L' unica speranza di mia vita." — 

* No doubt, as you say, our Mechanical Age is necessary as a pass* 

* age to something better ; but, at least, do not let us go back.’ — 

At the New-year time, feeling unusually well, he returns to 
Clifton. His plans, of course, were ever fluctuating; his move- 
ments were swift and unceii;ain. Alas, his whole life, especially 
his winter-life, had to be built as if on wavering drift-sand ; no- 
thing certain in it, except if possible the ‘ two or three hours of 
work' snatched from the generd whirlpool of the, dubious four- 
and-twenty I • 

Clifton, January lOth, 1841 (To Dr. Carlyle). — * I stood the sharp 

* frost at Torquay with such entire impunity, that at last I t^'ok 

* courage, and resolved to return home. I have been here a week, 

'* in extreme cold ; and have suffered not at all ; so that I hope. 
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‘ with care I may prosper in spite of medical prognostics, — ^if you 

* permit such profane language. I am even able to work a good 

* deal; and write for some hours every morning, by dint of get- 
‘ ting up early, which an Arnott-stove in my study enables me to 
‘ do.' — But at Clifton he cannot continue. Again, before long, the 
rude weather has driven him Southward ; the spring finds him in 
his former haunts ; doubtful as ever what to decide upon for the 

^future; but tending evidently towards a new change of residence 
for household and self : 

PenzancCy April VMh, 1841 (Tej W. Coningliam, Esq). — * My 

* little Boy and I have been wandering about between Torquay 
‘ and this place ; and latterly have had my Father for a few days 
‘ with us, — ^he left us yesterday. In all probability I shall endea-* 
^ vour to'settle either at Torquay, at Falmouth, or here ; as it is 
‘ pretty clear that I cannot stand the sharp air of Clifton, and still 
‘ less the London east winds. Penzance is, on the whole, a plea: 
‘ sant-looking, cheerful place; with a delightful mildness of air, 
‘ and a great appearance of comfort among the people : the view 

* of Mount’s Bay is certaifily a veiy noble one. Torquay would 
‘ suit the health of my Wife and Children better; or else I should 
‘ be glad in live here always, London and its neighbourhood being 
‘ impracticable.’ — Such was his second wandering winter; enough 
to render the prospect of a third at Clifton very uninviting. 

With the Falmouth friends, >oiing and old, his intercourse had 
meanwhile continued cordial and frequent. The omens w^ere pointr 
ing towards that region as his next place of abode. Accordingly^ 
in few weeks hence, in the June of this Summer 1841, his dubitar 
tions and inquirings are again ended for a time ; he has fixed upon 
a house in Falmouth, and removed thither; bidding Clifton, and the 
regretful Clifton friends, a land farewell. This was the ffth change 
of place for his family since Bayswater ; the fifth, and to one cliief 
member of it the last. Mrs. Sterling had brought him a new child 
in October last ; and went hopefully to Falmouth, dreading other 
than what befel there. 


CHAPTER III. 
ealmouth: poems. 

At Falmouth, as usual, he was soon at home in his new environ- 
ment ; resumed his labours ; had his new small circle of acquaint- 
ance, the ready and constant centre of which was the Fox family^ 
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witli whom he lived on an altogether intimate, honoured and be- 
loved footing; realising his best anticipations in that respect, which 
doubtless were among his first inducements to settle in this new^ 
place. Open cheery heights, rather bare of wood ; fresh South- 
western breezes ; a brisk laughing sefi., swept by industrious sails, 
and the nets of a most stalwart, wholesome, frank and interesting 
population: the clean little fishing, trading and packet Town; 
hanging on its slope towards the Eastern sun, close on the wateia 
of its basin and intricate bay, — with the miniature Pendennis 
Castle seaward on the right, the miniature St. Mawes landward 
to left, and the mining world and the fanning world open bound- 
lessly to the rear : — all this made a pleasant outlook and environ- 
ment. And in all this, as in the other new elements of his posi- 
* tion. Sterling, open beyond most men to the worth of things about 
him, took his frank share. From the first, he had liked the gene- 
ral aspect of the population, and their healthy, lively ways ; not 
to speak of the special friendships he had formed there, which 
shed a charm over them all. * M^n of strong character, clear 

* heads and genuine goodness,* writes he, ‘ are by no means want- 
‘ ing.’ And long after : ‘ The common people here dress better 

* than in most parts of England; and on Sundays, if 'ihe weather 
‘ be at all fine, their appearance is very pleasant. One sees them 
‘ all round the Town, especially towards Pendennis Castle, stream- 
‘ ing in a succession of little groups, and seeming for the most 
‘ part really and quietly happy.* On the whole he reckoned him- 
self lucky ; and, so far as locality went, found this a handsome 
shelter for the next two years of his life. Two years, and not 
without an interruption ; that was all. Here we have no continu- 
ing city ; he less than any of us I One other flight for shelter ; 
and then it is ended, and ho has found an inexpugnable refuge. 
Let us trace his remote footsteps, as we have opportunity : 

Falmouth, June 2dth, 1841 {To Dr. Simmons, Glifton). — ‘New- 
‘ man writes to me that he is gone to the Rhine. I wish I were ! 

* And yet the only “ wish *' at the bottom of my heai’t, is to be able 
‘ to work vigorously in my own way anywhere, were it in some 
‘ Circle of Dante’s Inferno. This, however, is the secret of my 
‘ soul, which I disclose only to a few.' 

Falmouth, July isth, 1841 (To his Mother). — ‘ I have at last my 

* own study made comfortable ; the carpet being,now laid down, 

* and most of my appurtenances in tolerable order. By and by 1 
‘ shall, unless stopped by illness, get myself together, and begin 

* living an orderly life and doing my daily task. I have swung a 

* cot in my dressing-room ; partly as a convenience for myself, 

‘ partly as a sort of memorial of my poor Uncle, in whose cot in 
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* his dressing-room at Lisworney I remember to have slept when 

* a child. I have put a good large bookcase in my drawing-room, 

^ ‘ and all the rest of my books fit very well into the study.* 

Same day {To myself ). — ‘ No books have come in m3’’ way but 

* Emerson’s, which I value full as much as you,* though as yet 

* I have read only some corners of it. We have had an Election 

* here, of the usual stamp ; to me a droll “ realised Ideal,” after 
4 my late metrical adventures in that line. But the oddest sign of 

* the Times I know, is a cheap Translation of Strauss’s Lehen Jesu, 

‘ now publishing in numbers, and caid to be circulating far and 

* wide. What docs, — or rather, what does not, — this portend ? ’ — 

With the Poem called The Election, here alluded to, which had 
been more than once revised and reconsidered, he was still under* 
some hesitations ; but at last had wellnigh resolved, as from the 
first it was clear he would do, on pubhshing it. This occupied 
some occasional portion of his thoughts. But his grand private 
affair, t believe, was now Stxafford; to which, or to its adjuncts, 
all worldng hours w’ere devoted. Sterling’s notions of Tragedy 
are high enough. This is what he writes once, in reference to his 
own task ifl these weeks : ‘ Few, I fancy, know how much harder 
‘ it is to write a Tragedy, than to realise or be one. Every man 

* has in his heart and lot, if he pleases, and too many whether 
' they please or no, all the woes of CEdipus and Antigone. But it 

* takes the One, the Sophocles of a thousand years, to utter these 
‘ in the full depth and harmony of creative song. Curious, by the 

* way, how that Dramatic Form of the old Greek, with only some 
‘ superficial changes, remains a law not only for the stage, but for 

, ‘ the thoughts of jJl Poets ; and what a charm it has even for the 
, * reader who never saw a theatre. The Greek Plays and Shak- 
‘^spere have interested a hundred as books, for one who has seen 
‘ their writings acted. How lightly does tlie mere clowm, the idle 
‘ school-girl, build a private theatre in the fancy, and laugh or 

* weep with Falstaff and Macbeth ; with how entire an oblivion of 
‘ the artificial nature of the whole contrivance, which thus com- 

* pels them to be their own architects, machinists, scene-painters 
‘ and actors ! In fact, the artifice succeeds, — becomes grounded 

* in the substance of the soul : and every one loves to feel how he 
‘ is thus brought fiice to face with the brave, the fair, the woful 

* and the great of all pa^t ages; looks into their eyes, and feels 
‘ the beatings of their hearts; and reads, over the shoulder, the 

* se^’i’et written tablets of the busiest and the largest brains ; while 
‘ the Juggler, by whose cunning the whole strange beautiful absur- 

* dity is set in motion, keeps himself hidden; sings loud with a 
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* mouth unmoving as that of a statue, and makes the human race , 

* cheat itself unanimously and delightfully by the illusion that he 

‘ preordains ; while as an obscure Fate, he sits invisible, and * 
‘ hardly lets his being be divined by those who cannot flee him. 

‘ The Lyric Art is childish, and the Epic barbarous, compared to 

* this. But of the true and perfect Drama it may be said, as of 

* even higher mysteries, Who is sufficient for these things ?’ — On 
this Tragedy of Strafford^ writing it and again writing it, study^ 
ing for it, and bending himself with his whole strength to do his 
best on it, he expended many strenuous months, — * above a year 
of his life,’ as he computes, in all. 

For tho rest, what Falmouth has to give him he is willing to 
take, and mingles freely in it. In Hare’s Collection there is given 
Lecture which he read in Autumn 1841 (Mr. Hare says ‘ 1842,* 
by mistake), to a certain Public Institution in the place, — of which 
more anon; — a piece interesting in this, if not much in any 
other respect. Doubtless his friends the Foxes were at the heart 
of that lecturing enterprise, and had urged and solicited him.* 
Something like proficiency in certain branches of science, as I 
have understood, characterised one or more of this estimable 
family ; love of knowledge, taste for art, wish to consort with 
wisdom and wise men, were the tendencies of all: to opulent 
means sni)eradd the Quaker beneficence, Quaker purity and rever- 
(‘lice, there is a circle in which wise men also may love to be. 
Sterling made acquaintance here with whatever of notable in 
v/orthy persons or things might be afoot in those parts ; and was 
led thereby, now and then, into pleasant reunions, in new circles 
of activity, which might otherwise have continued foreign to him. 
The good Calvert, too, was now here; and intended to remain; — 
which he mostly did henceforth, lodging in Sterling’s neighbour- 
hood, so long as lodging in this world was permitted him. Still 
good and clear and cheerful ; still a lively comrade, within doors 
or without, — a diligent rider always, — though now wearing visibly 
weaker, and loss able to exert himself. 

Among those accidental Falmouth reunions, perhaps the nota- 
blest for Sterling occurred in this his first season. There is in 
Falmouth an Associatiofi called the Cornwall Polytechnic Society^ 
established about twenty 3 ^oars ago, and supported by the wealthy 
people of the Towm and neighbourhood, for the encouragement of 
the’ Arts in tliat region ; it has its Librar}^ its Museum, some kind 
of Annual Exhibition withal; gives prizes, publishes reports: tho 
main pntrons, I believe, are Sir Charles Lemon, a well-kno,/n 
country gentleman of those parts, and the Messrs. Fox. To this, 
so far as he liked to go in it, Sterling was sure to be introduced 
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and solicited. The Polytechnic Meeting of 1841 was unusually 
distinguished ; and Sterling’s part in it formed one of the pleasant 
- occurrences for him in Falmouth. It was here that, among other 
profitable as well as pleasant things, he made acquaintance with 
Professor Owen (an event of which I too had my benefit in due 
time, and still have) : the bigger assemblage called British Aseoda- 
twn, which met at Plymouth this year, having now just finished 
f£s affairs there, Owen and other distinguished persons had taken 
Falmouth in their route from it. Sterling’s account of this Poly- 
technic gala still remains, — ^in thred Letters to his Father, which, 
omitting the extraneous portions, I will give in one, — as a piece 
worth reading among those still-life pictures : 

* To Edward Sterling^ Esq., Knightshridge, London. 

' Falmouth, 10th August 1841. 

‘My DEAR Father, — I was not well for a day or two after you 

* went ; and since, I have been busy about an annual show of the 
< Polytechnic Society here, in which my friends take much in- 

* terest, an^l for which I have been acting as one of the judges 

* in the department of the Fine Arts, and have written a little Re- 

* port for them. As I have not said that Falmouth is as eminent 

* as Athens or Florence, perhaps the Committee will not ad opt my 

* statement. But if they. do, it will be of some use; for I have 
‘ hinted, as delicately as possible, that people shoiild not paint 
‘ historical pictures before they have the power of drawing a decent 
‘ outline of a pig or a cabbage. I saw Sir Charles Lemon yester- 
‘ day, who was kind as well as civil in his manner ; and promises 
' to be a pleasant neighbour. There are several of the British- 
‘ Association heroes here; but not Whewell, or any one whom I 

* know.’ 

August \lth . — * At the Polytechnic Meeting here we had several 
‘ veiy eminent men ; among others, Professor Owen, said to be 
‘ the first of comparative anatomists, and Conybeare the geologist. 

* Both of these gave evening Lectures ; and after Conybeare’s, at 
‘ which I happened to be present, I said, I would, if they chose, 
‘ make some remarks on the Busts, which happened to be stand- 

* ing there, intended for prizes in the department of the Fine 
‘ Arts. They agreed glp-dly. The heads were Homer, Pericles, 
‘ Augustus, Dante and Michael Angelo. I got into the boxlike 

* platform, with these on a shelf before me ; and began a talk, 

* which must have lasted some three quarters of an hour ; describ- 

* ing partly the characters and circumstances of the men, iUus- 

* trated by anecdotes and compared with their physiognomies, and 
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‘ partly the several styles of sculpture exhibited in the Casts, re- 
ferring these to what I considered the true principles of the Art 
" The subject was one that interests me, and I got on in famous * 
" style ; and had both pit and galleries all applauding, in a way 
‘ that had had no precedent during any other port of the meet- 
' ing. Conybeare paid me high compliments ; Owen looked much 
' pleased, — an honour well purchased by a year's hard work ; — ^an<l 

* everybody, in short, seemed delighted. Susan was not there, 

' and I had nothing to make me nervous ; so that I worked away 
‘ freely, and got vigorously over the ground. After so many years’ 

‘ disuse of rhetoric, it was a pleasant surprise to myself to find 
‘ that I could still handle the old weapons without awkwardness. 
'.More by good luck than good guidance, it has done my health 
' no harm. I have been at Sir Charles Lemon's, though only to 
‘ pay a morning visit, having declined to stay there or dine, the 

* hours not suiting me. They were veiy civil. The person I saw 
' most of was his sister, Lady Dunstanville ; a pleasant, well- 
' informed and well-bred woman. He seems a most amiable, 

* kindly man, of fair good sense and cultivated tastes. — I had 
‘ a letter today from my Mother’ in Scotland ; * whef says she 

* sent you one which you were to forward me ; which I hope 
‘ soon to have.’ 

August 29i7i. — ‘I returned yesterday from Carclew, Sir 0. 

‘ Lemon’s fine place about five miles off; where I had been stay- 
‘ ing a couple of days, with apparently the heartiest welcome. 

* Susan was asked ; but wanting a Governess, could not leave 
‘ home. 

‘ Sir Charles is a widower (his Wife was sister to Lord llches- 
‘ ter) without children ; but had a niece staying with him, and 

* his sister Lady Dunstanville, a pleasant and very civil woman. 

‘ There were also Mr. Bunbuiy, eldest son of Sir Henry Bunbuiy, 

* a man of much cultivation and strong talents ; Mr. Fox Talbot, 

‘ son I think of another Ilchester lady, and brother of tlie Talbot 
‘ of Wales, hut himself a man of large fortune, and known for 

* photogenic and other scientific plans of extracting sunbeams 

* from cucumbers. He also is a man of knowh ability, but chiefly 
‘ employed in that peculiar department. Item Professors Lloyd 

* and Owen : the former, of Dublin, son of the late ll^ovost, I had 
‘ seQn before and loiew ; a great mathematician and optician, and 

* a discoverer in those matters ; with a clever little Wife, who has 
‘ a great deal of knowledge, quite free from pretension. Owen+^is 
^ a first-rate comparative anatomist, they say the greatest since 
' Cuvier ; lives in London, and lectures there. On the whole, he 

interested me more than any of them, — by an apparent force 
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* and downrightness of mind, combined with much simplicity 
and frankness. 

‘ Nothing could be pleasanter and easier than the habits of life, 

* with what to me was a very unusual degree of luxury, though 

* probably nothing but what is common among people of large for- 

* tune. The library and pictures are nothing extraordinary. The 
general tone of good nature, good sense and quiet freedom, was 

* what struck me most ; and T think besides this there was a dis- 

* position to be cordially courteous, towards me.’ — 

* I took Edward a ride of two hours yesterday on Calvert’s 

* pony, and he is improving fast in horsemanshij). The school 
‘ appears to answer very well. We shall have the Governess in a 

* day or two, which will be a great satisfaction. Will you sen^ 
‘ my Mother this scribble with my love ; and believe me, — ^Your 
‘ affectionate son, 

‘ John Steeling.’ 

One other little event dwells with me, out of those Falmouth 
times, exact date now forgotten ; a pleasant little matter, in which 
Sterling, fCid principally the Misses Fox, bright cheery young crea- 
tures, were concerned ; which, for the sake of its human interest, 
is worth mention. In a certain Cornish mine, said the Newspapers 
duly specifying it, two miners deej) down in the shaft were en- 
gaged putting in a shot for blasting : they had completed their 
affair, and were about to give the signal for being hoisted up, — 
one at a time was all their coadjutor at the top could manage, and 
the second was to kindle the match, and then mount with all 
speed. Now it chanced while they wore both still below, one of 
them thought the match too long ; tried to break it shorter, took 
a couple of stones, a flat and a sharp, to cut it shorter ; did cut it 
of the due length, but, horrible to relate, kindled it at the same 
time, and both were still below ! Both shouted vehemently to the 
coadjutor at the windlass, both sprang at the basket; the windlass 
man could not move it with them both. Here was a moment for 
poor miner Jack and miner Will ! Instant horrible death hangs 
over both, — when Will generously resigns himself: “Go aloft, 
Jack,” and sits down; “away; in one minute I shall be in Hea- 
ven !” Jack Jiounds aloft, the explosion instantly follow’s, bruises 
his face as he looks over^ he is safe above ground: and poor Will? 
Descending eagerly they find Will too, as if by miracle, buried 
iin,der rocks which had arched themselves over him, and little 
irgured : he too is brought up safe, and all ends joy fullj^ say the 
Newspapers. 

Such a piece of manful promptitude, and salutaiy human hero- 
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ism, was woii-h investigating. It was investigated ; found to be 
accurate to the letter, — ^with this addition and explanation, that 
Will, an honest, ignorant good man, entii-cly given up to Method^ 
ism, had been perfect in the “ faith of assurance,” certain that he 
should get to Heaven if ho died, certain that Jack would not, 
which had been the ground of his decision in that great moment; 
— for the rest, that lie much wished to learn reading and writing, 
and find some way of life above ground instead of lielow. By aid 
of the Misses Fox and the rest of that family, a subscription 
(modest ^wia*Hudson testimonial) was raised to this Methodist 
hero: he emerged into daylight with fifty iiounds in his pocket; 
did strenuously try, for certain months, to loam leading and "writ- 
* ing; found he could not learn those arts or either ertlicm ; took 
his money and bought cows with it, wedding at tho same time 
some religious hJvely milkmaid; and is, last time I heard of him, 
a prosperous modest dairyman, thankful for the upper light and 
safety from the wi’ath to come. Sterling had some hand in this 
affair: but, as I said, it was the twb young ladies of the family 
that mainly did it. ^ 

In the end of 1841, after many hesitations and I’evisals, 2'he 
Election came out : a tiny Duodecimo without name attached 
again inquiring of the public what its suffrage was ; again to little 
puiqiose. My vote had never been loud for this step, but neither 
was it quite adverse ; and now, in reading tlu' jioor little Poem 
over again, after ten years’ space, I find it, with a touching mix- 
ture of pleasure and repentance, considerably liotter than it then 
seemed to me. My encouragement, if not to print this jioem, yet 
to proceed with Poetry, since there was such a resolution for it, 
might have been a little more decided ! 

This is a small Piece, but aims at containing great things ; a 
multum in parvo after its sort ; and is executed here and there with 
undeniable success. The style is free and flowing, the rhyme 
dances along with a certain joyful tiiumph; everything of due 
brevity withal. That mixture of mockery on tho surface, which 
finely relieves the real»eamestness within, mid flavours even what 
is not very earnest and might even be insipid otherwise, is not ill 
managed : an amalgam diflScult to effect well in wiiting ; nay im- 
possible in writing, — unless it stand alneady done tind effected, as 
a general fact, in the writer’s mind and character ; which will be- 
token a certain ripeness there. 

As I said, great things are intended in this little Pieced the 
motto itself foreshadowing them : 

* The Election : a Poem, in Seven Books. London, Murray, 1841, 
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* FluelUn. Ancient Pistol, I do partly understand your meaning. 

* Pistol. Why then rejoice therefor.* 

*A stupid commonplace English Borough has lost its Member sud- 
denly, by apoplexy or otherwise ; resolves, in the usual explosive 
temper of mind, to replace him by one of two others : whereupon 
strange stirring-up of rival-attorney and other human interests and 
catastrophes. ‘ Frank Vane* (Sterhng himself), and ‘ Peter Mogg* 
the jpattem English blockliead of elections : these are the candi- 
dates, There are, of course, fierce rival attorneys ; electors of all 
creeds and complexions to be canvassed : a poor stupid Borough 
thrown all into red or white heat; into blazing paroxysms of acti- 
vity and enthusiasm, which render the inner life of it (and of Eng- 
land and the world through it) luminously transparent, so to • 
speak; — of which opportunity our friend and his ‘Muse’ take 
dexterous advantage, to delineate the same. His pictures are un- 
commonly good; brief, joyous, sometimes conclusively true: in 
rigorously compressed shape, all is merry freshness and exubei> 
ance: we have leafy summer embowering red bricks and small 
human interests, presented aa^ in glowing miniature, a mock- 
heroic actio^j fitly interwoven ; — and many a clear glance is care- 
lessly given into the deepest things by the way. Very happy also 
is the little love-episode ; and the absorption of all the interest 
into that, on the pait of Frank Vane and of us, when once this 
gallant Frank, — having fairly from his barrelhead stated his own 
(and John Sterling’s) views on the aspects of the world, and of 
course having quite broken down with his attorney and his public, 
— ^handsomely, by stratagem, gallops oif with the fair Anne ; and 
leaves free field to Mogg, free field to the Hipi)opotamus if it hke. 
This portrait of Mogg may be considered to have merit : 

* Though short of days, how large the mind of man ; 

A godlike force enclosed within a span ! 

To climb the skies we spurn our nature’s clog. 

And toil as Titans to elect a Mogg. 

* And who was Mogg? 0 Muse ! the man declare, 

How excellent his worth, his parts how rare. 

A younger son, he learnt in Oxford's halls 
Tho spheral harmonies of billiard-balls. 

Drank, hunted, ^rove, and hid from Vuirio’B frown 
His venial follies in Decorum's gown. 

Too wise to doubt on insuflBcient cause, 

He signed old Cranmer's lore without a pauso ; 

And knew that logic’o cunning rules are taught -j 

To guard our croed, and not invigorate thought, — 

As those bronze steeds at Venice, kept for pride, 

Adorn a Town where not one man can ndo. 

' From Isis sent with all her loud acclaims, 

Tho Laws he studied on tho banks of Thames. 

Park, race and play, in his capacious plan, 

Combined with Coke to form the finished man, 
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Until the wig'a ambrosial influence shed 
Its last full glories on the lawyer's head. 

* But vain are mortal schemes. The eldest son , 

At Harrier Hall had scarce his stud begun. 

When Death's pale courser took the Squire away 
To lands where never dawns a hunting-day : 

And so, while Thomas vanished 'mid the fog, 

Bright rose the morning-star of Peter Mogg/* 

And this little picture, in a quite opposite way : ^ 

'Now, in her chamber all alone, the maid 
Her polished limbs and shoulders disarrayed ; 

One httle taper gave the only light, 

One little mirror caught so dear a sight ; 

'Mid hangings dusk and shadows wide she stood, 

Like some pale N 3 Tiiph in dark-leafed solitude 
Of rocks and gloomy waters all alone, 

Whore ‘ iinshine scarcely breaks on stump or stone 
To scare the dreamy vision. Thus did she, 

• A stai in deepest night, intent but free. 

Gleam through the eyeless darkness, heeding not 
Her beauty’s praise, but musing o’er her lot. 

‘ Her garments one by one shb laid aside. 

And then her knotted hair's Iqng locks untied 
With careless hand, and down her cheeks they fell. 

And o’er her maiden bosom’s blue-veined swell. > 

The right hand fingers played amidst her hair. 

And with her reverie wandered here and there : 

The other hand sustained the only dress 
That now but half concealed her loveliness ; 

And pausing, aimlessly she stood and thought, 

In virgin beauty by no fear distraught. 

Manifold, and beautiful of their sort, arc Anne’s musings, in tliis 
interesting attitude, in the summer midnight, in the crisis of her 
destiny now near ; — at last : 

' But Anne, at last her mute devotions o’er. 

Perceived the fact she had forgot before 
Of hor too shocking nudity ; and shame 
Flushed from hor heart o’er all the snowy frame ; 

And, struck from top to toe with burning dread. 

She blew the light out, and escaped to bed.’* 

—which also is a very pretty movement. 

It must be owned withal, the Piece is grude in parts, and fiur 
enough from perfect. Our good painter has yet several things to 
learn, and to unlearn. His biaish is not always of the finest; and 
dashes about, sometimes, in a recognizably spraw^ng way : but it 
hits many a feature with decisive accuracy and felicity; and on the 
palette, as usual, lie the richest colours. A grand merit, too, is the 
brevity of eveiy thing; by no means a spontaneous, or quitd "com- 
mon merit with Sterling. 


^ Pp. 7, 8. 


* Pp. 89-98. 
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This new poetic Duodecimo, as the last had done and as the 
next also did, met with little or no recognition from the world : 
Vhich was not very inexcusable on the world’s part ; though many 
a poem with far less proof of merit than this offers, has run, when 
the accidents favoured it, through its tens of editions, and raised 
the ■writer to the demigods for a year or two, if not longer. Such 

it is, we may •take it as marking, in its small way, in a noticed 
or unnoticed manner, a new height arrived at by Sterling in his 
Poetic course ; and almost as vindicating the deteniiination he had 
formed to keep climbing by that metliod. Pooi- Poem, or rather 
Promise of a Poem ! In Sterling’s brave struggle, this little Elec- 
tion is the highest point he fairly lived to see attained, and openly 
demonstrated in print. His next public adventure in this kind * 
was of inferior worth; and a third, which had peihaps intrinsically 
gone much higher than any of its antecessors, was cut off as a frag- 
ment, and has not hitherto been published. Steady courage is 
needed on the Poetic course, as on all courses ! — 

Shortly after this Publica*lion, in the beginning of 1842, poor 
Calvert, long a hopeless sufferef , was delivered by death : Sterling’s 
faithful fella V pilgrim could no more attend him in his wayfarings 
through this world. The weary and hcavyladeii man had home 
his burden well. Sterling says of him to Hare : ‘ Since I wrote 
‘ last, I have lost Calvert; the man with whom, of all others, I 
‘ have been during late years the most intimate. Simplicity, bene- 
‘ volence, practical good sense and moral earnestness were his groat 
* unfailing characteristics ; and no man, 1 behove ever possessed 
‘ them more entirely. His illness had latterly so prostrated him, 

‘ both in mind and body, that those who most loved him were most 
‘ anxious for his departure.’ There was something touching in this 
exit; in the quenching of so kind and bright a little life under 
the dark billows of death. To me he loft a curious old Print of 
James Nayler the Quaker, which I still affectionately preserve. 

Sterling, from this greater distance, came perhaps rather sel- 
domer to London ; but we saw him still at moderate intervals ; 
and, through his family here and other direct and indirect chan- 
nels, were kept in lively communication with him. Literature was 
still his constant pursuit ; and, with encouragement or without. 
Poetic composiliion his chbsen department therein. On the ill 
success of The Election^ or any ill success with the world, nobody 
ever ^eard him utter the least murmur ; condolence upon that or 
any such subject might have been a questionable operation, by no 
means called for ! Nay my own approval, higher than this of the 
world, had been languid, by no means enthusiastic. But our va- 
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liant friend took all quietly; and was not to be repulsed from liis 
Poetics either by the world's coldness or by mine ; he laboured at 
his Strafford; — determined to labour, in all ways, till he felt the 
end of his tether in this direction. 

He sometimes spoke, with a certain zeal, of my starting a Pe- 
riodical : Why not Uft up some kind of war-flag against the obese 
platitudes, and sickly superstitious aperies and impostures of the 
time? But I had to answer, “Who will join it, my friend?” ^le 
seemed to say, “ I, for one ;”.and there was occasionally a transient 
temptation in the thought, but transient only. No fighting regi- 
ment, with the smallest attempt towards drill, cooperation, com- 
missariat, or the like unspeakable advantages, could be raised in 
Sterhng’s time or mine; which truh^to honest fighters, is a lather 
giievous want. A grievous, but not quite a fatal one. For, fail- 
ing this, failing all things and all men, there remains the solitary 
battle (and were it by the poorest weapon, the tongue only, or were 
it even by wise abstinence and silence and without any weapon), 
such as each man for himself can -v/age while he has life : an indu- 
bitable and infinitely comfortable^ fact for every man ' Said battle 
shaped itself for Sterling, as we have long since seen^* chiefly in the 
poetic form, in the singing or hymning rather than the spealdng 
form; and in that he was cheerfully assiduous according to his 
light. The unfortunate Strafford is far on towards completion; a 
Canir-de-Lion, of which we shall hear farther, ‘ Cceur-de-Lion, greatly 
the best of all his Poems,’ unluckily not completed, and still un- 
published, already hangs in the wind. 

His Letters to friends continue coiiioiis; and he lias, as alwaj^s, 
a loyally interested eye on whatsoever of notable is passing in the 
world. Especially on whatsoever indicates to him the spiritual 
condition of the world. Of ‘ Strauss,’ in English or in German, we 
now hear nothing more; of Church matters, and that only to spe- 
cial correspondents, less and less. Strauss, whom he used to men- 
tion, had interested him only as a sign of the times ; in which 
sense alone do we find, for a year or two back, any notice of the 
Church or its affairs by Sterling ; and at last even this as good as 
ceases: “Adieu, 0 Church; thy road is •that way, mine is thi^ : 
in God’s name, adieu ! ” ‘ What we are going to,' says he once, ‘ is 
‘ abundantly obscure ; but what all men are going from, is veiy 
plain.’ — Sifted out of many pages, not of sufiicicnt interest, here 
are one or two miscellaneous sentences, about the date wo are now 
arrived at: 

Falmouth, ^d November 1841 (To Dr. Simmons). — ‘Yesterday was 
‘my Wedding-day: eleven years of marriage; and on the whole 
* my verdict is clear for matrimony. I solemnised the day by 
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* reading John Oilpin to the children, who with their Mother are 

‘ all pretty well.’ There is a trick of sham Elizabethan 

writing now prevalent, that looks plausible, but in most cases 
‘ means nothing at all. Darley has real (lyrical) genius ; Taylor, 

‘ wonderful sense, clearness and weight of purpose ; Tennyson, a 
‘ rich and exquisite fancy. All the other men of our tiny genera- 
‘ tion that I know of are, in Poetry, either feeble or fraudulent. I 

* l^now nothing of the Reviewer you ask about.’ 

Decmnherllth {To his Mother). — ‘I have seen no new books; 

‘ but am reading 3^our last. I got hold of the two first Numbers 
‘ of the Hogg arty Diamond; and read tliem with extreme delight. 

' What is there better in Fielding or Goldsmith ? The man is a 
‘ true genius ; and, with quiet and comfort, might produce master- 
‘ pieces that would last as long as any we have, and delight mil- 
‘ lions of unborn readers. There is more truth and nature in one 

‘ of these papers than in all ’s Novels together.' — Thackeray, 

always a close friend of the Sterling house, will observe that this is 
dated 1841, not 1851, and haye his own reflections on tlie matter! 
December 11th {To the 8ame)\ — ‘I am not much surprised at 

‘ Lady views of Coleridge’s little Book on Inspiration*^ 

‘ Great part of the obscurity of the Letters arises from his anxiety 
‘ to avoid the difficulties and absm'dities of the common views, and 

* his panic terror of saying anything that bishops and good people 

* would disapprove. He paid a heavy price, viz. all his own can- 

* dour and simplicity, in hope of gaining the favour of persons like 

‘ Lady ; and you see what his reward is I A good lesson for 

* us ail.' 

February 1st, 1842 {To the same). — ‘ English Toryism has, even 
‘ in my eyes, about as much to say for itself as any other foim of 
‘ doctrine ; but Irish Toryism is the downright proclamation of 
‘ brutal injustice, and all in the name of God and the Bible ! It is 
‘ almost enough to make one turn Mahometan, but for the fear of 
‘ the four wives.* 

March VUh, 1842 {To his Father). — ‘ * * * Important to me as 
‘ these matters are, it almost seems as if there were something im- 
‘ feeling in writing of them, under the pressure of such news as 

* ours from India. If the Cabool Troops have perished, England 
‘ has not received such a blow from an enemy, nor anything ap- 

' proaching it, siiTce Buckingham’s Expedition to the Isle of Rhe.* 

* Walcheren destroyed us by climate ; and Corunna, with aU its 
‘ losses, had much of glory. But here we are dismally injured by 

* mere ^Barbarians, in a War on our part shamefully unjust as well 

* as foolish : a combination of disgrace and calamity that would 

* have shocked Augustus even more than the defeat of Varus. One 
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* of the four Officers with Macnaghten was George Lawrence, a 

* brother-in-law of Nat Barton ; a distinguished man, and the fa- 
‘ ther of five totally unprovided children. He is a prisoner, if ncrt 

* since murdered. Macnaghten I do not pity ; he was the prime 

* author of the whole mad War. But Bumes ; and the’ women ; 
‘ and our regiments ! India, however, I feel sure, is safe.‘ 

So roll the months at Falmouth; such is the ticking of the 
great World-Horologe as heard there by a good ear. ‘ I willingly 

* add ’ (so ends he, once), ‘ tihuat I lately found somewhere this frag- 
‘ ment of an Arab’s love-song : “ O Ghalia ! If my father wferc a 

* jackass, I would sell him to purchase Ghalia ! ” A beautiful pa- 

* rallel to the French, *^Avec cette sauce on mangerait son phe** ’ 


CHAPTER IV. 

Naples: poems. 

• 

In the bleak weather of this spring 1842, he was agaiv abroad for a 
little while ; partly from necessity, or at least utility ; and partly, 
as I guess, because the circumstances favoured, and ho could with 
a good countenance indulge a little wish he had long had. In 
the Italian Tour, which ended suddenly by Mrs. Sterling’s ill- 
ness recalling him, he had missed Naples ; a loss which he always 
thought to be considerable ; and which, from time to time, he had 
formed little projects, failures hitherto, for supplying. The rigours 
of spring were always dangerous to him in England, and it was 
always of advantage to get out of them : and then the sight of Na- 
ples, too ; this, always a thing to be done some day, was now pos- 
sible. Enough, with the real or imaginary hope of bettering him^ 
self in health, and the certain one of seeing Naples, aaid catching a 
glance of Italy again, he now made a run thither. It was not long 
after Calvert’s death. The Tragedy of Strafford lay finished in his 
desk. Several things, sad and bright, were finished. A little in- 
termezzo of ramble w^ not unadvisable. • 

His tour by water and by land was brief and rapid enough; 
hardly above two months in all. Of which the following Letters 
\yill, with some abridgment, give us what details dre needful : 

* To Charles BaYton^ Esq,, Leamington. 

* Falmouth, 25th March 1842. 

‘ My dear Charles,— -My attempts to shoot you flying with my 
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‘ paper pellets turned out very ill. I hope young ladies succeed 
‘ better when they happen to make appointments with you. Even 
‘,now, I hardly know whether you have received a Letter I wrote 
‘ on Sunday last, and addressed to The Cavendish. I sent it 
‘ thither by Susan’s advice. 

‘ In this missive, — happily for us both, it did not contain a hun- 
‘ dred-pound note or any trifle of that kind, — I informed you that 
‘ I*.was compelled to plan an expedition towards the South Pole, 

‘ stopping, however, in the Mediterranean ; and that I designed 
‘ leaving this on Monday next for Cadiz or Gibraltar, and then go- 
‘ ing on to Malta, whence Italy and Sicily would be accessible. Of 
‘ course your company would be a great pleasure, if it were possi- 
‘ blc for you to join me. The delay in hearing from you, through 
‘ no fault of yours, has naturally put me out a little ; but, on the 
‘ whole, my plan still holds, and I shall leave this on Monday for 
‘ Gibraltar, where the Great Liverpool will catch me, and carry me 
‘ to Malta. The Great Liverpool leaves Southampton on the 1st 
‘ April, and Falmouth on the r'^Jd ; and will reach Gibraltar in from 
‘ four to five days. ^ 

‘ Now, if you should be able and disposed to join me, you have 
‘ only to emhark in that sumptuous tea-kettle, and pick me up 
‘ under the guns of the Hock. We could then cruise on to Malta, 
‘ Sicily, Naples, Home, &c. d discretion. It is just possible^ though 
‘ extremely improbable, that my steamer of Monday (most likely 
‘ the Montrose) may not reach Gibraltar so soon as the Liverpool. 
‘ If so, and if you bliould actually be on board, you must stop at 
‘ Gibraltar. But there are ninety-nine chances to one against this. 
‘ Write at all events to Susan, to let her know what you propose. 

‘ I do not wait till the Great Liverpool goes, because the object 
' for me is to get into a warm climate as soon as possible. I am 
‘ decidedly better. — ^Your affectionate Brother, 

‘ John Sterling.’ 

Barton did not go with him, none went ; but he arrives safe, 
and not hurt in health, which is something. 

*• • 

‘ To Mrs. Sterling, Knightsbridge, London. 

‘ Malta, 14th April 1842. 

‘ Dearest Mother, — I am writing to Susan through Francd, 
‘ by tomoiTow’s mail ; and will also send you a line, instead of 
‘ waiting for the longer English conveyance. 

‘We reached this the day before yesterday, in the evening; 
having had a strong breeze against us for a day or two before; 
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* which made me extremely uncomfortable, — and indeed my head- 

* ache is hardly gone yet. From about the 4th to the 9th of the 

* month, we had beautiful weather, and I was happy enough. You 

" will see by the map that the straightest line from Gibraltar to* 

* this place goes close along the African coast; which accordingly 
‘ we saw with the utmost clearness; and found it generally a line 
^ of mountains, the higher peaks and ridges covered with snow. 

‘ We went close-in to Algiers ; which looks strong, but entirely 

* from art. The town lies on the slope of a straight coast ; and fs 
‘ not at all embayed, though there is some little shelter for ship- 
‘ ping within the mole. It is a square patch of white buildings 
‘ huddled together ; fringed with batteries ; and commanded by 
‘ large forts on the ridge above : a most uncomfortable-looking 

* place ; thougli, no doubt, there are cafes and billiard-rooms and 

* a theatre within, — for the French like to have their Houris, &c. 

^ on this side of I’aradise, if possible. 

• ‘ Our parly of fifty people (we had taken some on board at 
‘ Gibraltar) broi^o up, on reaching this ; never, of course to meet 
‘ again. The greater part do not ptoceed to Alexandria. Con- 

* sidering that there was a bundle of midshipmen, ensigns, &c., we 
‘ had as much reason among us as could perhaps be^iooked for; 

‘ and from several I gained bits of information and ti'aits of cha- 
' ractcr, though nothing very remarkable.’ 

‘ I have established myself in an inn, rather than go to Lady 
‘ Louis’s ; 1 not feeling quite equal to company, except in moderate 
^ doses. I have, however, seen her a good deal; and dine there 
' today, very privately, for Sir John is not quite well, and they will 
‘ have no guests. The place, however, is full of official banquet- 
‘ ing, for various unimportant reasons. When here before, I was 
‘ in much distress and anxiety, on my way from Rome; and I sup- 

* pose this it was that prevented it making the same impression on 
‘ me as now, when it seems really the stateliest town I have ever 
‘ seen. The ar(;liitccturo is generally of a corrupt Roman kind ; 

‘ with something of the varied and picturesque look, though much 
‘ more massive^ of our Elizabethan buildings. We have the finest 
‘ English summer and a pellucid sky.’ * * ‘ Your affectionate 

» * John Sterling.’ 

At Naples next, for three weeks, was due admiration of the 
sqgneries and antiquities. Bay and Mguntain, by* no means for- 
getting Art and the Museum: ‘to Pozzuoli, to Baiae, round the 
Promontory of Sorrento;’ — above all, ‘twice to Pompeii,’ where 

* Sister of Mrs. Strachey and Mrs. Buller: Sir John Louis wag now in a 
high Naval post at Malta, 
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the elegance and classic simplicity of Ancient Housekeeping strikes 
ns much ; and again to Psestum, where ‘ the Temple of Neptune is 

* far the noblest building I have ever seen ; and makes both Greek 
‘ and Revived Roman seem quite barbaric/ ‘ Lord Ponsonby lodges 

* in the same house with me ; — but, of course, I do not counten- 

* anco an adherent of a beaten Party ! ’ ^ — Or let us take this more 
compendious account, which has much more of human in it, from 
^ onward stage, ten days later : 

* To Thomas Carlyle, Es^., Chelsea, London. 

^ Borne, 13th May 1842. 

*My dear Carlyle, — I hope I wrote to you before leaving 

* England, to tell you of the necessity for my doing so. Though 

* coming to Italy, there was little comfort in the prospect of being 

* divided from my family, and pursuits which grew on me every 

* day. However, I tried to make the best of it, and have gained 

* both health and pleasure. 

* In spite of scanty communications from England (owing to 

* the uncertainty of my position), a word or two concerning you 

* and your, dear Wife have reached me. Lately it has often oc- 

* curred to me, that the sight of the Bay of Naples, of the beauti- 

* ful coast from that to this place, and of Rome itself, all bathed in 

* summer sunshine, and green witli spring foliage, would be some 
‘ consolation to her. Pray give her my love. 

^ I have been two days here ; and almost the first thing I did 
‘ was to visit the Protestant burial-ground, and the graves of those 
‘ I knew when here before. But much as, being now alone here, 

* I feel the difference, there is no scene where Death seems so 

* little dreadful and miserable as in the lonelier neighbourhoods of 
‘ this old place. All one’s impressions, however, as to that and 
‘ everything else, appear to me, on reflection, more affected than 

* I had for a long time any notion of, by one’s own isolation. All 

* the feelings and activities which family, friends and occupation 

* commonly engage, are turned, here in one’s solitude, with strange 
‘ force into the channels of mere observation and contemplation ; 

‘ and the objects one is conversant with seem to gain a tenfold 
‘ significance from the abundance of spare interest one now has 
‘ to bestow on them. This explains to me a good deal of the 

* peculiar effedt that Italj^ has always had on me ; and something 
‘ of that artistic enthusiasm which I remember you used to think 
‘ 80^ singular in Goethe’s Travels. Darley, who is as much a 

* brooding hermit in England as here, felt nothing but disap- 

> Long Letter to his Father : Naples, 8d May 1 842. 
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‘ pointmcnt from a countiy wliich fills me with childish wonder 

* and delight. 

‘ Of you I have received some slight notice from Mrs. Strachey ; • 
‘ who is on her way hither ; and will (she writes) be at Florence 
‘ on the 1 5th, and here before the end of the month. ' She notices 
‘ having received a Letter of yours which had pleased her much. 

‘ She now proposes spending the summer at Sorrento, or there- 
‘ abouts ; and if mere delight of landscape and climate were enouglf, 

‘ Adam and Eve, had their courier taken them to that region, might 
‘ have done well enough without Paradise, — and not been tempted,' 

‘ either, by any Tree of Knowledge ; a kind that does not’flourish 

* in the Tavo Sicilies. 

» ‘ The ignorance of the Neapolitans, from the highest to the 

‘ loAvest, is very eminent ; and excites the admiration of all the 
‘ rest of Italy. In the great building containing all the Works of 
' Apt, and a Library of 150,000 volumes, I asked for the best exist- 
' ing Book (a German one published ten years ago), on the Statues 
‘ in that very Collection ; and, after a rdbble of clerks and custodes, 

‘ got up to a dirty priest, who bowing to the ground regretted 
‘ “they did not possess it,” but at last remembered ^that “they 
‘ had entered into negotiations on the subject, which as yet had 
‘ been unsuccessful.” — The favourite device on the walls at Naples 
‘ is a vermilion Picture of a Male and Female Soul respectively up 
‘ to the waist (the Avaist of a soul) in fire, and an Angel above each, 

‘ Avatering the sufFei'ers from a watering-pot. This is intended to 
‘ gain alms for Masses. The same populace sit for hours on the 
‘ Mole, listening to rhapsodists Avho recite Ariosto. I have seen 
‘ I think five of them all within a hundred yards of each other, 

‘ and some sets of fiddlers to boot. Yet there are fcAv parts of the 
‘ Avorld Avherc I have seen less laughter than there. The Miracle 
‘ of Januarius’s Blood is, on the Avhole, my most curious expe- 
‘ rieiice. The furious entreaties, shrieks and sobs, of a set of old 
/ Avomen, yelling till the Miracle was successfully performed, ai’o 
‘ things never to be forgotten. 

‘ I spent three weeks in this most glittering of countries, and 
' saAv most of the usuak wonders, — ^tlie Ptestan Temples being to 
‘ mo much the most valuable. But Pompeii and all that it has 
‘ jdelded, especially the Fresco Paintings, have also an infinite 
‘ interest. Wlien one considers that this prodi^ous series of 
‘ beautiful designs supplied the place of our common room-papers, 

‘ — the Avealth of poetic imagery among the Ancients, and thq^cor- 
‘ responding traditional variety and elegance of pictorial treatment, 

* Seem equally remarkable. The Greek and Latin Books do not 

* give one quite so fully this sort of impression ; because they 

B B 
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* afford no direct measure of the extent of their own difUision. 

‘ But these are ornaments from the smaller class of decent houses 
« * in a little Country Town ; and the greater number of them, by 

* the slightness of the execution, show very clearly that they were 

* adapted to ordinaiy taste, and done by mere artisans. In geneitil 
‘ clearness, symmetiy and simplicity of feeling, I cannot say that, 

‘ on the whole, the works of Kaffaelle equal them ; though of 
‘ Vjourse he has endless beauties such as we could not find unless 
‘ in the great original works from which these sketches at Pompeii 
‘ were taken. Yet with all my mueh increased reverence for the 
‘ Greeks^^ it seems more plain than ever that they had hardly any- 

* thing of the peculiar devotional feeling of Christianity. 

* Rome, which I loved before above all the earth, now delights « 
‘ me more than ever ; — though, at this moment, there is rain fall- 
‘ ing that 'would not discredit Oxford Street. The depth, sin- 

* cerity and splendour that there once was in the semi -paganism 

* of the Old Catholics, comes out in St. Peter’s and its depend- 

* cncies, almost as gi'andly ars does Greek and Roman Art in the 
‘ Forum and the Vatican Galleries. I wish you were here : but, at 
‘ all events, ^ope to, see you and your Wife once more during this 

* summer. — Yours, 

^ John Sterling.* 

At Paris, where he stopped a day and night, and generally 
through his whole journey from Marseilles to Havre, one thing 
attended him : the j^revailing epidemic of the i)lace and year ; now 
gone, and nigli forgotten, as other influenzas are. He w’rites to 
his Father ; ‘ I have not yet met a single Frenchman, who could 
‘ give me any rational explanation why they were all in such a 
‘ confounded rage against us. Definite causes of quarrel a states- 
‘ man may know how to deal with, inasmuch as the removal of 

* them may help to settle the dispute. But it must be a puzzling 

* task to negotiate about instincts ; to which class, as it seems to 

* me, we must have recourse for an understanding of the present 
‘ abhoiTence which everybody on tlie other side of the Channel not 

* only feels, but makqs a point to boast of, against the name of 

* Britain. France is slowly arming, especially vdth Steam, en at- 
‘ tendant a more than possible contest, in which they reckon con- 
‘ fidently on tl^ eager cooperation of the Yankees ; as, versa^ 

an American told me that his countrymen do on that of France. 
One person at Paris (M. whom you know) provoked me to 

* telPhim that “ England did not want another battle of Trafalgar; 

‘ but if France did, she might compel England to gratify her.” *— 
After a couple of pleasant and profitable months, he was safe home 
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iflgain in the first days of June ; and saw Falmouth not under gray 
iron skies, and whirls of Mai’ch dust, but bright with summer 
opulence and the roses coming out. , 

It was what I call his "fifth peregrinity;’ his fifth and last. 
He soon afterwards came up to London ; spent a couple of weeks, 
with all his old vivacity, among us here. The .®sculapian oracles, 
it would appear, gave altogether cheerful prophecy ; the highest 
medical authority ‘ expresses the most decided opinion that I hav<f 

* gradually mended for some years ; and in truth I have not, for 
‘ six or seven, been so free from serious symptoms of illness as at 
‘ present.* So uncertain are all oracles, ^sculapian and other ! 

During this visit, he made one new acquaintance which he 
much valued ; drawn thither, as I guess, by the wish to take 
counsel about Strafford, He writes to his Clifton friend, under 
date, July 1842 : * Lockhart, of the Quarterly Revieiv, I made my 
^ first oral acquaintance with ; and found him as neat, clear and 

* cutting a brain as you would expect ; but with an amount of 

* knowledge, good nature and liberal antibigotry, that would much 
‘ suiprise many. The tone of his children towards him seemed to 
^ me decisive of his real kindness. He quite agreed wit^i me as to 
^ the threatening seriousness of our present social perplexities, 

and the necessity and difficulty of doing something effectual for 

so satisfying the manual multitude as not to overthrow all legal 
^ security.’ 

‘ Of other persons whom I saw in London,’ continues he, ‘ there 
‘ are several that would much interest you, — though I missed 
‘ Tennyson, by a mere chance.* ♦ ♦ * « John Mill has completely 
‘ finished, and sent to the bookseller, his great work on Logic ; 

‘ the labour of many years of a singularly subtle, patient and com- 
‘ prehensive mind. It will be our chief speculative monument 
“ of this age. Mill and I could not meet above two or three 
‘ times ; but it was with the openness and freshness of schoolboy 

* friends, though oui: firiendship only dates from the manhood of 
’ both.’ 

He himself was busier than ever ; occupied continually with all 
manner of Poetic interests. Cceur-de^Lion^ a ]gew and more elabo- 
i-ate attempt in the mocfi-heroic or comico-didactic vein, had been 
on hand for some time, the scope of it greatly deepening and ex- 
panding itself since it first took hold of lijm ; and no*iv, soon after 
therapies journey, it rose into shape on the wider plan; shaken 
up probably by this new excitement, and indebted to Calabria, Pa- 
lermo and tlie Mediterranean scenes for much of the vesture it Sad. 
With this, which opened higher hopes for him than any of his pre- 
vious efforts, he was now employing all his time and strength ; — 
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and continued to do so, this being the last effort granted liim 
among us. 

. Already, for some months, Strafford lay complete : but how to 
get it from the stocks ; in what method to launch it ? The step 
was questionable. Before going to Italy he had sent me the Manu- 
script ; still loyal and friendly ; and willing to hear the worst that 
could be said of Jhs poetic enterprise. I had to afflict him again, 
tiie good brave soul, with the deliberate report that I could not ac- 
cept this Drama as his Picture of the Life of Strafford, or as any- 
Picture of that strange Fact. To which he answered, with an honest 
manfulness, in a tone which is now pathetic enough to me, that he 
was much grieved yet much obliged, and uncertain how to decide. 
On the other hand, Mr. Hai’e wrote, warmly eulogising. Lccldiart 
too spoke kindly, though taking some exceptions. It was a ques- 
tionable case. On the whole, Strafford remained, for the present, 
unlaunched ; and Cceur-de^Lion was getting its first timbers dili- 
gently laid down. So passed, in peaceable seclusion, in wholesome 
employment and endeavour,»the autumn and winter of 1842-3. On 
Christmas-day, he reports to Ijis Mother: 

* I wislmd to write to you yesterday ; but was prevented by the 

* important business of preparing a Tree, in the German fashion, 

* for the children. This project answered perfectly, as it did last 
‘ year ; and gave them the greatest pleasure. I wish you and my 
‘ Father could have been here to see tlieir merry faces. Johnny 

* was in the thick of the fun, and much happier than Lord Anson 
‘ on captming the galleon. We are all going on well and quietly, 

‘ but with nothing veiy new among us.’ — ‘ The last book I have 

* lighted on is Moffat’s Missionary Labours in South Africa ; which 
‘ is worth reading. There is the best collection of lion stories in 
‘ it that I have ever seen. But the man is, also, really a very good 
‘ fellow ; and fit for something much better than most lions are, 

‘ He is veiy ignorant, and mistaken in some things; but has strong 
‘ sense and heart ; and his Nai’rative adds another to the many 
‘ proofs of the enormous power of Christianity on rude minds. 

‘ Nothing can be more chaotic, that is human at all, than the no- 
‘ tions of these poor .Blacks, even after what is called their conver- 

* sion ; but the effect is produced. They So adopt pantaloons, and 
‘ abandon polygamy ; and I suppose will soon have newspapera 
‘ and hterary soirees.’ 
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CHAPTER V. 

DISASTER ON DISASTER. 

I>URiNG all these years of struggle and wayfaring, his Fathers 
household at Knightsbridge had stood healthful, happy, increasing 
in wealth, free diligence, solidity and honest prosperity; a fixed 
sunny islet, towards which, in all his voyagings and overclouddH 
roamings, he could look with satisfaction, as to an ever-open port 
of refuge. * 

The elder Sterling, after many battles, had reached his field of 
conquest in these years ; and was to be regarded as a victorious 
man. Wealth sufficient, increasing not diminishing, had rewarded 
Ins labours in the Time^, which were now in their full flower; he 
had influence of a sort ; went busily among busy public men ; and 
enjoyed, in the questionable form attached to journalism and ano- 
nymity, a social consideration and position which were abundantly 
gratifying to him. A singular figure of the epoch ; and when you 
came to know him, which it was eas;5ito fail of doing if you had not 
eyes and candid insight, a gallant, truly gifted, and manful figure, 
of his kind. We saw much of him in this house ; much of all his 
family; and had grown to love them all right well, — him too, 
though that was the difficult part of the feat. For in his Irish 
way he played the conjuror very much, — “three hundred and 
sixty-five opinions in the year upon every subject,” as a wag once 
said. In fact his talk, ever ingenious, emphatic and spirited in 
detail, was much defective in eanicstness, at least in clear earnest- 
ness, of purport and outcome; but went tumbling as if in mere 
welters of explosive unreason ; a volcano heaving under vague de- 
luges of scoriae, ashes and imponderous pumice-stones, you could 
not say in what direction, nor well whether in any. Not till after 
good study did you see the deep molten lava-flood, which simmered 
steadily enough, and showed very well by and by whither it was 
bound. For I must say of Edward Sterling, after all his daily ex- 
plosive sophistries, and fallacies of talk, he had a stubborn instinc- 
tive sense of what was my-nful, strong and worUiy ; recognised, with 
quick feeling, the chai'latan under his solemnest wig; knew as 
clearly as any man a pusillanimous tailor in buckram, an ass under 
the lion’s skin, and did with his whole heiart despise*the same. 

!Che sudden changes of doctrine in the Times, which failed not to 
excite loud censure and indignant amazement in those days, ^^ere 
first intelligible to you when you came to interpret them as his 
changes. These sudden whirls from east to west on his part, and 
total changes of party and articulate opinion at a day’s warning, 
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lay in the natnre of the man, and could not be helped ; products 
of his fiery impatience, of the combined impetuosity and limitation 
of an intellect, which did nevertheless continually gravitate towards 
what was loyal, time and right on all manner of subjects. These,, 
as I define them, were tlie mere scorisB and pumice wreck of a 
steady central lava-Hood, which truly was volcanic and explosive to 
a strange degree, but did rest as few others on the grand fire-depths 
i»f the world. Thus, if he stormed along, ten thousand strong, in 
the time of the Kefonn Bill, indignantly denouncing Toryism and 
its obsolete insane pretensions ; and then if, after some experience 
of Whig management, he discerned that Wellington and Peel, by 
whatever name entitled, were Uie men to be depended on by Eng- 
land, — there lay in all this, visible enough, a deeper consistency 
far more important than the superficial one, so much clamourea 
after by the vulgai'. Which is the lion’s-skin ; which is the real 
lion ? Let a man, if he is prudent, ascertain that before speaking ; 
— but above and beyond all things, let him ascertain it, and stand 
valiantly to it when ascertained ! In the latter essential part of the 
operation Edward Sterling w^s honourably successful to a really 
marked degree ; in the fonner, or prudential part, very much the 
reverse, as" his histoiy in the Journalistic department at least, was 
continually teaching him. 

An amazingly impetuous, hasty, explosive man, this “ Captain 
Whirlwind," as I used to call him ! Great sensibility lay in him, 
too ; a real sympathy, and affectionate pity and softness, which he 
had an over-tendency to express even by tears, — a singular sight 
in so leonine a man. Enemies called them maudlin and hypocriti- 
cal, these tears; but that was nowise the complete account of them. 
On the whole, there did conspicuously lie a dash of ostentation, a 
self-consciousness apt to become loud and braggart, over all he 
said and did and felt : this w^as the alloy of the man, and you had 
to be thankful for the abundant gold along with it. 

Quizzing enough he got among us for all this, and for the sin- 
gular chiaroscuro manner of procedure, like that of an Archimagus 
Cagliostro, or Kaiser Joseph Incognito, which his anonymous known- 
unknown tliunderings in the Times necessitated in him ; and much we 
laughed, — not without explosive counter-banterings on his part ; — 
but in fine one could not do without him ; one knew him at heart 
for a right bmve man. “ By Jove, sir!” thus he would swear to you,, 
with radiant face ; sometimes, not often, by a deeper oath. With 
persons of dignity, especially with women, to whom he was always 
very gallant, he had courtly delicate manners, "verging towards the 
wiredrawn and elaborate ; on common occasions, he bloomed out 
at once into jolly familiarity of the gracefully boisterous kind, re- 
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minding you of mess-rooms and old Dublin days. His offhand 
mode of speech was always precise, emphatic, ingenious : his laugh, 
which was frequent rather than otherwise, had a sincerity of baiv* 
ter, but no real depth of sense for the ludicrous ; and soon ended, 
if it grew too loud, in a mere dissonant scream. He was broad, 
well-built, stout of stature; had a long lowish head, sharp gray 
eyes, with large strong aquiline face to match ; and walked, or sat, 
in an erect decisive manner. A remarkable man ; and playing,^s- 
pecially in those years 1830-40, a remarkable part in the world. 

Bor it may be said, the emphatic, big-voiced, always influential 
and often strongly unreasonable Newspaper, was the express 
emblem of Edward Sterling ; he, more than any other man or cir- 
, <;iimstance, was the Times Newspaper, and thundered through it to 
the shaking of the spheres. And let us assert withal that his and 
its influence, in those days, was not ill-grounded but rather well ; 
tjiat the loud manifold unreason, often enough vituperated and 
groaned over, was of the surface mostly ; that his conclusions, un- 
reasonable, partial, hasty as they might at first be, gravitated irre- 
sistibly towards tlie right : in virti^e of which grand quality indeed, 
the root of all good insight in man, his Times oratory found accept- 
ance, and influential audience, amid the loud whirl Oi an England 
itself logically very stupid, and wise chiefly by instinct, 

England listened to this voice, as all might observe ; and to one 
who knew England and it, tlie result was not quite a strange one, 
and was honourable rather than otherwise to both parlies. A good 
judge of men’s talents has been heai’d to say of Edwai^d Sterling : 

There is not a faculty of improvising equal to this in all my circle. 
“ Sterling rushes out into tlie clubs, into London society, rolls 
about all day, copiously talking modish nonsense or sense, and 
“ listening to tho like, with the multifarious miscellany of men , 
“ comes home at night ; redacts it into a Times Leader, — ^and is 
“ found to have hit the essential purport of the world’s immeasur- 
“ able babblement that day, with an accuracy beyond all other 
“ men. This is what the multifarious Babel sound did mean to 
“ say in clear words ; this, more nearly than anything else. Let 
“ the most gifted intellect, capable of wilting epics, try to write 
“ such a Leader for the Morning Newspapers ! No intellect but 
“ Edward Sterling’s can do it. An improvising faculty without 
“ parallel in my experience.’' — In this ‘ improvisi\pg faculty,* much 
*more nobly developed, as well as in other faculties and qualities 
with unexpectedly new and improved figure, John Sterling, to the 
accurate observer, showed himself veiy much the son of Edward. 

Connected with this matter, a remarkable Note has come into 
my hands ; honourable to the man I am wilting of, and in some 
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sort to another higher man ; which, as it may now (unhappily for 
us all) be pubhshed without scruple, I will not withhold here. 
The support, by Edward Sterling and the Times, of Sir Robert 
'PeeFs fir^t Ministry, and generally of Peel’s statemanship, was a 
conspicuous fact in its day; but the return it met with from tlie 
person chiefly interested may be considered well worth recording. 
The following Letter, after meandering through I know not what 
intricate conduits, and consultations of the Mysterious Entity 
wfiose address it bore, came to Edward Sterling as the real flesh- 
and*blood proprietor, and has been found among his papers. * It is 
marked Private: 

‘ (Private) To the Editor of the Times. • 

‘ Whitehall, 18th Apiil 1885. ' 

^ Sia, — Having this day delivered into the hands of the King 

* the Seals of Office, I can, without any imputation of an interested 

* motive, or any impediment from scrupulous feelings of delicacy, 

* express my deep sense of die powerful support which that Go- 
‘ vernment over which I had the honour to preside received from 

* the Times Ifewspaper. 

‘ If I do not offer the expi'essions of personal gratitude, it is 

* because I feel that such expressions would do injustice to the 
‘ character of a support which was given exclusively on the highest 

* and most independent grounds of public principle. I can say 

* this wdth perfect truth, as I am addressing one whose person 
‘ even is unknown to me, and who during my tenure of Power stu- 

* diously avoided every species of intercourse which could throw 
‘ a suspicion upon the motives by which he was actuated. I 
‘ should, however, be doing injustice to my own feelings, if I were 
‘ to retire from Office without one word of acknowledgment ; with- 
‘ out at least assuring you of the admiration with which I witnessed, 

‘ during the arduous contest in wdiich 1 was engaged, the daily 

* exhibition of that cxtraordinaiy ability to which I was indebted 

* for a support, tlie more valuable because it was an impartial and 
‘ discriminating support. — I have the honour to be, Sir, — Ever 
‘ your most obedient ahd faithful servant, * 

‘ Robeex PEEt.’ 

• c 

To which, ivfth due loftiness and diplomatic gravity and br<f- 
vity, there is Answer, Draught of Answer in Edward Sterling’s 
hand, [rom the Mysterious Entity so honoured, in the following 
terms : 
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‘ To the Right Hon. Sir Robert Feel, BarU dc. do. do, 

* Sir, — It gives me sincere satisfaction to learn from the Let- 
^ ter with which you have honoured me, bearing yesterday’s date, 

‘ that you estimate so highly the efforts which have been made 
‘ during the last five months by the Times Newspaper, to support 

* the cause of rational and wholesome Government which his Mar 

* jesty had entrusted to your guidance ; and that you appreciate 
‘ fairly the disinterested motive, of regard to the public welfare, 
‘ an4 to that alone, through which this Journal has been prompted 

* to pursue a policy in accordance with that of your Administra- 

* tion. It is, permit me to say, by such motives only, that the 
Times, ever since I have known it, has been influenced, whether 

‘ in defence of the Government of the day, or in constitutional 

* resistance to it: and indeed there exist no other motives of 
‘ action for a Journalist, compatible either with the safety of the 

* press, or witli the political morality of the great bulk of its 
‘ readers. — With much respect, I hayc the honour to be. Sir, &c. 

‘ &c. &c. , 

* The Editor of the “ Times.” ' 

Of this Note, I do not think there was the least whisper during 
Edwaid Sterling’s lifetime; which fact also one likes to remem- 
ber of him, so ostentatious and little reticent a man. For the 
rest, his loyal admiration of Sir Robert Peel, — sanctioned, and as 
it were almost consecrated to his mind, by tlie great example of 
the Duke of Wellington, whom he reverenced always with true 
hero-worship, — was not a journalistic one, but a most intimate 
authentic feeling, sufficiently apparent in the very heart of his 
mind. Among the many opinions ‘ liable to three hundred and 
sixty-five changes in the course of the year,’ tliis in reference to 
Peel and Wellington was one which never changed, but was the 
same all days and hours. To which, equally genuine, and coming 
still oftener to light in those times, there might one other be added, 
one and hardly more : fixed contempt, not unmingled with detes- 
tation, for Daniel O’Connell. This latter feeling, we used often 
laughingly to say, wa^his gi-and political principle, the one firm 
centre where all else went revolving. But internally the other 
also was deej) and con§>tant ; and indeed these w^^re properly his 
tbo centres, — poles of the same axis, negative and positive, the 
one presupposing the other. 

O’Connell he had kifbwn in young Dublin days; — and%urely 
no man could well venerate another less ! It was his deliber- 
ate, unalterable opinion of the then Great 0, that good would 
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never come of him ; that only mischief, and this in huge measure, 
would come. That however showy, and adroit in rhetoric and 
^management, he was a man of incurably commonplace intellect, 
and of no character but a hollow, blusteiy, pusillanimous and un- 
sound one ; great only in maudlin patriotisms, in speciosities, as- 
tucities,— in the miserable gifts for becoming Chief DemagogoSy 
Leader of a deep-sunk Populace towards its Lands of Promise; 
which ti*ade, in any age or country, and especially in the Ireland 
of this age, our indignant friend regarded (and with reason) as an 
extremely ugly one for a man. He had himself zealously advocated 
Catholic Emancipation, and was not without his Irish patriotism, 
very different from the Orange sort ; but the ‘ Liberator ’ was not 
admirable to him, and grew daily less so to an extreme degree.^ 
Truly, his scorn of the said Liberator, now riding in supreme 
dominion on the wings of blarney ^ devil-ward of a surety, with the 
Liberated all following and huzzaing; his fierce gusts of wmth apd 
abhorrence over him, — rose occasionally almost to the sublime. 
We laughed often at these vejiemences : — and they were not wholly 
laughable; there was something very serious, and veiy true, in 
them ! This creed of Edward Sterling’s would not now, in either 
pole of its fifkis, look so strange as it then did in many quarters. 

During those ten years which might bo defined as the cul- 
minating period of Edward Sterling’s life, his house at South 
Place, Knightsbridge, had worn a gay and solid aspect, as if built 
at last on ^e high tableland of sunshine and success, the region 
of storms and dark weather now all victoriously traversed and lying 
safe below. Health, work, wages, whatever is needful to a man, he 
had, in rich measure ; and a frank stout heart to guide the same : 
he lived in such style as pleased him ; drove his own chariot up and 
down (himself often acting as Jehu, and reminding you a little of 
Times thunder even in driving) ; consorted, after a fashion, with 
the powerful of the world ; saw in due vicissitude a miscellany of 
social faces round him, — ^pleasant parties, v/hich he liked well 
enough to garnish by a lord ; “ Irish lord, if no better might be,’" 
as the banter went. For the rest, he loved men of worth and in- 
tellect, and recognised them well, whatever* their title : this was his 
own patent of worth which Nature had given him ; a central hght 
in the man, winch illuminated into a kind of beauty, serious or 
humorous, all the artificiahties he had accumulated on the surface 
of him. So rolled his days, not quietly, yet prosperously, in mani- 
fold bommeree with men. At one in th6 morning, when all had 
vanished into sleep, his lamp was kindled in his library ; and there, 
twice or thrice a week, for a three hours’ space, he launched his 
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bolts, which next morning were to shake the high places of the 
world. 

John 8 relation to his Father, when one saw Johp here, was 
altogether frank, joyful and amiable : he ignored the Times thun- 
der for most part, coldly taking the Anonymous for non-extant ; 
spoke of it floutingly, if he spoke at all : indeed a pleasant half- 
bantering dialect was the common one between Father and Son ; 
and they, especially with tlie gentle, simple-hearted, just-miaded 
Mother for treble-voice between them, made a very pretty glee 
haftnony together. 

So had it lasted, ever since poor John’s voyagings began; his 
Father’s house standing always as a fixed sunny islet, wdth safe 
harbour for him. So it could not always last. This sunny islet 
was now also to break and go down : so many firm islets, fixed 
pillars in his fluctuating world, pillar after pillar, were to break 
•and go down ; till swiftly all, so to speak, w^ere sunk in the dark 
waters, and he with them ! Our little Histoiy is now hastening 
to a close. • 

• 

In the beginning of 1843, news reached us that Sterling had, 
in his too reckless w^ay, encountered a dangerous accident : maids, 
in the room where he was, were lifting a heavy table ; he, seeing 
them in difficulty, had snatched at the burden ; heaved it away, — 
but had broken a bloodvessel by the business ; and was now, after 
extensive hemorrhage, lying dangerously ill. The doctors hopea 
the worst was over; but the case was evidently senous. In the 
same days, too, his Mother had been seized here by some painful 
disease, which from its continuance grew alanning. Sad omenw 
for Edward Sterling, who by this time had as good as ceasea 
writing or working in the TimeSy having comfortably winded uj> 
his aflairs there ; and was looking forward to a freer idle life be- 
fitting his advanced years henceforth. Fatal eclipse had fallen 
over that household of his ; never to be lifted off again till all 
darkened into night. 

By dint of watchful nursing, John Sterling got on foot once 
more : bu^ his Motjier did not recover, quite the contrary. Hei* 
case too ( ^w very questionable. Disease of the heai't, said the 
medical m 1 at last ; nq^; immediately, not perhaps for a length of 
, years, dangerous to life, said they,; but witheut hope of cure. 
The poor lady suffered much ; and, though affecting hope always, 
grew weaker and weaker. John ran up to Town in March: I saw 
him, on the morrow or next day after, in his own room atTlinights- 
bridge: he had caught fresh cold overnight, the servant having 
left his window up, but I was charged to say nothing of it, not to- 
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flutter the already troubled house : he was going home again that 
very day, and nothing ill would come of it. We understood the 
family at Falmouth, his Wife being now near her confinement 
again, could at any rate comport with no long absence. He was 
cheerful, even rudely merry ; himself pale and ill, his poor Mother’s 
cough audible occasionally through the wall. Very kind, too, and 
gracefully affectionate ; but I observed a certain grimness in liis 
mood of mind, and under his light laughter lay something unu- 
sual, something stern, as if already dimmed in the coming shadows 
of Fate. “ Yes, yes, you are a good man : but I understand they 
“ mean to appoint you to Rhadamanthus’s post, which has been 
“ vacant for some time; and you will see how you like that!” 
This was one of the things he said ; a strange effulgence of wild 
drollery flashing through the ice of earnest pain and sorrow. 
He looked paler than usual : almost for the first time, I had my- 
self a twinge of misgiving as to his own health; for hitherto J 
had been used to blame as much as pity his fits of dangerous ill- 
ness, and would often angrily ?femonstrate with him that he might 
have excellent health, would he but take reasonable care of him- 
self, and learn the art of sitting still. Alas, as if he could learn 
it; as if Natiire had not laid her ban on him even there, and 
said in smiles and frowns manifoldly, “ No, that thou shalt not 
learn ! ” 

He went that day; he never saw his good true Mother more. 
Very shortly afterwards, in spite of doctors’ prophecies, and affec- 
tionate illusions, she grew alarmingly and soon hopelessly worse. 
Here are his last two Letters to her : 

* To Mrs. Sterlingy KnigTitshridgCy London, 

‘ Falmouth, 8th April 1848. 

‘ Dearest Mother, — I could do you no good, but it would be 
‘ the greatest comfort to me if I could be near you. Nothing 

* would detain me but Susan’s condition. I feel that until her 
‘ confinement is over, I ought to remain here, — ^unless you wished 
" me to go to you ; in 'vyhich case she would ^ be the first to send 
‘ me off. Happily she is doing as well as possible, and seems even 

* to gain strength eveiy day. She sends Jier love to you. 

‘ The children, are all dojing well. I rode with Edward today, 
‘ through some of the pleasant lanes in the neighbourhood ; and 
‘ was delighted, as I have often been at the same season, to see 
‘ the primroses under every hedge. It is pleasant to think that 
‘ the Maker of them can make other flowers for the gardens of his 

* other mansions. We have here a softness in the air, a smooth- 
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‘ ness of the clouds, and a mild sunshine, that combine in lovely 
‘ peace with the first green of spring and the mellow whiteness of 
‘ the sails upon the quiet sea. The whole aspect of the world is 
‘ full of a quiet harmony, that influences even one’s bodily frame, 

‘ and seems to make one’s veiy limbs aware of something living, 

‘ good and immortal in all around us. Knowing how you suffer, and 
^ how weak you are, anything is a blessing to me that helps me to 
‘ rise out of confusion and grief into the sense of God and joyp I 
‘ could not indeed but feel how much happier I should have been, 
‘ thi^ morning, had you been«mth me, and delighting as you would 
‘ have done in all the little as will as the lai'ge beauty of the world. 

* But it was still a satisfaction to feel how much I owe to you of 
‘ the power of perceiving meaning, reality and sweetness in all 

* ‘ healthful life. And thus I could fancy that you were still near 

* me ; and tliat I could see you, as I have so often seen you, look- 
‘ ing with earnest eyes at wayside flowers. 

‘ I would ratlier not have written what must recall your 

* thoughts to your present sufieiings : but, dear Mother, I wrote 
‘ only what I felt ; and perhaps y<yi would rather have it so, than 

* that I should tiy to find other topics. I still hope to be wdth 
‘ you before long. Meanwhile and always, God blc^s you, is the 

* prayer of — ^Your aflectionate son, 

‘John Sterling.’ 


To the same. 


‘ Falmouth, 12th April 1843. 

‘ Dearest Mother, — I have just received my Father’s Letter ; 
‘ which gives me at least the comfort of believing that you do not 
‘ suffer veiy much pain. That your mind has remained so clear 

* and strong, is an infinite blessing. 

‘ I do not know anything in the world that would make up to 
‘ me at all for wanting the recollection of the days I spent with you 
‘ lately, when I was amazed at the freshness and life of all your 
‘ thoughts. It brought back far-distant years, in the strangest, 
‘ most peaceful way. I felt myself walldi^ with you in Green- 
‘ wich Park, and on llie sea-shore at Sand gate; almost even I 
‘ seemed a baby, with you^bending over me. Dear Mother, there 
‘ is surely sometliing uniting us that ^cannot pei’ish. I seem so 
‘^ure of a love which shall last and reunite us, that even the re- 
‘ membrance, painful as that is, of all my own follies and ill 
‘ tempers, cannot shake this faith. When I think of yoti, and 
‘ know how you feel towards me, and have felt for every moment 

* of almost forty years, it would be too dai’k to believe that we 
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‘ shall never meet again. It was fron| you that I first learnt to 

* think, to feel, to imagine, to believe ; and these powers, which 
‘ cannot be extinguished, will one day enter anew into communion 
‘ with you. I have bought it veiy dear by the prospect of losing 
‘ you in this world, — but since you have been so ill, everything 
‘ has seemed to me holier, loftier and more lasting, more full of 
‘ hope and final joy. 

^It would be a very great happiness to see you once more even 
‘ here ; but I do not Icnow if that will be granted to me. But for 
‘ Susan’s state, I should not hesitate an instant ; as it is, my (fcity 

* seems to be to remain, and I hav4 no right to repine. There is 
‘ no sacrifice that she would not make for me, and it would be too 
‘ cruel to endanger her by mere anxiety on my account. Nothing 
‘ can exceed her sympathy with my sorrow. But she cannot know, 
‘ no one can, the recollections of all you have been and done for 
‘ me ; which now are the most sacred and deepest, as well as most 
' beautiful, thoughts that abide with me. May God bless you, 
‘ dearest Mother. It is much 4:o believe that He feels for you all 
‘ that you have ever felt for your,jchildren. 

‘ John Sterling.’ 

A day or two after this, * on Good Friday, 1843/ his Wife got 
happily through her confinement, bringing him, he writes, ‘ a stout 
little girl, who and the ^lother are doing as well as possible.’ The 
little girl still lives and does well ; but for the Mother there was 
another lot. Till the Monday following she too did altogether 
well, he affectionately watching her; but in the course of that day, 
some change for the worse was noticed, though no tiling to alarm 
cither the doctors or him ; he watched by her bedside all night, 
btill without alarm ; but sent again in the morning, Tuesday mom* 
iiig, for the doctors, — ^who did not seem able to make much of the 
symptoms. She appeared weak and low, but made no particular 
complaint. The London post meanwhile was announced; Ster- 
ling went into another room to learn what tidings of his Mother it 
brought him. Returning speedily ivith a face which in vain strove 
to be calm, his Wife asked. How at Knightsbridge ? “ My Mother 
“ is dead,” answered Sterling; “died on Sunday: She is gone.” — 
“ Poor old man !” murmured the othei\ thinking of old Edward 
Sterling now left> alone in the world ; and these were her own last 
words : in two hours more she too was dead. In two hours Mo- 
ther and Wife were suddenly both snatched away from him. 

‘ It hame with awful suddenness !’ writes he to his Clifton 
friend. ‘ Still for a short time I had my Susan i but I soon saw 
‘ that^ho medical men were in terror; and almost within half an 
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* hour of that fatal Kuightsbridge news, I began to suspect our 

* own pressing danger. I received her last breath upon my lips. 

* Her mind was much sunk, and her perceptions slow ; but a few^ 
‘ minutes before the last, she must have caught the idea of disso* 

‘ lution ; and signed that I should kiss her. She faltered pain- 

* fully, Yes ! yes !” — returned with fervency the pressure of my 

* lips ; and in a few moments her eyes began to fix, her pulse to 
^ cease.’ She too is gone from me ! It was Tuesday mornii^, 
April 18tli, 1843. His Mother had died on the Sunday before. 

« •* 

He had loved his excellent kifid Mother, as he ought and well 
might : in that good heart, in all tlie wanderings of his own, there 
had ever been a shrine of warm pity, of motlier’s love and blessed 
,%oft affections for him ; and now it was closed in the Eternities 
idrevermore. His poor Life-partner too, his other self, who had 
faithfully attended him so long in all his pilgrimings, cheerily 
footing the heavy tortuous ways along with him, can follow him 
no farther ; sinks now at his side : “ ^he rest of your pilgrimings 
alone, 0 Friend, — adieu, adieu!” She too is forever hidden from 
his eyes ; and he stands, on the sudden, very solitaiy amid the 
tumult of fallen and falling things. ‘ My little baby ^^irl is doing 
‘ well ; poor little wi'eck cast upon the seabeach of life. My chil- 
^ dren require me tenfold now. What I shall do, is all confusion 

* and darkness.’ 

The younger Mrs. Sterling was a tme good woman; loyal- 
hearted, willing to do well, and struggling wonderfully to do it 
amid her languors and infijinities ; rescuing, in many ways, with 
beautiful female heroism and adroitness, what of fertility their 
uncei*tain, wandering, unfertile way of life still left possible, and 
cheerily making the most of it. A genial, pious and harmonious 
fund of character was in her ; and withal an indolent, half-uncon- 
scious force of intellect, and justness and delicacy of perception, 
which the casual acquaintance scai'cely gave her credit for. Ster- 
ling much respected her decision in matters literary ; often alter- 
ing and modifying where her feeling clearly went against him; 
and in verses esj^ecially tmsting to her ear, which was excellent, 
while he knew his own*to be worth little. T remember her melo- 
dious rich plaintive tone of voice; and an exceedingly bright 
smile which she sometimel had, effulgent with supny gaiety and 
trtie humour, among other fine qualities. 

Sterling has lost much in these two hours ; how much that has 
long been can never again be for him ! Twice in bne morniR’g, so 
to speak, has a mighty wind smitten the comers of his house ; 
and much lies in dfsmal mins round him. • 
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CHAPTER VI. 
ventnor: death. 

In tins sudden avalanche of soitows Stcrlinc^, weali; and woni as' 
we have seen, bore up manfully, and with pious valour fronted ' 
wlip.t had come upon him. He was not a man to yield to vain ‘ 
wailings, or make repinings at the unalterable : hero was enough 
to be long mourned over; but here, for the moment, was* very 
much imperatively requiring to be done. That evening, he called 
his children round him ; spoke words of religious admonition and • 
affection to them ; said, He must now be a Mother as well as^^ 
Father to them.” On the evening of the funeral, writes Mr. Hare, ,, 
he bade them good night, adding these words, “ If I am taken 
from you, God will take care of you.” He had six children left to 
his charge, two of them infants; and a dark outlook ahead of 
them and him. The good ^rs. Maurice, the children’s young 
Aunt, present at this time anjJ often afterwards till all ended, • 
was a great consolation. 

• 

Falmouth, it may be supposed, had grown a sorrowful place to 
him, peopled with haggard memories in his weak state ; and now 
again, as had been usual with him, change of place suggested it-* 
self as a desirable alleviation; — and indeed, in some sort, as a 
necessity. He has ‘friends here,’ he admits to himself, ‘whose 
kindness is beyond all price, all description ;’ but his little chil- 
dren, if anything befel him, have no relative within two hundred 
miles. He is now sole watcher over tliem ; and his very life is 
so precarious ; nay, at any rate, it would appear, he has to leave 
Falmouth every spring, or run the hazard of worse. Once more, 
what is to be done ? Once more, — and now, as it turned out, for 
the last time 

A still gentler climate, greater proximity to London, where his 
Brother Anthony now was and most of his friends and interests 
were : these considerations recommendetl Ventnor, in the beauti- 
ful Southeastern comer of the Isle of Wi^ifht ; where on inquiry 
an eligible house was found for sale. The house and its surround- 
ing piece of grojind, improvable both, were purchased ; he removed 
thither in June of this year 1843; and set about improvemenffe 
and adjustments on a frank scale. By the decease of his Mother, 
he hacl: become rich in money ; his share of the West-India pro- 
perties having now fallen to him, which, added to his former in- 
comings, made a revenue he could consider ample and abundant. 
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Falmouth friends looked lovingly to'wards him, promising occa- 
sional visits ; old Herstmonceux, which he often spoke of revisiting 
but never did, was not far off; and London with all its resources^ 
and remembrances was now again accessible. He resumed his 
work ; and had hopes of again achieving something. 

The Poem of Oceur-de-Lion has been already mentioned, and the 
wider form and aim it had got since he first took it in hand. It 
was above a year before the date of these tragedies and change^, 
that he had sent me a Canto, or couple of Cantos, of Cceur-de-Lion ; 
loyallj' again demanding my opinion, harsh as it had often been 
on that side. This time I felt right glad to answer in another 
tone : That here was real felicity and ingenuity, on the pre- 

“ scribed conditions ; a decisively rhythmic quality in this com- 
position ; thought and phraseology actually dancing, after a sort. 

' ‘‘ What the plan and scope of the Work might be, he had not said, 

“ and I could hot judge ,* but here was a light opulence of airy 
** fancy,, picturesque conception, vigorous delineation, all march- 
“ ing on as with cheerful drum anjJ fife, if without more rich 
“ and complicated forms of melotiy : if a man would write in me- 
“ tre, tliis sure enough was the way to try doing it.” For such 
encouragement, from that stinted quarter, Sterling, I doubt not, 
was very thankful; and of course it might cooperate with the 
inspirations from his Naples Tour to further him a little in this 
his now chief task in the way of Poetry ; a thought which, among 
my many almost pathetic remembrances of contradictions to his 
Poetic tendency, is pleasant for me. 

But on the whole, it was no matter. With or without encour- 
agement, he was resolute to persevere in Poetry, and did perse- 
vere. When I think now of his modest, quiet stedfastness in this 
business of Poetry ; how, in spite of friend and foe, he silently 
persisted, without wavering, in the form of utterance he had cho- 
sen for himself ; and to what length he carried it, and vindicated 
himself against us all, — ^his^ chai'acter comes out in a new light to 
me, with more of a certain central inflexibility and noble silent 
resolution than I had elsewhere noticed in it. This summer, 
moved by natural feelings, which were sanctioned, too, and in a 
sort sanctified to him, tfy the rem|mbered counsel of his late Wife, 
he printed the Tragedy of Strafford. But there was in the public 
no contradiction to the haref vote I had given about it : the little , 
Book fell dead-born; and Sterling had ‘again to take his disap- 
pointment ; — which it must be owned he cheerfully did ; and, re- 
solute to try it again and ever again, went along with his CoeUr-de- 
Lion, as if the public had been all with him. An honourable 
capacity tQ stand ^ngle against the whole world ; such as ^11 
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men need, from time to time ! After all, who knows whether, in 
his overclouded,^ broken, flighty way of hfe, incapable of long hard 
drudger);, and so shut out from the solid forms of Prose, this 
Poetic Form, which he could well learn as he could all forms, was 
not the suitablest for him ? 

This work of Gceur-de-Lion he prosecuted stedfastly in his new 
home ; and indeed employed on it henceforth all the available 
days that were left him in this world. As was already said, he 
did not hve to complete it; but some eight Cantos, three or four 
of which I know to possess high worth, were finished, ];>efore * 
Death intervened, and there he had to leave it. Perhaps it will 
yet be given to the public ; and in that case be better received 
than the others were, by men of judgment ; and serve to put Ster- 
ling’s Poetic pretensions on a much truer footing. I can say, that 
to readers who do prefer a poetic diet, this ought to be welcom'e : 
if you can contrive to love the thing which is still called “ poetry” 
in these days, here is a decidedly superior article in that kii^d, — 
richer than one of a hundred that you smilingly consume. 

In this same month of June 1843, while the house at Ventnor 
was getting ready, Sterling was again in London for a few days. 
Of course * at Kniglitsbridge, now fallen under such sad change, 
many jirivate matters needed to be settled by his Father and 
Brother and him. Captain Anthony, now minded to remove with 
his family to London and quit the militaiy way of life, had agreed 
to purchase the big family house, which he still occupies ; the old 
man, now rid of that incumbrance, retired to a smaller establish- 
ment of his own ; — came ultimately to be Anthony’s guest, and 
spent his last days so. He was much lamed and broken, the half 
of his old life suddenly torn away; — and other losses, which he 
yet knew not of, lay close ahead of him. In a year or two, the 
rugged old man, borne down by these pressures, quite gave way; 
sank into paralytic and other infirmities ; and was released from 
life’s sorrows, under his son Anthony's roof, in the fall of 1847. — 
The house in Knightsbridge was, at the time we now speak of, 
empty except of servants ; Anthony having returned to Dublin, 

I suppose to conclude his afifahs theie, prior to removal. John 
lodged in a Hotel. ^ '' 

We had our fair share of his company in this visit, as in all 
the past ones ; but the intercourse, I recollect, was dim and 
broken, a disastrous shadow hanging over it, not to be cleared 
away by effoii.. Two American gentlemen, acquaintances also of 
miilb, had been recommended to him, by Emerson most likel}' ; 
one morning Sterling appeared here with a strenuous proposal 
thht we should come to Knightsbridge, and^dine with him and 
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them. Objections, general dissuasions were not wanting : The 
empty dark house, such needless trouble, and the like , — but he 
answered in his quizzing way, “ Nature herself prompts j^ou, when. 
“ a stranger comes, to give him a dinner. There are seiwants 
“ yonder ; it is all easy ; come ; both of you ai*e bound to come.’' 
And accordingly we went. I remember it as one of the saddest 
dinners ; though Sterling talked copiously, and our friends, Theo- 
dore Parker one of them, were pleasant and distinguished me*. 
All was so haggard in one’s memory, and half-consciously in one’s 
anticli)ations ; sad, as if one had been dining in a mm, in the 
ciypt of a mausoleum. Our conversation was waste and logical, 

I forget quite on what, not joyful and harmoniously effusive : Ster- 
ling’s silent sadness was painfully apparent through the bright 
,piask he had bound himself to wear. Withal one could notice 
now, as on his last visit, a certain sternness of mood, unknown in 
better days ; as if strange gorgon-faces of earnest Destiny were 
more and more rising round him, and the time for sport were past. 
He lodged always hurried, abmpt, ev^ beyond w’ont; and indeed 
was, I suppose, overwhelmed in detg^ils of business. 

One evening, I remember he came down hither, designing to 
have a freer talk with us. We were all sad enough; •and strove 
rather to avoid speaking of what might make us sadder. Before 
any true talk had been got into, an interruption occurred, some 
unwelcome arrival : Sterling abruptly rose ; gave me the signal to 
rise ; and we unpolitely walked away, adjourning to his Hotel, 
which I recollect was in the Strand, near Hungerford Market , 
some ancient comfortable quaint-looking place, off the street , 
where, ‘in a good warm queer old room, the remainder of our 
colloquy was duly finished. We spoke of Cromwell, among other 
things which I have now forgotten; on which subject Sterling 
was trenchant, positive, and in some essential points, wrong, — 
as I said I would convince him some day. “Well, well!” an- 
swered he, with a shake of the head. — ^We parted before long , 
bedtime for invalids being come : he bscorted me down certain 
caiqieted backstairs, and would not be forbidden : we took leave 
under the dim skies ; — and alas, little as I th^n dreamt of it, this, 
so far as I can calculate, must have been the last time I ever 
saw him in the world. Softly as a common evening, the last of 
tlie evenings had passed away, and no qther would* come for me 
foi^evermore. 

Through the summer he was occupied with fitting up his new 
residence, selecting governesses, servants ; earnestly endeavour- 
ing to set his houje in order, on tlie new footing it had now 
assumed. Extensive improvements in his garden aid grounds, 
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in which he took due interest to the last, were also going on. 
His Brother, and Mr. Maurice his brother-in-law, — especially Mrs. 
Maurice.the kind sister, faithfully endeavouring to be as a mother 
to her poor little nieces, — ^were occasionally with him. All hours 
available for labour on his literary tasks, he employed, almost 
exclusively I believe, on Cceur-de-Lion ; with what energy, the 
progress he had made in that Work, and in the ,art of Poetic com- 
position generally, amid so many sore impediments, best testifies. 
I perceive, his life in general lay heavier on him than it had done 
before ; his mood of mind is grown more sombre ; — indeed th e very 
solitude of this Ventnor as a place, not to speak of other solitudes, 
must have been new and depressing. But he admits no hypo- 
chondria, now or ever ; occasionally, though rarely, even flashes 
of a kind of wild gaiety break through. He works steadily aV. 
his task, with all the strength left him ; endures the past as 
may ; and makes gallant front against the world. ‘ I am going on 
‘ quietly here, rather than happily,* writes he to his friend New- 
man ; ‘ sometimes quite helpless, not from distinct illness, but 
‘ from sad thoughts and a ghastly dreaminess. The heart is gone 
‘ out of my life. My children, however, ai*e doing well; and the 
‘ place is cheerful and mild.* 

From Letters of this period I might select some melancholy 
enough ; but will prefer to give the following one (nearly the last 
I can give), as indicative of a less usual temper . 

‘ To Thomas Carlyle, Esq., Chelsea, London. 

‘ Ventnor, 7th December 1843, 

' My DEAR Carlyle, — My Irish Newspaper was not meant as 
‘ a hint that I wanted a Letter. It contained an absurd long 
‘ Advertisement, — some project for regenerating human know- 
‘ ledge, &c. &c.; to which I prefixed my private mai’k (a blot), 

‘ thinking that you might be pleased to know of a fellow-labourer 
‘ somewhere in Tipperary? 

‘ Your Letter, like the Scriptural oil, — (they haS no patent 
‘ lamps then, and used the best oil, Is. per gallon),— has made my 
‘ face to shine. There is but one person in the world, I shall not 
‘ tell you who, from whom a Letter would give me so much plea- 
' sure. It would be nearly as good at Pekin, in the centre of the 
‘ most enlightened Mandarins ; but here at Ventnor, where there 
‘ are few Mandarins and no enlightenment, — fountains in the 
‘ wilderness, even were they miraculous, are nothing compared 
‘ with your handwriting. Yet it is sad that yon should be so mel- 
‘ Licholy. » I often think that though Mercury was the pleasanter 
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‘ fellow, and probably the happier, Saturn was the greater god ; — 

* rather cannibal or so, but one excuses it in him, as in some 
‘ other heroes one knows of. 

‘ It is, as you say, your destiny to write about Cromwell : and 
‘ you will make a book of him, at which the ears of our grand- 
‘ children will tingle ; — and as one may hope that the ears of hu- 
‘ man nature will be growing longer and longer, the tingling will 
‘ be proportionably greater than we are accustomed to. Do whaft 
‘ you can, I fear there will be little gain from the Royalists. There 
‘ is sottiething very small aboift the biggest of them that I have 
‘ ever fallen-in with, y.nless you count old Hobbes a Royalist. 

‘ Curious to see that you have them exactly preserved in the 
‘^Country Gentlemen of our day; while of the Puritans not a trace 
a remains except in History. Squirism had already, in that day, 
‘ become the caput mortuum that it is now ; and has therefore, like 

* o|hcr mummies, been able to last. What was opposed to it was 
‘ the Life of Puritanism, — then on the point of disappearing ; and 

* it too has left its mummy at Exeten Hall on the platform and 
‘ elsewhere. One must go back to tke Middle Ages to see Squir- 
‘ ism as rampant and vivacious as Bibhcism was in the Seven- 
‘ teenth Century ; and I suppose our modem Country Gentle- 
‘ men are about as near to what the old Knights and Barons 
‘ were who fought the Crusades, as our modem Evangelicals to 
‘ the follows who sought the Lord by the light of them own pistol- 
‘ shots. 

‘ Those same Crusades are now pleasant matter for me. You 
‘ remember, or perhaps you do not, a thing I once sent you about 
‘ Coeur-Je-Lion. Long since, I settled to make the Cantos you saw 
‘ part of a larger Book ; and worked at it, last autumn and winter, 
‘ till I had a bad illness. I am now at work on it again ; and go 
‘ full sail, like my hero. There are six Cantos done, roughly, be- 
‘ sides what you saw. I have struck out most of the absurdest 
‘ couplets, and given the whole a higher though still sportive tone. 
‘ It is becoming a kind of Odyssey, with a laughing and Christian 
‘ Achilles for hero. One may manage to wrap, in that chivalrous 

* brocade, many things belonging to our Twne, and capable of 
‘ interesting it. The tfiing is not bad ; but will require great 
‘ labour. Only it is labour^ that I thoroughly like ; and which 
‘ keeps the maggots out of one’s brain, until their time. 

' I have never spoken to you, never been able to speak to you, 

* of the change in my life, — almost as great, one fancies, as one’s 

‘ own death. Even now, although it seems as if I had so mucn to 
‘ say, I cannot. If <^e could imagine ’ — * * ‘ But it is no use ; 

I cannot write wisely on this matter. I suppose no hliman being 
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‘ was ever devoted to another more entirely than she ; — and that 
‘ makes the change not less but more bearable. It seems as if she 
‘ could not be gone quite ; and that indeed is my faith. 

‘ Mr. James, your New-England friend, was here only for a few 
‘ days ; I saw him several times, and liked him. They went, on 
‘ the 24th of last month, back to London, — or so purposed, — be- 
' cause there is no pavement hero for him to walk on. I - want to 
‘'know where he is, and thought I should be able to learn from 
‘ you. I gave him a Note for Mill, who perhaps may have seen 
‘ him. I think this is all at present from, — Yours, ^ 

* John Sterling/ 

Of his health, all this while, wc had heard little definite ; and 
understood that he was very quiet and careful ; in virtue of whi^jb* 
grand improvement we vaguely considered all others would follow. 
Once let him learn well to be shw as the common run of men a’’e, 
would not all be safe and well? Nor through the winter, or the 
cold spring months, did bad* news reach us ; perhaps less news of 
any kind than had been iisifal, wdiich seemed to indicate a still 
and wbole^ome way of life and work. Not till ‘ April 4th, 1844," 
did the new alarm occur : again on some slight accident, the 
breaking of a bloodvessel ; again prostration under dangerous sick- 
ness, from which this time he never rose. 

There had been so many sudden fallings and happy risings 
again in our poor Sterling’s late course of health, we had grown so 
accustomed to mingle blame of his impetuosity with pity for his 
sad overthrows, wc did not for many weeks quite realise, to our- 
selves the stern fact that here at length had the peculiar fall come 
upon us, — the last of all these falls ! This brittle life, which had 
so often held together and victoriously rallied under pressures and 
collisions, could not rally always, and must one time be shivered. 
It was not till the summer came and no improvement ; and not 
even then witliout lingeiing glimmers of hope against hope, that 
I fairly had to own what had now come, what was now day by day 
sternly advancing with the steadiness of Time. 

From the first, the doctors spoke desT)ondently ; and Sterling 
himself felt well that there was no longer any chance of life. He 
had often said so, in his former illnesses, and thought so, yet 
always till nftw with some tacit grain of counter-hope; he had 
never clearly felt so as now : Here is the end ; the great change is 
novi here ! — Seeing how it was, then, he earnestly gathered all his 
strength to do this last act of his tragedy, as he had striven to do 
tl\e others, in a pious and manful manner. ♦ As I believe we can 
say he did ; few mei! in any time more piously or manfully. For 
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about six months he sat looking stedfastly, at all moments, into 
the eyes of Death ; he too who had eyes to see Death and the 
Terrors and Eternities ; and surely it was with perfect courage and 
piety, and valiant simplicity of heart, that he bore himself, and 
did and thought and suffered, in this trying predicament, more 
terrible than the usual death of men. All strength left to him he 
still employed in working : day by day the end came nearer, but 
day by day also some new portion of his adjustments was ccm- 
pleted, by some small stage his task was nearer done. His do- 
mestic and other affairs, of ail sorts, he settled to the last item. 
Of his own Papers he saved a few, giving brief pertinent directions 
about them ; great quantities, among which a certain Autobiogra- 
,phy begun some years ago at Clifton, he ruthlessly burnt, judging 
that the best. To his friends he left messages, memorrils of books : 
I have a Oough's Camden^ and other rehes, which came to me in 
that way, and are among my sacred possessions. The very Letters 
of his friends he sorted and returned ; had each friend's Letters 
made into a loacket, sealed with bUck, and duly addressed for 
delivery when the time should conve. 

At an early period of his illness, all visitors had of course been 
excluded, except his most intimate ones : before louff, so soon as 
the end became apparent, he took leave even ofliis Father, to 
avoid excitements and intolerable emotions ; and except his Bro- 
ther and the Maurices, who were generally about him coming and 
going, none were admitted. This latter form of life, I think, con- 
tinued for above three months. Men were still working about his 
grounds, of whom he took some charge ; needful works, great and 
small, let them not pause on account of him. He still rose from 
bed ; had still some portion of his day which, he could spend in 
his Library. Besides business there, he read a good deal, — earn- 
est books ; the Bible, most earnest of books, his chief favourite. 
He still even wrote a good deal. To his eldest Boy, now Mr. New- 
man’s ward, who had been removed to the Maurices’ since the 
beginning of this illness, he addressed, every day or two, some- 
times daily, for eight or nine weeks, a Letter, of general paternal 
advice and exhortation; interspersing, spapngly, now and then, 
such notices of his own feelings and condition as could bo ad- 
dressed to a boy. Thes^Letters I have lately read : they give, 
beyond any he has written, a noble ima^e of the intrinsic Sterling ; 
•A-the same face we had long known ; but painted now as on the 
azure of Eternity, serene, victorious, divinely sad ; the dusts and ex- 
traneous disfigurements imprinted on it by the world, now hashed 
away. One little^ Excerpt, not the best, but the fittest for its 
neighbourhood here, will be welcome to the reader ; • 



892 


JOHN STERLING. 


* To Master Edward C, Sterling, London, 

‘Hillside, Ventnor, 29tli June 1844. 

* My dear Boy, — ^We have been going on here as quietly as 
‘ possible, with no event that I know of. There is nothing except 
‘ bpoks to occupy me. But you may suppose that my thoughts 
‘ often move towards you, and that I fancy what you may be doing 
‘ in the great City, — the greatest on Jihe Earth, — where I speyt so 
‘ many years of my life. I first saw London when I was between 
‘ eight and nine years old, and then hved in or near it for the , 

‘ whole of the next ten, and more there than anywhere else for ^ 

‘ seven years longer. Since then I have hardly ever been a year ^ 
‘ without seeing the place, and have often lived in it for a con- 
‘ siderable time. There I grew from childhood to be a man. My 
‘ little Brothers and Sisters, and since, my Mother, died and" are 
‘ buried there. There I first saw your Mamma, and was there 
‘ manded. It seems as if, in s^me strange way, London were a 
‘ part of Me or I of London. I think of it often, not as full of 
‘ noise and «^u8t and confusion, but as something silent, gi'and 
‘ and everlasting. 

‘ When I fancy how you are walking in the same streets, and 
‘ moving along the same river, that I used to watch so intently, as 
* if in a dream, when younger than you are, — 1 could gladly burst 
‘ into tears, not of grief, but with a feeling that there is no name 
‘ for. Eveiything is so wonderful, great and holy, so sad and yet 
‘ not bitter, so full of Death and so bordering on Heaven.' Can 
‘ you understand anything of this? If you can, you will begin to 
‘ know what a serious matter our Life is ; how unworthy and 
‘ stupid it is to trifle it away without heed ; what a wretched, in- 
‘ significant, worthless creature any one comes to be, who does not 
‘ as soon as possible bend his whole strength, as in stringing a 
‘ stiff bow, to doing whatever task lies first before him.’ * ♦ * 

‘ We have a mist here today from the sea. It reminds me of 
‘ that which I used to see from my house in St. Vincent, rolHng 
‘ over the great volcano and tire mountain’s round it. I used to 
‘ look at it from our windows with your Mamma, and you a little 
‘ baby in her arms. ^ 

‘ This Letter is not so well written as I could wish, but I hopij 
‘ you will be able to read it. — ^Your affectionate Papa, 

‘ John Sterling.’ 


These Letters go from June 9th to August i*d, at which latter 
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date vacation-time arrived, and the Boy returned to him. The 
Letters are preserved ; and surely well worth preseiwing. 

In this manner he wore the slow doomed months away. Day 
after day his little period of Library went on waning, shrinking 
into less and less ; but I think it never altogether ended till the 

f eneral end came. — For courage, for active audacity we had all 
nown Sterling ; but such a fund of mild stoicism, of devout pa- 
tience and heroic composure, we did not hitherto know in l»m. 
His Bufferings, his sorrows, all his unutterabilities in this slow 
ago»y, he held right manfuMy down ; marched loyally, as at the 
bidding of the Eternal, into the dread Kingdoms, and no voice of 
weakness was heard from him. Poor noble Sterling, he had strug- 
^ gled so high and gained so little here ! But this also he did gain, 
to be a brave man, and it was much. 

Summer passed into Autumn : Sterling’s earthly businesses, to 
the last detail of them, were now all as good as done ; his strength 
too was wearing to its end, his daily turn in the Library shrunk 
now to a span. He had to hold hhjiself as if in readiness for the 
great voyage at any moment. . Ony other Letter I must give ; not 
quite the last message I had from Sterling, but the last that ctin 
be inserted hero ; a brief Letter, fit to be forever ftiemorable to 
the receiver of it : 

* To Thomas Carlyle^ Esq., Chelsea, London. 

‘ Hillside, Ventnor, 10th August 1844. 

‘ My DEAR Carlyle, — For the first time for many months it 
‘ ’seeifis possible to send you a few words ; merely, however, for 
‘ Remembrance and Farewell. On higher matters there is no- 
* thing to say. I tread the common road into the great darkness, 
‘ without any thought of fear, and with very much of hope. Cer- 
‘ tainty indeed I have none. With regard to You and Me I can- 
‘ not begin to write ; having nothing for it but to keep shut the 
‘ lid of those secrets with all the iron weights that are in my 
* power. Towards me it is still more true than towards England 
‘ that no man has been and done like you. Heaven bless you ! 
‘ If I can lend a hand when there, that w*ill not be wanting. It 
‘ is all very strange, but not one hundredth part so sad as it seems 
* to the stand ers-by. ^ , 

• , ‘ Your Wife knows my mind towards her, and will believe it 
* without asseverations. 

‘ Yours to the last, 

‘ John Sterling.’ 
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It was a bright Sunday morning when this Letter came to me : 
if in the great Cathedral of Immensity I did no worship that day, 
the fault surely was mj^ own. Sterling aftectionately refused to 
see me ; which also was kind and wise. And four days before his 
death, there are some stanzas of verse for me, written as if in stai'- 
fire and immortal tears ; which are among my sacred possession^ 
to be kept for myself alone. 

♦ His business with the world was done ; the one business now 
to await silently what may lie in other grander worlds. “ God is 
great,” he was wont to say : “ God i» gi-eat.” The Maurices fvere 
now constantly near him ; Mrs. Maurice assiduously watching 
over him. On the evening of Wednesday the 18th of September, 
his Brother, as he did eveiy two or three days, came down ; found ^ 
him in the old temper, weak in strength but not very sensibly 
weaker ; they talked calmly together for an hour ; then Anthony 
left his bedside, and retired for the night, not expecting any 
change. But suddenly about eleven o’clock, there came a sum- 
mons and alarm: hurrying to his Brother’s room, he found his 
Brother dying ; and in a short ?vhil6 more the faint last struggle 
was ended, and all those struggles and strenuous often-foiled en- 
deavours of dxght-and-thirty years lay hushed in death. 


CHAPTER VII. 

CONCLUSION. • 

Sterling was of rather slim but well-boned wiry figure, perhaps 
an inch or two from six feet in height ; of blonde complexion, 
without colour, j^et not pale or sickly; dark-blonde hair, copious 
enough, which he usually wore short. The general aspect of him 
indicated freedom, perfect spontaneity, with a certain careless 
natural grace. In his apparel, you could notice, he affected dim 
colours, easy shapes ; cleanly always, yet even in this not fasti- 
dious or conspicuous he sat or stood, oftenest, in loose sloping 
postures; walked with long strides, body 'carelessly bent, head 
flung eagerly forv^ard, right hand perljRps grasping a cane, and 
rather by the middle to swjng it, than by the end to use it other- 
wise. An attitude of frank, cheerful impetuosity, of hopeful speed 
and alacrity; which indeed his physiognomy, on all sides of it, 
offered as the chief expression. Alacrity, velocity, joyous ardour, 
dwelt in the eyes too, which were of brownish gray, full of bright 
kindfy life, rapid and frank rather than deep or strong. A smile, 
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half of kindly impatience, half of real mirth, often sat on his face. 
The head was long ; high over the vertex ; in the brow, of fair 
breadth, but not high for such a man. . 

In the voice, which was of good tenor soii;, rapid and stiikingly 
distinct, power^l too, and except in some of the higher notes har- 
monious, there was a clear-ringing metallic tone, — which I often 
’ thought was wonderfully physiognomic. A certain splendour, 
beautiful, but not the deepest or the softest, which I couh^ call 
a sj)lt‘ndour as of burnished metal, — fiery valour of heart, swift 
detisive insight and uttera»ce, then a turn for brilliant elegance, 
also for ostentation, rashness, &c. &c., — in short a flash as of clear- 
glancing sharp-cutting steel, lay in the whole nature of the man, 
in his heart and in his intellect, marking alike the excellence and 
the limits of them both. His laugh, which on light occasions was 
ready and frequent, had in it no great depth of gaiety, or sense for 
, the ludicrous in men or things ; you might call it rather a good 
smile become vocal than a deep real laugh : with his whole man 
I never saw’ him laugh. A clear s^se of the humorous he had, as 
of most other things ; but in hijjaself little or no tme humour ; — 
nor did he attempt that side of" things. To call him deficient in 
sympathy would seem strange, him whose radiarftes and reson- 
ances went thrilling over all the world, and kept him in brotherly 
contact with all : but I may say his sympathies dwelt rather wdth 
the high and sublime than with the low or ludicrous ; and were, 
in any field, rather light, wide and lively, than deep, abiding or 
great. 

"Jhcro is no Portrait of him w’hich tolerably resembles. The 
miniature Medallion, of which Mr. Hare has given an Engraving, 
offers us, wdth no gi-eat truth in physical details, one, and not the 
best, superficial expression of his face, as if that with vacuity had 
been what the face contained ; and even that Mr. Hare’s engraver 
has disfigured into the nearly or the utterly irrecognisable. Tw'o 
Pencil-sketches, which no artist could approve of, hasty sketches 
done in some social hour, one by his friend Spedding, one by 
Baynim the Novellist, whom he slightly knew and had been kind 
to, tell a much truer story so far as they go : of these his Brother 
has engravings; but these also I must suppress as inadequate 
for strangers. ' ^ 

Nor in the way of Spiritual Portraiture does there, after so 
much writing and excerpting, anything of importance remain for 
me to say. J ohn Sterling and his Life in this world were — such 
as has been ali^ady said. In purity of character,.in the so-called 
moralities, in all manner of proprieties of conduct, so as tea- 
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tables and other human tribunals rule them, he might be defined 
as perfect, according to the world’s pattern : in these outward 
tangible respects, the world’s criticism of liim must have been 
praise and that only. An honourable man, and good citizen; dis- 
charging, with unblamable coirectness, all functions and duties 
laid on him by the customs {mores) of tlie society he lived in, — 
with correctness and something more. In all these particulars, 
a man perfectly morale or of approved virtue according to the 
rules. 

Nay in the far more essential tacit virtues, which are not marked 
on stone tables, or so apt to be insisted on by human creatures 
over tea or elsewhere, — in clear and perfect fidelity to Truth wher- 
ever found, in childlike and soldierlike, pious and valiant loyalty 
to the Highest, and what of good and evil that might send him, — 
he excelled among good men. The joys and the sorrows of his lot 
he took with true simplicity and acquiescence. Like a true son, 
not like a miserable mutinous, rebel, he comported himself in this 
Universe. Extremity of distress, — and surely his fervid temper 
had enough of contradiction in this world,--could not tempt him 
into impatience at any time. By no chance did you ever hear 
from him a whisper of those mean repinings, miserable aiTaign- 
iugs and questionings of the Eternal Power, such as weak souls 
even well disposed will sometimes give way to in the pressure of 
their despair ; to the like of this he never yielded, or showed the 
least tendency to yield ; — which surely was well on his part. For 
the Eternal Power, I still remark, will not answer the like of this, 
but silently and tembly accounts it impious, blasphemous and 
damnable, and now as heretofore will visit it as such. Not a rebel 
but a son, I said ; willing to suffer when Heaven said. Thou shalt ; 
— and withal, what is perhaps rarer m such a combination, willing 
to rejoice also, and right cheerily taldng the good that was sent, 
whensoever or in whatever form it came. 

A pious soul we may justly call him ; devoutly submissive to 
the will of the Supreme in all things : the highest and sole essen- 
tial form which Religion can assume in man, and without which 
all forms of religion are a mockeiy and a delusion in man. Doubt- 
less, in so clear and filial a heart there must have dwelt the peren- 
nial feeling of silent worship; which sijjpnt feeling, as we have 
seen, he was eager enough to express by all good ways of utter- 
ance ; zealously adopting such appointed forms and creeds as the 
Dignitaries of the World had fixed upon and solemnly named re- 
commenaable ; prostrating his heart in such Church, by such ac- 
credited rituals, and seemingly fit or half-fit methods, as his poor 
time and country had to offer him, — not rejecting the said methods 
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till they stood convicted of palpable wwfitness, and then doing it 
right gently withal, rather letting them drop as pitiably dead for 
him, than angrily hurling them out of doors as needing to be 
killed. By few Englishmen of his epoch had the thing called 
Church of England been more loyally appealed to as a spiritual 
mother. 

And yet, as I said before, it may be questioned whether piety, 
what we call devotion or worship, was the principle deepest in 
him. In spite of his Coleridge discipleship, and his once headlong 
operations following thereon, I used to judge that his piety was 
prompt and pure rather than great or intense ; that on the whole, 
religious devotion was not the deepest element of him. His re- 
verence was ardent and just, ever ready for the thing or man that 
deserved revering, or seemed to deserve it : but he was of too joy- 
*ful, light and hoping a nature to go to the depths of that feeling, 
much more to dwell perennially in it. He had no fear in his com- 
'position ; terror and awe did not blend with his respect of anything. 
In no scene or epoch could he have been a Church Saint, a fanatic 
enthusiast, or have worn out his life in passive martyrdom, sitting 
patient in his grim coal-mine, loofdng at the ‘ throe ells’ of Heaven 
high overhead there. In sorrow he would not dwel^ all sorrow he 
swiftly subdued, and shook away from him. How could you have 
made an Indian Fakeer of the Greek Apollo, * whose bright eye 
lends brightness, and never yet saw a shadow?’ — I should say, 
not religious reverence, rather artistic admiration was the essen- 
tial character of him : a fact connected with all other facts in the 
physiognomy of his life and self, and giving a tragic enough cha- 
/aetjr to much of the history he had among us. 

Poor Sterling, he was by nature appointed for a Poet, then, — 
a Poet after his sort, or recogniser and delineator of the Beautiful; 
and not for a Priest at all ? Striving towards the sunny heights, out 
of such a level and through such an element as ours in these days 
is, he had strange aberrations appointed him, and painful wander- 
ings amid the miserable gas-lights, bog-fires, dancing meteors and 
putrid phosphorescences which form the guidance of a young hu- 
man soul at present ! Not till after trying all manner of sublimely 
illuminated places, <ind finding that Uie basis of them was pu- 
tridity, artificial gas and quaking bog, did he, when his strength 
was all done, discover hi* true sacred hill, and passionately climb 
. thither while life was fast ebbing ! — tragic his'tory, as all histo- 
ries are ; yet a gallant, brave and noble one, as not many are. It 
is what, to a radiant son of the Muses, and bright mesoenger of 
the haimonious Wisdoms, this poor world, — if he himself have not 
strength enough, and inertia enough, and amid his harmpnious 
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eloquences silence enough, — ^has provided at present. Many a 
high-striving, too-hasty soul, seeking guidance towards eternal ex- 
ceHence from the official Blackartists, and successful Professors of 
political, ecblesiastical, philosophical, commercial, general and par- 
ticular Legerdemain, will recognise his own history in this image 
of a fellow-pilgrim’s. 

Over-haste was Sterling’s continual fault ; over-haste, and want 
of t^jie due strength, — alas, mere want of the due inertia chiefly ; 
which is so common a gift for most part; and proves so inexorably 
needful withal! But he was good and generous and true; joj^ul 
where there was joy, patient and silent where endurance was re- 
quired of him ; shook innumerable sorrows, and thick-crowding 
forms of pain, gallantly away from him; fared frankly forward, 
and with scrupulous care to tread on no one’s toes. True, above 
all, one may call him ; a man of perfect veracity in thought, woi’d ^ 
and deed. Integrity towards all men, — nay integrity had ripened 
with him into chivalrous generosity ; there was no guile or base- 
ness anywhere found in him. Transparent as ciystal ; he could 
not hide anything sinister, if such there had been to hide. A more 
jjerfectly transparent soul I have never known. It was beautiful, 
to read all thote interior movements ; the little shades of affecta- 
tions, ostentations ; transient spurts of anger, which never grew to 
the length of settled spleen : all so naive, so childhke, the very 
faults grew beautiful to you. 

And so he played his part among us, and has now ended it : in 
this first half of the Nineteenth Century, such was the shape of 
human destinies the world and he made out between them. He 
sleeps now, in the little burying -ground of Bon church; bright, 
ever-young in the memory of others that must grow old ; and was 
honourably released from his toils before the hottest of the day. 

All that remains, in palpable shape, of John Sterling’s activities 
in this world are those Two poor Volumes ; scattered fragments 
gathered from the general waste of forgotten ephemera by the 
piety of a friend : an inconsiderable memoiial ; not pretending to 
have achieved greatness ; only disclosing, mournfully, to the more 
observant, that a promise of greatness was there. Like other such 
lives, like all lives, this is a tragedy; high hopes, noble efforts; 
under thickening difficulties and impedinients, ever-new nobleness 
of valiant effort; — and the result death, with conquests by no " 
means corresponding. A life which cannot challenge the world’s 
attentioii-; yet which does modestly solicit it, and perhaps on clear 
study will be found to reward it; 

Omgood evidence let the world understand fiiat hero was a 
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remarkable soul bom into it; wlio, more than others, sensible to 
its influences, took intensely into him such tint and shape of fea- 
ture as the world had to offer there and then ; fashioning ’himself 
eagerly by whatsoever of noble presented itself; participating 
ardently in the world’s battle, and sufiering deeply in its bewilder- 
ments; — whose Life -pilgrimage accordingly is an emblem, unu- 
• sually significant, of the world’s own during those years of 'his. A 
man of infinite susceptivity ; who caught eveiy where, more ^lan 
others, the colour of the element he lived in, the infection of all 
tha^ was or appeared honouijp,ble, beautiful and manful in the ten- 
dencies of his Time ; — whose histoiy therefore is, beyond others, 
emblematic of that of his Time. 

In Sterling’s Writings and Actions, were they capable of being 
well read, we consider that there is for all true hearts, and espe- 
'*i3ially for young noble seekers, and strivers towards what is highest, 
a mirror in which some shadow of themselves and of their immea- 
*surably complex arena will profitably present itself. Here also 
is one encompassed and struggling even as they now arc. This 
man also had said to himself, not in mere Catechism words, but 
with all his instincts, and the question thrilled in every nerve of 
him, and pulsed in every drop of his blood : “ What is the chief 
“ end of man? Behold, I too would live and work as beseems a 
“ denizen of this Universe, a child of the Highest God. By what 
means is a noble life still possible for me here ? Ye Heavens 
“ and thou Earth, oh, how?” — The history of this long-continued 
prayer and endeavour, lasting in various figures for near foriy 
years, may now and for some time coming have something to say 
tb m^i ! 

Nay, what of men or of the world ? Here, visible to myself, for 
some while, was a brilliant human presence, distinguishable, hon- 
ourable and lovable amid the dim common populations; among 
the million little beautiful, once more a beautiful human soul : 
whom I, among others, recognised and lovingly walked with, while 
the years and the hours were. Sitting now by his tomb in thought- 
ful mood, the new times bring a new duty for me. ‘ Why write 
the Life of Sterling?’ I imagine I had a commission higher than 
tiie world’s, the dictate of Nature herself, to do what is now done, 
StG prosit. 




SUMMARY OF THE LIFE OF FRIEDRICH SCHttLER. 


Part I. 

SCHHXER’S ISoUTH. (1769 — 1784.) 

Introductory remarks : Schiller’s high destiny. His Father’s career 
Parental example and influences. Boyish capnees and aspirations, (p. 3). 
» — His fiist schoolmaster; Training for the Church : Poetical glimmerings. 
2he Duke of Wiirtemberg, and his Free Seminary: Irksome formality 
there. Aversion to the study of Law and Medicine. (7). — Literarjj am- 
bition and Strivings ; Economic obstacles and pedantic hindrances ; Silent 
passionate rebellion. Bursts his fetters. (10), — The Robbers : An em- 
blem of its young author’s baffled, madly struggling spirit : Criticism of 
the Characters in the Play, and of tk« style of the work. Extraordinary 
ferment produced by its publication: Exaggerated praises and condem- 
nations : Schiller’s own opinion of its moral tendency. (1^. — Discourage- 
ment and persecution from the Duke of Wiirtemberg. Dalberg’s generous 
sympathy and assistance. Schiller escapes from Stuttgard, empty in purse 
and hope* Dalberg supplies his immediate wants: He finds hospitable 
friends. (20). — Earnest literary efforts. Publishes two tragedies, Ficsco 
and Kdbale und Liebe. His mental growth. Critical account of the Con- 
spiracy of Fiesco: Fiesco’s genial ambition: The Characters of the Play 
nearei to actual humanity. How all things in the Drama of Life hang 
inseparably together. (25 ), — Kabale und Liebe, a domestic tragedy of high 
merit: Noble and interesting characters of hero and heroine. (29). — The 
stormy confusions of Schiller’s youth now subsiding. Appointed poet to 
'the Manheim Theatre, Nothing to fear from the Duke of Wiirtemberg, 
The Public, Ins only friend and sovereign. A Man of Letters for the 
rest of his days. (32). 


Part II. 

j 

FnoM HIS Settlement at Manheim, to his Settlement at Jena. 
(1784— 1790 J) 

Reflections : Difference between knowing and doing : Temptations and 
perils of a hterary life ; True Heroism. Schiller’s earnest anch stedfast 
devotion to his Ideal Good: Misery of idleness and indecision, (p. 35).— 
German esteem foMhe Theatre. Theatrical, and deeper* than theatrical 

D D 
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activities : The Rheimsclie Thalia and Philosophisch£ Briefe, Tlie two 
Eternities: The bog of Infidelity surveyed but not crossed. (88). — Insuffi- 
ciency of Manheim. A pleasant tribute of regard. Letter to Huber : Do- 
mestic tastee. Removes to Leipzig. Letter to Ins friend Schwann : A 
marriage proposal. Fluctuations of life. (43). — Goes to Dresden. Don 
Carlos : Evidences of a matured mind : Analysis of the Characters : Scene 
of the King and Rosa. Alfieri and Schiller contrasted. (50). — Popularity : 
Crowned with laurels, but without a home. Forsakes the Drama. Lyrical 
prodjctions: Freigeisterei der Leidemchaft. The GeisterseheVy a Novel. 
Tires of fiction. Studies and tries History^ (051. — Habits at Dresden. 
Visits Weimar and Bauerbach. The Fraulein Lengefeld: Thoughts on 
Marriage. (70). — First interview with Goethe: Diversity in their gifts: 
Their mistaken impression of each other. Become better acquainted: 
Lasting friendship. (72). — History of the Bciwlt of the Netherlands. The ^ 
truest form of History writing. Appointed Professor at Jena. Friendly 
intercourse with Goethe. Marriage. (76). 

Part III. 

From his Settlement at Jena to iiis Death. (1790—1805.) 

Academical duties. Study of History : Cosmopolitan philosophy, and 
national instincts. History of the Thirty-Years War. (p. 79). — Sickness 
and help in it. Heavy trial for a literary man. Schiller’s unabated zeal. 
(83). — Enthusiasm and conflicts excited by Kant’s Philosophy. Schiller’s 
growing interest in the subject : Letters on jEsthetic Culture y <fec. Claims 
of Kant’s system to a respectful treatment. (86). — Fastidiousness and re- 
finement of taste. Literary projects . Epic poems: Returns to the Drama. 
Outbreak of the French Revolution. (91). — Edits the Horen : Connexion 
with Goethe. A pleasant visit to his parents. Mode of life at Jena: 
Night-studies, and bodily stimulants. (95). — Wallenstein : Brief sketch of 
its character and compass: Specimen scenes, Max Piccolomini and his 
Father; Max and the Princess Thekla; Thekla’s frenzied grief: No 
nobler or more earnest dramatic work. (101). — Removes to Weimar: 
Generosity of the Duke. Tragedy of Maria Stuart. (118).— The Maid 
of Orleans: Character of Jeanne d’ Arc : Scenes, Joanna and her Suitors; 
Death of Talbot ; Joanna and Lionel. Enthusiastic reception of the play. 
(121). — Daily and nightly habits at Weimar. The Bride of Messina. 
Wilhelm Tell: Truthfulness of the Characters and Scenery: Scene, the 
Death of Gessler. (133).— Schiller’s dangerous illness. Questionings of 
Futurfty. The last sickness : Many things grow clearer: Death. (145). — 
General sorrow for his loss. His personal aspect : Modesty and simplicity 
of manner : Mental gifts. (147).— Definitions of genius. Poetic sensi- 
bilities rnd wretchedness : In such miseries Schiller had no share. A fine 
example of the German character: No cant; no cowardly comiiromising 
with his own conscience: Childlike simplicity. Liter. jy Heroism. (151). 
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Appendix. , 

No. 1. Daniel Schubart. 

Influence of Sehubart’s persecutions on Schiller’s mind. His Birth 
and Boyhood, Sent to Jena to study Theology : Profligate life : Eetums 
home. Popular as a pieacher : Skilful in music. A joyful, piping, ^lile- 
less mortal, (p. ICl). — Prefers pedagogy to starvation. Marries. Organist 
to the Duke of Wurtemberg. Headlong business, amusement and dissi- 
pation. His poor Wife returns to her Father : Ruin and banishment. A va- 
gabond life. (103). — Settles at Augsburg, and sets up a Newspaper; Again 
a prosperous man: Enmity of the Jesuits. Seeks refuge in Ulm : His 
•Wife and Fanuly return to him. The Jesuits on the watch. Imprisoned 
^pr ten years : Interview with young Schiller. (1G5). — Is at length liberated ; 
Joins his Wife at Stuttgard, and reestablishes ins Newspaper. Literary 
Cfiteriirises : Deatli. Summary of his character. (108). 

No. 2. Letters of SenitLER to Dalberg. 

« 

Brief account of Dalberg. Schiller’s desire to remove to Manheim. 
Adaptation of the to the stage, (p. 170). — Strugfles to get free 

from Stuttgard and his Ducal Jailor; Dalberg’s friendly help. Friendly 
letter to his friend Schwann. (176). 

No. 3. Friendship with Goethe. 

Goethe’s feeling of the difference in their thoughts and aims : Great 
Na^fure^nof a phantasm of her children's brains. Growing sympathy and 
esteem, unbroken to the end. (p. 183). 

No. 4. Death of Gustavus Adolphus. 

Schiller’s historical style. A higher than descriptive power, (p. 185). 


SUMMAEY OF TBtB LIFE OF JOHN STERLIN&. 

Part J. 

Chap. I. Introduction. 

Sterling’s character and writings, how bequeathed. Mr. Hare’s eitim- 
able but insuflicient Biography. How happy to be unknown, rather than 
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misknown* This no longer possible for Sterling, (p. 191). — His beautiful 
manly character; No sceptic, always believing, prompt and clear. In his 
religious struggles an emblem of his time, and herald of victory to all 
good men. *A true portrait of the least man, unspeakably instructive 
even to the greatest. (191). 

Chap. II. Bieth and Paeentage. 

Bom in the Isle of Bute. A grave question. Early environment. 
Sterling’s Father. A bit of genealogy, (p. 190). — His Grandfather. His 
Father’s Irish form of character: Trained for the Bar: Enters the 
Marriage. Sterling’s Mother: Her delicate beautiful nature. (198). — 
Their money-prospects. Birth of first son. Gentleman farmer. Birth of 
John Sterling. (200). 

Chap. III. Schools: Lianblethian ; Paris; London. 

6is Father’s restless striving. Eemoves to Wales. Scenic influence^. 
Vale of Glamorgan. Welsh villages. Llanblethian. (p. 201). — Sterling’s 
home and boyhood. His Father’s Promethean struggles. Letters of 
Vetus : Connexion with the Timest (203). — Peace of 1814: Removes to 
Paris. Change of scene for young Sterling : Appointed and unappointed 
schoolings. Napoleon from Elba: The Sterling household drifted home 
again. Finally settles in London. Domestic tragedies. (209). — Sterling 
a headlong boy of twelve : Runs away : Letter to his Mother. His Mother’s 
household sorrows. (211). 

Chap. IV. Universities: Glasgow; Cambridge. 

Sterling’s school and other acquirements. One year at Glasgow. His 
brother Anthony. His Father’s improving position, (p. 213). — Can?bri(ige : 
Mr. Hare’s friendly eulogium. Quenching a fire. Not an exact scholar. 
Practical but impetuous turn of mind. A deeper than scholastic discipline. 
(215). — University life and companionship. Black dragoons: Spintual 
Radicalism. (217). 


Chap. V. A Profession. 

What will he do? A mad world. What noble life possible? (p. 210). 
— Speciosity instead of performance. Sterling’s own shortcomings : Bril- 
liant nomadic ways : No wise discipline for hifii. A better time. (220). 
— His ready utterance, and quick clear logic. Secretaryship. A parlia- 
mentary career negatived. Pulmonary an'& other symptoms. No man 
can reach his ideal life. (221).’ • 

^ Chap. VI. Literature : the ATHENiEUM. 

Sterling’s equipment. Literature, too often a consuming fire. The 
Atlu^naeum : Frederick Maurice and he : A literary voyage, (p. 223). — 
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High aim and promise of Sterling’s imperfect efforts. His ‘period of 
darkness.’ (2:24). 

Chap. VII. Eegent Street. . • 

The Athenaeum not successful. Sterling’s literary life. His Father’s 
house. The Saint-Simonian Portent. He visits Coleridge, (p. 225). — Mrs. 
Buller’s death. Letter to his Brother: Fanny Kemble. (226). — Toryism: 
Radical Reform. Down with Imposture. The Church without relation 
to him : Doom inevitable. A himdred Knights against all comers, fles- 
sage^pf Heaven. (229). ^ 

Chap. VIII. Coleridge. 

^ Coleridge’s Magi-prophet character. A last hope for a dead Church. 
Mr. Gilman’s house at Highgate: A charming outlook, (p. 230). — Cole- 
ridge, a heavy-laden, high-aspiring, much-suffering man. Sterling assidu- 
ously attended him : Their first colloquy. Coleridge’s Talk : Wide-s|iread 
irresolution, subtle insight, pious aimlessness: A very dreary feeling. 
Simplicity and pious truth. (232). — Dead Churches: A dead, sunken 
World: Astral Spirit, done by Alchemj. * Ingenuous young minds. (234). 
— Truth and fatal untruth. Infidelity unconquered. Thehigher the man, 
the harder and heavier his tasks. To steal into Heavqp, by whatever 
method, is forever forbidden : To all Heaven-scaling Ixions, the just gods 
ai’e very stern. (236). 


Chap, IX. Spanish Exiles. 

Sterling’s Coleridgean fermentations. Novel of Arthur Coningshy. 
The Barton family: Susannah Barton: Sterling’s interest in them and 
lieh democratic Radicalism not given up yet. (p. 237). — Spanish Political 
Refugees: The one safe coast: The Revolutionary Horologe. General 
Torrijos. (239). 

Chap. X. Torrijos. 

Reception in England. Madam Torrijos and ISIrs. Sterling. Romantic 
Spain. Torrijos and his fellow Refugees ? Sterling’s zealous assistance . 
That of the Bartons and other friends, (p. 240). — Mouldering into nothing- 
ness : Death in battle better. A ternble chance worth trying. Robert 
Boyd and General Torrijos. A ship manned : Sterling and others volun- 
teer: Letter to Charles Barton: Busy weeks. Doubts. (242). — All is 
ready. Tender farewell becqpaes unexpected greeting : Sterling and Miss 
Ilarton: An offer accepted. Sterling to jfemain in England. Down to 
Deal: Thames Police ; The plot discovered. Sterling’s presence of mind. 
(245). 

Chap. XL Marriage : Ill-health ; West-Indees. 
o • 

Sterling’s dubious outlooks: Not despondent. Torrijos and his Ifellow- 
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adventurers. Sterling’s Marriage : His kindly true-hearted Wife. A dan- 
gerous illnes^. (p. 247). — West-Indian estate bequeathed: A visit may im- 
prove the property, and his own health. New hopes and impetuosities. 
Sets sail for St. Vincent. (24S). 

Chap. XXI. Island of St. Vincent. 

An interesting Isle. Sterling’s new manner of life. Slaves unfit for 
freefliom. Letter to his Mother. A WSst-Indian tornado: House half 
blown down: His own and Wife’s perilous position. Courageous devotion 
of his Negroes : Rum in Borbadoes. (pr 249). — Goethe’s last birt#iday. 
Then' first child. Reminiscences. (255). 

Chap. XIII. A Catastrophe. « 

A more fatal hurricane for poor Sterling. News of Tomjos and consul 
Boyd* Total failure of their Spanish adventure. Surrender at discretion, 
and Military execution. Poor Boyd. Madam Torrijos a widow, (p. 25(5). 
— Sterling’s passionate remorse. (258). 

Chap. xftV. Pause. 

Life-long sdi'row and repentance. Higher wants and nobler insights : 
Coleridge’s prophetic moonshine, (p. 250). — Old Radicalism, and new mis- 
taken Piety. Struggles of poor Sterling. Refuge of Philanthropisni. 
Conscious and unconscious realities. (2G0). 

Chap. XV. Bonn ; Herstmonceux. 

Sterling returns to England. Crosses to Geimany. Arthur Comingihy 
published: Better things to be looked for. A gleam of sunshine in a 
heathy wilderness. The Rev. Julius Hare : Sterling looks wistfully to the 
Church : Takes the veil. (p. 261). — His life a fermenting chaos : No fixed 
highway to the Eternal : A tragic pilgrimage. Sterling’s most rash and 
unpermitted step: God’s truth shall not be wedded with impunity to 
the Devil’s untruth. The delirious Time has done its worst: Speedy 
misgivings, and lifelong struggle to bo free of it. (264). 


Part II. 

Chap. I. CuRATft. 

Fervent priestly activities while they could last : Christian Paul, and 
Christian Sterhng. Mr. Hare’s testimony to his earnest sincerity and 
affectionate worth. Gratefully remembered by the poor. (p. 267). — Car- 
hle’s first interview with Sterling’s Father. A Times writer. Contrasts 
and ftiraily likenesses. (269). 
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Chap. II. Not Curate. 

% 

Gathering clouds. His goal not there. Conscious an^ unconscious 
causes: Childlike self-deception: Pulmonary ailments. In the Church 
eight months in all. To follow illusions till they burst. The history of 
Sterling a symbol of his time. What is incredible to the soul, can be 
before God but a lie in the moi|^. (p. 269). — Carlyle first sees Sterling • 
His pei’sonal aspect. Slavery (Sfestion. Sterling’s dashing guileless ad- 
dress. A walk westward together. Precious possessions of life. A party 
at lAs Father’s : Church -of-En^andindifferency; A good investment. (272). 
— Letter to Carlyle: Sterling’s adventurous hunter spint: Sartor Resartus, 
Unusual likeness between his Speech and Letters. A true man. (274). 

Chap. HI. Bayswater. 

Frequent brief visits to London. Swift certainties amid wide lincer- 
tainties. Innocent friendly admonitions : Efforts to improve a friend’s 
stjle &c., and signal failure. Sterling’s preaching : Brick-and-Mortar 
Apostlcship. Bemoves permanently to^’London. His income sure to him. 
Eesidence at Bayswater. How unfold one’s little bit of talent? A small 
Agamemnon, could he but find his Kingdom. Literature iJie one hope left, 
(p. 282). — Ecclesiastical wrappages. Kestless play of being. Consummate 
dexterity in debate: Flat Pantheism : His admirable temper. No deep be- 
lief. (285). — Theological metaphysics : His misconception, and final loyal 
recognition of Goethe. A beautiful childlike soul. Measured his man 
less by reputation than by what he had to show for himself. Fredenck 
Maurice : Their kindly friendship. The good and Kev. Mr. Dunn. Silent 
and r^pid modifications. (287). 

Chap. IV. To Bordeaux. 

Frank Edgeworth. Shadow-fighting. Education and the Clergy. Hy- 
pocrisy the one bad and fearful thing, (p. 291). — A rainy walk; Another 
dangerous illness. Here is not thy rest, Bemoves with his Family to 
Bordeaux. Five health-journeys. (292). — Letter to Carlyle: Montaigne’s 
House: Caves of St. Emilion: Goethe. The war of rubrics left in the far 
distance. Spiritual return to the open air. Scenes of his early boyhood. 
Letter to his Mother. (294). 

Chap. V. To Madeira. 

p * 

Leaves Bordeaux. A little cottage on’Blackheath : Sterling’s delicate 
and loving sympathy : The burden of Life : Darkness. Literary occupa- 
tions : Imperfections of his poems. Sterling’s pulpit style o% reading, 
(p. 301). — To Madeira for the winter: A sad adieu. Improved health: 
Beautiful scenery ^j^Cheerful busy days. Letter to Carlyle : High admira- 
tion for Goethe, and real sorrow he was not somebody else : A pleasant 
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refuge : Mrs. Carlyle. Letter to Charles Barton ; Description of the Island. 
(303). — Professor Wilson’s generous encouragement. The Onyx Ring* 
A pleasant cirele: Dr. Calvert. (308). 

Chap. VI. Literature : The Sterling Club. 

Free-choice and necessity : A life too vehement for the bodily strength. 
An improviser genius. Sterling's worth^|p a writer : A real seer-glance 
into the world of our da 3 \ Difference m material, (p. 310). — Nomadic 
vicissitudes. Illusive hopes. Conscious how much he needed patience ; 
His manful faith. Literature. The Sterling Club. To Home for*iho 
winter: A farewell walk. (312). 

Chap. VII. Italy. 

Through Belgium and Switzerland to Rome. Letters to his Mother :* 
Passage '^ver the Alps : Italy. Valley of the Amo r Pescia : Book of Com- 
mon Prayer and Arabian Nights condensed into one : Pisa. English poll-' 
tics. (p. 315). — Rome and the Papacy: Guildhall finery : A dash of Southern 
enjoyment in the condition of the meanest : Idleness. (321). — Letter to his 
eldest Boy: Sterling’s great excellence in such Letters. (323). — Art: A 
windy gospel. TJr^agic playactorism under God’s earnest sky : An eye for 
facts : Duty of abhorrence. The Carnival. His companions in Italy. His 
Wife’s illness : Hurries home. (325). 

Part III. 

Chap. I. Clifton. 

Sterling’s improved health. Spreads his tent habitation: Bedhtifdl 
and pathetic. Friends old and new: Francis Newman. No hope of per- 
manency. Education Question. Letter to Carlyle : Easier to write to, than 
about : Review of TcufeUdrbckh : Strauss : Mrs. Strachey ; Little Charlotte 
and her DoU. (p. 333). — Sterling often in London: Friendly colloquies 
amid the chaotic roar of things : A day’s riding : At once a child and a 
gifted man. A way to kindle enthusiasm. Article on Carlyle : First gene- 
rous human recognition. Sterling’s stiff gainsoyings : The silent hours : 
Loyalty to truth. Letter to his Father : Ten thousand follies, no equivalent 
for one wisdom. (338). — A parting of the ways, Pootry or Prose? By his 
thought, not by his mode of delivering it, must a man live or die. Better 
make Histoiy, than try to sing about it. Sterling’s uncertainties : Illpss : 
A Volume of Poems. (342). 

Chap. II. Two Winters. 

On his way to Madeira: Stays at Falmouth. Resources and climate. 
An interesting Qhaker family ; Companions, (p. 344).— ^rleturas to Clifton : 
Vague hopes: No man knows another’s burden. Letter to his Father; 
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A fall. Poetry : The Election : Tragedy of Strafford : Stubborn realism. 
(347). — Torquay. The loss of friends. Clifton again. Penzance. Fal- 
mouth friends : Mrs. Sterling. (350). , • 

Chap. III. Falmouth : Poems. 

Falmouth: Its frank interesting population. Sterling’s deepest wisli, 
to be equal to his work. His BtQoks. His high notions of Tragedy. A 
Lectui;:^. The Foxes. Letter to his Father : Historical painting : A*Poly- 
tech^ic Meeting. (p.*352). — Cornish heroism and Methodist faith: The 
Misses Fox. The Election, a Voem : Mixture of mockery and earnest- 
ness: Portrait of Mogg: A pretty picture.. Sterling’s brave struggle. 
Poor Calvert’s death. (358). — Starting a Periodical: No fighting regiment 
•possible. The solitary battle. Adieu, O Church, in God’s name, adieu ! 
iBooks and Writers. The great World-Horologe. (363). 

Chap. IV. Naples : Poems. 

A wish to see Naples. Letter to Qharles Barton : Invitation to join 
him. Letter to his Mother: Malta. «At Naples. Letter to Carlyle: Tho 
Protestant Burial-ground: Neajjolitans : Pompeii, (p. 305). — A French 
moral epidemic. Improved health. Lockhart: John Milite work on Logic. 
A new Poem, Cocur-de-Lion : Strafford not yet published. A Christmas 
Tree. MofFat^s Missionary Labours in South Africa. (370). 

Chap. V. Disaster on Disaster, 

His Father’s household an ever-open port of refuge. His Father a 
p’^jsp^ous, loosely-joyous, victorious man. Sudden changes of opinion 
and policy, with intrinsic consistency of aim. The Times Newspaper his 
express emblem. An improvising faculty without parallel. Note of thanks 
from Sir Kobert Peel: Keply. Hero-worship for Peel and Wellington. 
O’Connell on the wings of blarney, (p. 373). — So rolled the fruitful days. 
Sterling’s happy relations with his Father. Encounters a dangerous acci- 
dent: His Mother too seized by a painful and fatal disease. Hastens to 
London. Impending tragedy. Eetums to his Wife, now near her con- 
finement. (378). — Two gentle Letters to his dying Mother : Beauty and 
Eternity of Life. His tender solicitude for his true-hearted Wife. In two 
hours both Mother and Wife are suddenly snatched from him. Very soli- 
tary amid the tumult of fallen and falling things. (380). 

* Chap. VI. Ventnor : Death. 

Sterling calls his Children round him: A Mother as well asJFather to 
them : God will care for all. Removes to Ventnor, and once more resumes 
his work. The Pc^m of Cceur-de-Lion. An honourable •capacity to stand 
single against the world, (p. 384). — Visits London. His Father's Closing 
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days. One of the saddest of dinners : The time for sport is past. A last 
interview. Ventnor again: Mrs. Maurice, his Wife's Sister: His broken 
life lies hea^y on him. He works steadily at his task. Letter to Carlyle : 
Flashes of sad wild gaiety: His new, changed life. (-380). — llis last ill- 
ness : Perfect courage : His affairs he settled to the last item. The 
Bible, most earnest of books. Letter to his eldest Boy : Serene, victorious, 
divinely sad. He had struggled so high, and gained so little heie. Letter 
to Carlyle: Not by knowledge, but by faith m God. Sacred possessions 
Sterling’s calm last hours : The faint last struggle ended. (390). 

Chap. VII. Conclusion. 

Sterling’s general aspect. IIis frank cheerful impetuosity. No good 
PoilraP of him. An honourable man and good citizen : Clear and perfect® 
fidelity to Truth : Like a true son, not hke a mutinous rebel. By fev^ 
Englishmen had the thing called Church of England been more loyally 
appejfi'ed to, or more sorrowfully left. (p. 894), — By nature appointed for 
a Poet, rather than a Priest. A tragic history, yet a brave and noble one. 
Strange aberrations appointed him. Many a man’s history shown in this 
imago of a fellow pilgrim’s, — released from his toils before the hottest of 
the day. By yvhat means is a noble life still possible for me here? (397). 
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FRIEDRICH 

Adolphus, Gustavus, death of, 185. 

Alfieri and Schiller contrasted, 64. 

Carlos, Don, Schillcr’i, i)ublished, 50 ; 
critical account of, 51 ; scone of the 
Ki2r^ and Rosa, 56 ; immediate and 
general approbation, 65 ; Schiller’s 
own opinion of its worth, 182. 

^ Dalberg, Wolfgang Horibert von, 
brief account of, 170. 

Elizabeth, Queen, J20. 

E})ics, modern, 98. 

^Fiesco, Versckvumiing des, Schiller’s 
tragedy of the, 26.' 

Goethe’s intoreouisc and connexion 
with Schiller, 72, 77, 96, 183 ; his 
composure amid the Kautcan tur- « 
moil, 87 ; his reverent and stubborn 
Realism, 183. 

History, methods of writing, 76, 79. 

Ideal good, 38. 

Idleness, misery of, 38. 

Jeanne d’Aro, character of, 121. 

Kahale und Liehe, Schiller’s, a do- 
mestic tragedy of high merit, 29. 

Kant’s Philosophy, 86 , Goethe’s opi- 
nion of, 183. 

Lltemry life, temptations, penis and 

* heifiisms of a, 35, 84, 155. 

Maul of OiUriis, Schiller’s, 121; 
scenes, showing Joanna, Talbot, 
Lionel and othci s. 125 

Maua Stiuut, Schillci's tragedy of, 
119. 

Messina, Brule of, Schiller’s, 134. 

Fhilosophische Brief e, character of 
Schiller’s, 41 

Bothers, the, Schiller’s plav of, 13 ; 
not an immoral work, 20; conse- 
q^uoncos to its author of its publica- 
tion, 20 ; remodellod for the stage, 
172. 

Schiller, Friedrich, born in ^urtem- 
berg, 5 ; character and* circum- 

. stances of his parents, 5, 6 ; boyish 
capneos and asi)iration8, 6 ; in- 
tended for the clencal profession, 

7 ; first poetry, 8 ; the Duke of 
W urtemberg’s School, 9 ; intoler- 
able constraint, fl9-l 2 ; pubhoation 
of the Rollers, 13, 18 ; consequent 


SCHILLER. 

persecution, 20; is encouraged bv 
Dalborg, 23 ; escapes from^Stutt- 
gard, 24 ; finds refuge at Bauer- 
bach, 25 ; settles in Manheim, 32 ; 
his lofty striving, 37 ; removes to 
Leipzig, 46 ; proposal of marriage, 
47 ; goes to Dresden, 50 ; crowned 
with laurels, but without a home, 
65 ; lyrical productions, 66 ; tires of 
fiction, 68 ; habits at Dresden, 70 ; 
visits Weimar, 71 ;• meets the Fraii- 
lein Lengefeld, 72 ; first<flrt?tiuaint- 
ance with Goethe, 72 ; appointed 
Professor of History at Jena, 78; 

, marriage, 78 ; study of History, 79 ; 
sickness, 83 ; influence of Kant, 86 ; 
epic projects, 93 ; returns to the 
Drama, 94; connexion with Goethe, 
96 ; visits his pffonts, 98 ; removes 
to Weimar, 118 ; enthusiastic re- 
ception of the Maid (f Orleans, 132; 
lus last sickness, and death, 146 ; 
his personal aspect, and mental 
gifts, 148, 

Schiller’s Letters, 170; specimen of 
his histoncal style, 185. 

Schubart, Daniel, account of, 161, 
179. 

Shakspeare, Schiller’s first impression 
of, 11. 

Theatre, German estimation of the, 
38. 

Wallenstein, Schiller’s, brief sketch 
of, 101 ; .scene of Max Piccolomini 
and his Father, 108 ; of Max and 
the Princess Thekla, 111; of Thek- 
la’s last resolve, 113. 

Weimar, the Duke of, assists Schiller, 
119. , 

Wilhelm Tell, Schiller’s, truthfulness 
of, 135 ; scone of the Death of Gess- 
ler, 138. 

Wordsworth, 135. 

WUrtemberg, the Duke of, employs 
Schiller’s Father, 5 ; undertakes the 
education of Schiller, 9^ not equal 
to the task, 21, 178 

Xenien, the, a Gorman Dunciad by 
Goethe and Schiller, 96, f 
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Ago, admonitions of our, 343. See 
Epoch 

Art, a superabundance of, 321; a 
windy gospel, 326. 

Arthur Cortmg&hy, Sterling’s first No- 
vel, ?38, 245, 262 

Athcnroum, copyright of the, changes 
hands, 223, 2ii5, 238. 

Battle, the, appointed for us all, 195; 
Sterling’s gallant onthiisiasm, 218, 
219 ; pain and danger shall not bo 
shirked, 237 ; a doomed voyage, 
260, 264 ; the noblest struggle, with 
the Church, 271 ; the battle’s fury 
rage^ everywhere, 343 ; each man 
for hirnself must wage it, 363 ; like 
a true son, not like a mutinous rebel, 
396, 399. 

Belief, theoretic and actual, 286. 

Bible, the, most earnest of books, 391. 

Black di'o.goon, a, in every parish, 
218 ; consideraJ'iy silvered over, 
239. 

Blackwood's Magazine, Sterling’s con- 
nexion with, 308, 313. 

Bordeaux, Sterling at, 294. 

Boyd, Lieut. Robert, joins with Torri- 
jos, 243 , at Gibraltar, 246, 247 ; 
death, 253. 

Brick-and-mortar Apostleship, 283. 

Buller, Mrs., death ot, 227. 

Bute, Isle of, its climate and scenei*y, 
196, 202. 

Calvert, Dr., meets Sterling at Ma- 
deira, 307 ; a touching bond of 
union, 309 ; accompanies him to 
Rome, 814, 318 ; Sterling nurses 
him in sickness, 321 ; weather-bound 
at Falmouth, 345 ; wearing visibly 
weaker, 355 ; death, 862. 

Cambridge, superiority of, 217. 

Cant, dead and putnd, 264. 

Carlyle first hears definitely of Ster- 
ling, 256 ; pleasantly impressed by 
Arthur Corangshy, 262 ; sees Ster- 
ling’s Father, 269 ; first interview 
with Sterling, 272; listens unpro- 
fited to friendly admonitions, 282 ; 
high topics, 286 ; insists upon tho 
good of evil, 291 ; a rainy walk, 293; 
Sterling’s friendly sympathy, 302; 
a sad farewell, 303 ; a hurried es- 
cort, 314 ; fruitful talk in strait- 


ened circumstances, 338 ; the first 
human recognition, 340 ; a strange 
effulgence, 380 ; the saddest of din- 
ners, 387 ; sacred iiossessions, 394 ; 
a commission higher than tho 
world’s, 399 

Carlyle, Mrs., and Sterling’s Mother, 
273; Steiling^ afiectionnto remem- 
brance, 296 , an humble imitaftoii, 
306 ; a gentle message, 368 ; love 
in death, 393. 

Carnival, the, 328. 

Children, Sterling’s letters to, 323, , 
391. 

Church, the dead English, distille'^ 
into life again, 235 ; Sterling's fatal 
attempt to find sanctuary in it, 262, 
265 ; commended lor its very indif- 
ferency, 273 ; found wanting, 363, 
396. 

‘ Church • formulas, Sterling’s battle 
with, 192 ; no living relation to him, 
230; singular old lubrics, 231; 
thrashing of tho straw, 298. 

Classicality, what meant by, 216. 

Clifton, Sterling at, 333, 351 . 

Cobwebs, a world ovferliung with, 218, 
261. 

Cluh, The Sterling, 813. 

Cceur-de-Lion, tho best of Sterling’s 
Poems, 363, 371, 885, 386; his own 
account of it, 389. 

Coleridge on Highgate Hill, a Dodona- 
Oracle, 226, 230 ; Sterling’s assidu- 
ous attendance, 232 , a magical in- 
gredient in the wild cauldron of his 
mind, 237, 260, 262, 264, 271 ; wan- 
ing influence, 290 ; a lesson for us 
all, 364. 

Conscious and unconscious realities, 
261, 270. 

Cornish heroism, 358. 

Cowbridgo, a smart little town, 202, 
287. 

Cromwell, Sterling’s feeling about, 
387, 389. 

Doll’s shoes, a feat accomplished, 338. 

Dunn, the Rev. Mr , 290. 

Edgeworth, Frank, account of, 291. 

Education, mainly trusted with the 
Clergy at present, 292 ; Sterling’s 
opinion, 336. ‘ 

Election, the, a mock-heroic poem by 
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Sterling, 849 ; description ; portrait 
of Mogg ; a pretty picture, 360. 

English Character, manful style of, 

, 217 ; stoical pococurantism, 288 ; 
wise chiefly by instinct, 375. 

Epoch, a bewildered, 219, 271. 

Eternal Melodies, and grinding dis- 
cords, 260 

Exeter Hall, and its Puritan mum- 
mies, 389. 

Exeter, Bishop of, resemblance be- 
tween the, and the Archbishop of 
Tuam, 821. * 

* « 

Falmouth, Sterling at, 345, 852. 

Fame, as they call it, 194, 223. 

Family likenesses between Sterling 
and his parents, 200 ; contrasts and 
concordances, 269, 311, 375. 

lijoxes, the, a plea^nt Quaker family, 
346, 350, 351, o52, 355 ; modest 

, Aw^t-Hudson testimonial, 359. 

French rage against Britain, 370. 

French ItevoLntwn, Carlyle’s, pub- 
lished, 302. 

Glamorgan, Vale of, 202. 

Goethe’s last birthday, 255 ; Epigram, 
291 ; Sterling’s gradual recognition 
of his worth, 288, 309 ; cannot And 
in him, what ho would expect m 
Jean Paul, 298 ; looks at him, like 
a shying horse at a post, 304. 

Greek Braraatio Forms, 354. 

Haro, Archdeacon, and his biography 

^ of Sterling, 191 ; bis testimony to 
Stdlding’shigh character, 216; their 
opportune meeting at 13oim, 263 ; 
Sterling becomes his Curate, 264 ; 
a welcome fellow -labourer, 268. 

Hell, Sterhng’s desire for earnest well- 
doing, were it oven m, 273, 358 ; no 

f ierdition so perilous as a faithless, 
ying spirit, 272. 

Highgate Hill, a view from, 231. 
Hypocrisy, the old true paths sub- 
merged in, 264 ; the one thing bad, 
272, 292 ; silence far preferable, 
326 ; duty of abhorrence, 328. 

Idleness in Rome, 322. ^ 

Inspiration of God the only real intel- 
ligence, 220 ; the unforgivable sin 
to swerve from, 230, 236. 

Intellect and Virtue, one great sum- 
mary of gifts, 340. 

Kemble, Fanny, Sterling’s admiration 
for, 227. 


Literature a chaotic haven, 223 ; and 
last resource, 285, 299, 302 ; real 
and sham, 311. 

Llanblethian, a pleasant little Welsh 
village, 202, 2U3. • 

Lockhart, Storhng’s admiring esti- 
mate of, 371. 

Madeira, its beautiful climate and 
scenery, 303, 306. 

Maunce, Rev. F. D , a Camjbridgo 
companion of Sterling’s, 215 ; joins 
him in the Athenaeum adventure, 
224, 225 ; divergence of opinion, 
but kindly trustful union of hearts, 
289, ,888, 894 , marries Sterling’s 
sistor-in-law, 300. 

Maurice’s, Mrs., affectionate solici- 
tude for Sterling and his orphan 
family, 384, 388, 394. 

Michael Angelo, house of, 319. 

Might and iiight, their mtiffflSic iden- 
tity, 340. 

Mill’s, John, friendship for Sterling, 

» 256, 262 ; introduces him to Car- 
41 lylc, 272 ; has charge of the London 
and Westminster Review, 313; with 
Sterling m Ita^, 331 ; inserts his 
Article on CVirtwe, 340 ; with Ster- 
ling at Falmouth, 347 ; his work on 
Logic, 371. 

Moflat, tho African Missionary, 372. 

Montaigne’s House, 296 : Sterling’s 
Essay, 313. 

Moonshine, Bottled, and illusory 
Churches, 260 ; diseased develop- 
ments, 264 ; more perilous than 
any perdition, 272. 

Naples, Sterling at, 367 ; eminent ig- 
norance of the Neapolitans, 369. 

Negro Slaves, the, unfit for freedom, 
250, devotion to a good Master, 254. 

Newman, Francis, Sterlings high es- 
teem for, 234. 

O’Connell on the wings of blarney, 
377. 

Old-clotlies, heaps of, 193. 

Onyx Ring, the, Sterling’s Tale of, 
288, 307 ; still worth reading, 309. 

Pantheism, 286. 

Peel and Wellington, Edward Ster- 
ling’s admiration of, 874, 377 j note 
of thanks from Sir Robert Peel, 370. 

Peter’s, St., in masquera(?e, 329. 

Poetry or Prose ? a parting of tho 
ways for Sterling, 842, 349 : Poetry, 
369, 385, 397. • 
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Politics, English, restless whirl of, 
S20 ; a social mine below, 331. 

Pompeii and its Fresco Paintings, 369. 

Pop 3, the, a glance at, through Ster- 
ling’s eyes, 326 , a ho in livery, 327 ; 
candid confession about him, 336 

Professions, the learned, hateful not 
lovable, 221. 

Pusoyisms, begotten by Coleridge from 
liis own fantasies, 237, 271. 

f 

Radicalism, Sterling s early, 218, 229 ; 
tottering for him, and threatening 
to crumble, 239 ; fallen to wreck, 
260 , the opposite extreme, 271. 

Reece, Mr , Sterling’s early ‘school- 
master, 207, 2(J9. 

Religion cannot bo made up of doubts, 
265, 272. 

Revolutionary Horologe, 240. 

Rbadamanthus’s post long vacant, 
380. " 

Rome, Sterling at, 321, 326. 

Saint-Simonian Portent, the, 226, 297'. 

Sartor liesariiis, Sterling’s letter on, 
274. 

Scepticism, so rifo/n our day, 195. 

Sc:/ton* s Dauahter, Sterling’s, 299; still 
in the shadows of the surplice, 802. 

Silence, greatness and fruitfulness of, 
840. ' 

Simplon Pass, the, 316 

Slavery Question, Sterling’s notions 
on the, 272. See Negro Slaves, 

Spanish Refugees, 239, 241 , 256. 

Stars gone out, 220, 264, 299. 

Stciling, Anthony, born, 200; early 
memories, 202 , p, steady substantial 
boy, 212 , enters a military life, 215 ; 
letter to, 227 , at home on a visit, 
300 ; meets his Brother m Italy, 
331 ; quits the army, 386 ; at his 
Brother’s dying bed, 394 

Sterling, John, born in the Isle of 
Bute, 196 , early life in Wales, 202, 
at Passy, 209; London, 211; runs 
away from home, 212 , sent to Glas- 
gow Univoisity, 214 ; life at Cam- 
bridge, 215 ; a Secretaryshqi, 222 ; 
the Athenasum, 223 ; attendance on 
Coleridge, 232 , intimacy with the 
Barton family, 238^241 ; connexion 
with Tornjos, 240 ; engaged to Mis*» 
Barton, 245 ; Marriage, 247 ; illness, 
248 , at the Island of St Vincent, 
249 ; news of the Spanish cata- 
strophe, 256 ; returns to London, 
261 , meets Mr Hare at Bonn, 263 ; 
CuraiSe at Herstmoncoux, 267 ; quits 


tho Church, 270 ; life in London, 
272 , at Bayswatcr, 283 ; another 
serious illness, 293 ; at Bordeaux, 
294 ; Madeira, 303 ; htorary efforts,*^ 
31 0 ; journey to Italy, 315 ; at Rome, 
321 ; at Clifton, 333 ; Article on Car- 
Itjle, 340 ; at Falmouth, 345 ; Clif- 
ton again, 347 ; Torquay, 350; Fal- 
mouth, 352 ; Naples, 365 , home 
again, 370 ; a dangerous accident, 
379 ; Mother and Wife both taken 
from him, 382 , removes to Vent- 
nor, 384 ; life last sickness, ^nd 
de3th, 390 

Sterling, John : Letters to his Father, 
335, 341, 348, 356, 364, 370 ; to his 
Mother, 212, 250, 300, 31.5, 334, 338, 
353, 364, 366, 372, 380, 381 ; to both, 
321, 328, 345 ; to his Brother, 227 ; 
-to his Son, 323, 3.02 ; to T Carh’'' 
274, 295, 304, 335, 336, 354, 368, 
388, 393 ; to Charles Barton, 244, ' 
306, 350, 365 ; to Mr. Haro, 327, 
362 ; to Mrs. Charles Fox, 350, 351 ; 
to W, Coningham, 351, 352 ; to Dr 
Carlyle, 351 , to Dr. Simmons, 353, 
363, 371, 382. 

His Classical attainments, 215 ; 

unnsn^ijj^k^ess between his speech 
and lettelsr281 ; pulpit inannor of 
reading, 303 ; worth as a Writer, 
311, 323, 391 ; superior oxccllonce 
m proso, 342 ; the Election, a Poem, 
349 ; undeniable success, 359 , Coeur- 
de-Lion, 385; literary remains, 398. 

HisChaiacter need not bo judged 

in any (Jhurch- court, 192, a^Guy 
Faux likeness, 194 ; lucky to have 
had such parents as his, 200 , noma- 
dic tendencies, 210 , a headlong Boy 
of twelve, 212 , a voracious reader 
and observer, 214 , gifts, generosi- 
ties, and pieties, 21 6 ; a young ardent 
soul, 218 ; a kingly kind of man, 
219 ; nomadic desultory ways, 221 ; 
able to argue with four or five at 
once, 222 , a bi other to all worthy 
souls, 225 ; not given to lie down 
and indolently moan, 247 ; nch in 
the power to be miserable or other- 
wise, 259; tho talent of waiting, of 
all others, tho one ho wanted moat, 
264 ; generous ardour for whatever 
seemed noble and true, 267 , bright 
ingenuity and audacity, 273 , can- 
dour and transparency, 281 ; cheery 
swift decision, 282 , not intrinsically 
a devotional mind, 287; too vehe- 
ment, fatally in-,3apable of sitting 
still, 310 , a certain grimmer shad© 
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came p:radually over him, 312 ; 
bcaatiful and ^thotic adjustment 
to his hard conditions, 334 ; ^ a 
straiift-o effulgence through the ice 

* of earnest pain and sorrow, 380, 
387 ; a central inflexibility and 
nol)l 0 silent resolution, 385 ; per- 
fect courage, and valiant simplicity 
of heart, 391 ; serene, victorious, 
divinely sad, 391 ; spiritual por- 
tuutuio, 395. 

Sterling, John : his Personal aspect, 
272, 288,394 ; his Lifg an expressive 
engfclem of his Time, 195, 271, §98, 
390. 

Sterling, Mrs , her beautiful character 
and early troubles, 248 ; a perilous 
situation, 252 ; her weakly consti- 
^ tution, 331, 347 ; illness, 382 , snd- 
^ den death, 382 ;/an affectionate 
-hearted Wile, 383. * 

Sterling’s Father, c^arly career of, 198 ; 

* his restless striving, 207 ; connexion 
with the Times Newsjjaper, 208, 
215 , a private gentleman of some 
figine, 2G9, the Magus of the TimeSf 
273 ; abundant jolly satire, 302 ; his 
house a sunny islet, and over-open 
port for Sterling, 373 ; the Times 
Nowsjiapor his express emblem, 
375 , England listened to the voice, 
375 , Note of thanks from Sir Ro- 
bert Peel, 370 , loyal admiration 
for Peel and Wellington, and ditto 
contempt for O’ Connell, 377 ; plea- 
sant half-bantering dialect between 
Father and Son, 379 ; a latal eclipse, 
‘^7^ ; r 5 ilone iii the world, 382 ; clos- 
ing days, 380. 

Stei ling’s Mother, delicate pious cha- 
1 actei of, 200 ; affectionate care 
for him, 210 , troubled days, 213 ; 
fiicndship for Madam Torrijos, 241 ; 
for Mis Cuilyle, 273 ; a pleasant 
home, 379 ; fatal illness, 379 ; Ster- 


I ling’s reverent affection for her, 380, 

* 383 ; news of her death, 882. 

Stiachey, Mrs. Edward, 334, 337. 

Strafford, Sterling’s tmgody of^ ^9, 
372, 385 • 

Strauss, 336, 354, 363. 

Talk, Colei idue’s, 232. 

Theological Metaphysics, Sterling’s 
interest in, 288, *291 ; decidedly 
abating, 298. 

Times, the. Newspaper. See Sterhng’s 
Father 

Ton jue- fence. Sterling's skill in, 222, 
286. 

Tonijos* General, the main-stay of 
his fellow Exiles, 240, 241 ; they 
li'uvo England, 246 ; difficulties at 
Gibialtai, 247 ; a catastrophe, 256 ; 
death, 258. 

Toryism an overgrown Imposture, 
299; the Pope a i espocffll^lo old 
Tory, 321 ; English Toryism not so 
bad as lush, 364. 

^'^gedy. Sterling’s high notions of. 

Universities, the Eii^lish, 216. 

Veracity the one sanctity of life, 271 ; 
small still voices, 298 , clear and • 
X)erfect fidelity to Truth, 396. 

Veins, Letters of, 208. 

Vincent, St., Island of, Sterling’s le- 
sidence in the, 249. 

Volto Santo, the, chief of Relics, 320. 

Watch and Canary Bird, Mrs. Car- 
lyle’s, 306, 

Watt, James, 343. 

M'clsh Villages, 203. 

West-Indian Tornado, 250, 

Wilson’s, Professor, gcncious encour- 
agement of Htorling, 308. 

Wordsvorlh, 302. 


THE END. 
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